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R. PUNCH entered the Cave. 
“Take a rock,” said AZoxvs, his face brightening as the radiant presence of his Visitor lighted up the gusty 
recesses of his abode, “ take a rock ; do—and make yourself comfortable.” 

The genial Sage sat down. 

“T had been hoping you might look in,” continued the sged Custodian, hospitably producing an imperial pint of 
bottled Boreas as he spoke; “ for, to tell you the truth, though Winds is noisy company, it’s dull work up here all by one- 
self. There hasn’t been one of ’em at home, for ever so long.” 

His Visitor gave a knowing nod of acquiescence. 

“ So I should say,” he replied, “ judging from the amount of blowing and blustering that has been going on outside 
pretty well everywhere else of late.” 

“Been as bad as that, has it?” asked Motus, reflectively. “ Well, I know they will give themselves airs ; but, 
bloss you, whatever Lewrrikre says about my proper business, what ’s the good, I should like to know, of my keeping ‘em 
all boxed up here? Why, what would you do in « fog without’em? Smoke abatement dodges, indeed! Gammon !—that's 
what I call them. Give me a stiff Sou’-Wester.” 

“ An excellent refresher in its way,” replied Mr. Powon, approvingly, “ saving the presence of the Underwriters, who 
have latterly, I fear, been singing, ‘Oh, blow the gentle Gales!’ to some purpose. But, for the matter of that, reports 
from other points of the compass are not much more exhilarating.” 

“Hum!” rejoined his Host, giving a gloomy look round at the Oavern’s mouth ; “ how about the East?” 

“ Bad at Wapping, but worse at Constantinople; and, from whet I hear, likely to give @ severe chill or two to some- 
body in the Mediterranean before it has done its biting business. A wind that never brought good to a Britisher yet! Call 
that Eastern cuss in, my venerable Custos, as soon as you like; and into your nethermost cupboard with him!” 

Mz. Ponon gave @ significant wink, and Tony turned his tail cortemptuously in the direction of Egypt, in sign of 
intelligent approval. 

“Well, come, the West’s all right, anyhow. You've nothing against that?” continued their Classic Interlocutor, 
with somewhat diminished confidence. 

“Treland lies West,” replied the Sage, curtly. 
“ Well—South, then?” 
“ Africa—and that is big enough to hold Kroumirs and Boers; which means plenty of room for a Cyclone. You ask 
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Rovstaw and Every Woop. The one is at home already, enjoying himself, and the other is on his way. They'll tell you 
all about it.” 

Mr. Puxcu rose. His Host looked puzzled. 

“Hum. Anything to say against the North?” he asked, somewhat sulkily. 

« Nihil,” responded Mr. Puncn, promptly, at the same time talking a little Latin, as a graceful compliment to the 
classical antecedents of his Host. “ But for further particulars I must refer you to St. Petersburg.” 

Again Tony set bis tail contemptuously N.E. by E. The disconcerted Guardian of the Winds looked distressed. 

“ Then it seems that they ‘re a downright ill lot, that blow nobody any good,” he said. “ Not even capable of starting 
a Fair Trade wind!” 

“A little impudence and a good deal of ignorance, and that breeze is soon set in motion,” responded the Sage. “ But 
if they are on the look-out for a real chance—there's a Free Trade wind that wants a bit of raising just now; and the soo 
it gets it the better. I commend that very cordially to your attention.” 

“ It shal] not be neglected,” was the more cheerful reply. “A Puff? Ha! ha! I fancy I know how to content 
for that. Why, if you only knew the amount I had made out of a very populat and exalted department of Art alone, my de> 
Sage and Philosopher, even you would stare. Call this the Cave of the Winds? Why, regularly every Saturday it’s so ful, 
of Theatrical Mapagers that I have to order up a dead calm, and clear it by threatening a frost.” 

“ Quite so,” heartily responded the Great Visitor. ‘ But meantime, while pegged up here, it is something, I opine, 
to be able to know which way the wind blows. Would you like me to enlighten you?” 

“Rather!” said Aotvs. “But how? By presenting me with an Abridged Edition of the Library of the British 
Museum ?” : 

“ That is the idea,” said Mr. Poncn, at length perfectly radiant, producing at the same moment a very handsome 
presentation tome from a piece of costly silver paper. “For in this book you will find something more than the condensed 


| wisdom of all cycles.” 





“And that book is? ” asked the now dancing Custos. 
Topsy wagged his tail to all points of the compass. Then Mr. Puxcn gave a final wink, and presented his— 


Cighty-First Volume! 
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HENLEY REGATTA. 


How to do Henley? The real way is to have one’s house- 
boat towed up forthe week, to do ey from the muslin curtains, cut 
flowers, hot- lenge trés Pe Bent rint, straw hat, 

2 ud Th 


blue e Iden eer f ight in Jooon upon 
the Piste ” after-dinnerish toimental ration point of 
view. Live for the week at the rate of sixteen thousand a year. 
There is nothing jollier in the world than living at the rate of six- 
teen t] a year, no greater fun than stopping for an unlimited 
period a man who lives at the rate of sixteen thousand a year, 
provided always you get out ut having your own chattels 
seized as “‘a lodger’s.”” But this luxury was not for me this year. 
The only man I know that lives at the rate of sixteen thousand 
a year inly asked me to join his party, and added, ‘‘ You won’t 
be dull, as we are going to play ten-pound Nap all night and — 
night.” Nobody is fonder of innocent yet amusing tricks at car 

than myself, a house-boat is just the sort of thing one might fall 
into the water out of, especially if there were a hulking disagr 





eeable 
lot of bad-tempered men on board, who had lost their money to you. 

What a week of parsons this has been! Talk of the May Meetings, 
why, the Oxford and Cambridge Match and Henley combined can 
give Exeter Hall any amount of start. This way of writing may 
sound frivolous, but it is nautical. The beauty of a parson is that 
you can call him “‘a self-opinionated idiot,” and without his hitting 
you im the eye, on account of his cloth. On second thoughts, I am 
not quite certain whether it isn’t the other way round, and he may 
call you names, and you mayn’t hit him on account of his cloth. 
On t thoughts, this doesn’t seem to be the beauty of a parson 
at all. Ifall I have been told by the clergy this week be true, there 
were thirty-three men in the Cambridge Eleven of 1864, since pro- 
moted to good livings, who knocked the Oxford bowling to pieces *‘ on 
this very ground, Sir ;” and in the University College Oxford Eight, 
which won the Grand Challenge Cup at Henley in 1863, at least there 
must have rowed seventeen men who are now distinguished in the 
Church. But why be hard on our fellow mortals; you should hear 
some of my University, the University of Heidelberg, stories which 
would take even a buyer of shares in the Aly Sahs Wyndoll Gold 


Mine all his time to believe. 

At last! Am I a Member of the Press? Asarule I am; but 
with those handcuffs, leglets, , and strait-waistcoats which the 
Stewards have provided or members of the Press, I sink my connec- 
tion with journalism, jand seek the Thames banks as one of the 
general public. Why, it is Ascot !—lobster-salads and cham: e! 
] at no; nobody cares who is winning, or pays any attention. y; 
A Re 3 on the Public Eobooks Biatch days Re. rth 

es, merry-go-rounds—why, it is Ascot-cum-Lord’s, wi 
and the river thrown in, and a Regatta just for the fun of the thing. 








No, I have not lunched. Is there a race going on? Dear me, I 
ieve there is! Mayonnaise? ‘‘ Why, certainly.” Why are they 
making all that row? Oh, Conner! Hail, Columbia ! But you're 
ot in it this ume! You can’t do ermine. Hip, hip, hurrah | 
glass sherry. Thanks , they are v ! 

Wiest ae Garwen hes Son this beet; ope: very. flow well 


r 
iced this wine i The second heat for the silver . 
Capital, capital! Whoever designed this pie is an artist, ta 
row over—what are they making a row over?—eh, @ row over 
—wWell, it is against my practice, but just one liqueur. Thanks, 
very much !—and now, I suppose, we ought to see some of this. 
What’s everybody going away for? it can’t be 
allover! ltis,eh? Oh, if th 

matches, thank you. Awfu day. 
Henley without rain, why, it’s monstrous! Shan’t come to-morrow 
—will go to Stockbridge instead. Henley without rafm! Bah! 
bosh!! rubbish!!! 





HER EXCELLENCE. 
(Bits from a Blue Book bound to come.) 


To Foreign Secretary, Washington.—( Confidential.) 

Hap the you desired with Lord Granvitie, who was 
charming ; such a sweet baby that last one of his—he had it 
sent over to the Foreign Office by a Queen’s Messenger on purpose. 

) not say much about those Fisheries, because I mistook the 
documents for curl-papers last night (I am now doing my hair d /a 
Brnoy, or our more illustrious ADA MENKEN). But | have promised 
som or other, which I daresay you will hear of. 

P.8.—Sir Cuaxxes, who is quite smitten, poor fellow! has brought 
me a —an excuse for calling. It gives up our right 
to Newfo ries; but they say there weren’t any pearls 
to be got there. S 


Semiramis K, Srrvsxins, U. 8S. Minister Plenipo, 


To Foreign Secretary, Washington.—( Private.) 


Wuar’s the use of saying ‘Sound Gamserra,” when I haven’t 
got a dress to put on? And you never sent those wafiles and mis- 
ce pont at you mean thing! I didn’t mind see B 
Hivar for he’s too old to notice how women are 
had to give two waltzes to the Duc d’Avmate, although you 
was impolitic. was in such astate, stupid man! But 
dresses—those ! I can’t see G. twice in the same one! 
—and last time he was on the brink of—an offer! If they Il take 
the em off our pork, I ’ll accept him. 

P.S.—No time for despa’ garden-party and fancy bazaar o . 


So send you the papers. They ’ll tell you all about eran and 
one of them is so nice about my brocade vith the sunflowers.—S. K. 8. 


a 
it 
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THE CHILDREN’S CRY. 





: ~~ ~~ 
*A\mMeOvewe . inh, t{+ wery - “ee SSE “ — 
Berore the beautiful year grows old, and sunlight fades upon sea | Three children sat in a London Square, in front of a house with the 
and land, blinds drawn down . 
Whilst fields have colour and gardens gold, and holiday crowds move | ** Are they dead,” said one, ‘‘in the rooms up there?” ‘‘ No,” 
hand in hand; 


answered the other ; ‘‘ they ’re out of town! 4 

When over the meadows they toss the hay, and poppies appear in | They’ve hurried the dear little family off with their spades, and 
the waving wheat, pails, and their seaside hats, ; 

When the silent forest is passing sad, and the breath of summer is | They’ve locked the garden and left us here with the empty cabs and 


piercing sweet ; , : the starving cats. ; . : 
When a sigh on hoot i the working town, and a whisper comes | It isn’t for us to be pale and thin, when we’re given in charge of the 
from the fields and hills, 


sweltering streets, f 

And the whirl of wheels for an instant stops, and the pace is over | For they give us a peep, between bars, at trees, and permit us to 
that cures or kills ; | _ huddle on doorstep seats. ‘ 

lis then, ay Brothers, and Sisters too, we each of us owe a tremen- | If it wasn’t so dreadfully wrong to ask, we’d like to know where the 
dous debt, | roses grow, 

When we hurry away from the London roar, and leave the eyes of | And if it be true there are distant hills away in a wonderful land, 
the children wet : you know, 3 

t we owe, and it must be paid to the utmost letter—I’ll tell | Where it’s green as far as the eye can see, where the wind blows 

you why, sweet and the fields are wide. 

e summer brings sorrow to way-worn feet,—and this is the reason | Will nobody say where the country is?”” As nobody answered, the 

the children cry ! children cried ! 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 
_Tinks. ** A—nAVE I HAD THE—A—PLEASURE OF SAYING GooD-BYE TO You 
**T think I know where the coun 


“*T heard it once from a rickety 1 
It is where they find 














is,’”’ said a fair little child, whose breath came short, 
» who came to live in our dingy court. 
y water all green and blue, 
o you think it’s true ? 


some wonderful waves, and lovel 
the weakly limbs, and : n 
e to look at this beautiful sea, and touch it just once ; for listen to me— 

away, and I think he might live by the beautiful sea. 
I wonder if I were to knock at this door, and ask the old woman to show me the way 

they dig on the sands and bathe, and children like us are 
Would she push me away after slamming the door, or tell me some more of the waves and tide. 
It isn’t so much for myself as for him ’’—and the poor little sister unconsciously cried 


** But why was this beantiful country made ?”’ thought a curious child in a doorway nook, 
** Tt doesn’t seem fair that a few should taste, and many be never allowed to look. 
Was it made for the women who every day buy baskets of flowers and set them down, 
a ilst they are asleep in the blindin 
Was it made to separate rich and poor, to give us hope an 
Are fields and flowers grim poverty’s ban, and sun and shadow the prize of wealth ? 
Do you think that summer was made for death, to soften sorrow and sweeten loss ? 

t flowers were given for children’s graves, and born to die on a funeral cross ? 
oors we sit, can leave such weeds in the streets to die? 
Can turn their eyes from our faces pale, and close their ears to the children’s ery ?” 


’Tis easy to follow where fancy leads, believe me or not, but never forget 

if a kindly world refuses to cancel the children’s debt. 

takes wing, the changing seasons divide and part ; 

may buy us an infant’s smile, and a pound can borrow a thankful heart : 
tt we love to breathe, an hour or so by the changing sea, 

trees, when the air blows soft and the heart is free— 

sour to those who go, but oh! so much to the man 
With indolent feet dividing the dust, whilst happier lips are drinking 
turn them out, and let the little ones dive down deep 


a spell that may silence sorrow or pure 
One feather the less in a bonnet or hat wouldn 


they seem to grow ; 
I’ve a brother at home who is fadi 


To the place where rmitted to play, 


heat of the dust 


And allow us to peep whilst 
our neighbours health ? 


Is it true that the men at whose d 


’Tis a terrible thing 
The lovel: ‘summer too soon 


A day in the air 
A song of happiness under 


’t ruin the look of the prettiest miss, 
change a flower or fan for the children’s kiss, 

i a smaller regalia after | 
Bouverie Street, post haste directed t 
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MEININGEN MELODRAMA. 


At Drury Lane, seeing ‘‘ Das Kiithchen 
Von Heilbronn.” 


First Old Fogey. The Pleasures of Me- 
mory—in German ! 
Old Fogey. Memories of the 
Coburg and the ti. eh? Oh, to be a boy 
again, and understand it all! 
First O. F. Don’t you? 
Second O. F. elf. I think I begin to 
the meaning of Kdthchen’s reiterated 
f Nein, mein hoher Herr!” She has 
nein’d nine times in the last nineteen lines. 
A “Grand Historical Drama of Chevalery ” 
they call Von Kuztst’s masterpiece, in the 
lish Synopsis. 
rst O. F, “Chevalery,” pour rire, 
Reynoldsian romance dramatised. That 
tenebrous subterrene Court of Justice, those 
black-masked myrmidons, those torch-bear- 
ing catchpolls, do I not know them as well 


as— 

Second O. F. German? Well, it’s 
splendidly put on the stage—dresses, arms, 
attitudes, all superb! Sxexr glorified, in 
fact. Look at steel-clad Count Wetter 
there! Have I not seen him, ‘‘a pehny 
plain, tw ce coloured,” with a distant 
tent seen through his heroically straddling 
legs, a hundred times ? 

irst O, F. How many more pages is he@’ 
going to declaim? Why does he shout so? 

Second O. F. They are all Stentors— 
‘| Graf von Strahl, his foe 

iret O. F, Or foe—to—Graf, eh P 
Chuckles. 

Second O. F. (wishing he had thought of 
it), Faugh! They don’t fight well, though: 

it and toasting-fork style of sword-play ! 

Rvrve and TExRiss could do it better. 

First O. F. Contest between the ky 
Kunigunde and the cushat-like Kdthchen 
for the hand and heart (not the head—he 
hasn’t one) of that mailed lout, Count Wetter. 
Don’t I know Coburg ethics and Skelt 
character? Kdthchen’s in love. 

Second O. F. Love is a Kithchen com- 
plaint. 

First O. F. Bah! See! Castle in flanres, 
Kithchen to the rescue. Fall of burning 
walls! Fine scenic effect ! 

Second O. F. And Kiathchen palpably 
cremated before our eyes ! 

First O. F. Not at all. Read your 
Synopsis :—‘' Kathchen appears uninjured, 
protected by a cherub ”’! ! 

There ’s a lime-lighted cherub who dwells in a 

turret, 





K watch o'er the life (and the prett tti- 
eats) of poor Kithohen: éitinass 

What’s that Wetter ’un doing now ? 

Second O. F. Pumping Kdthchen, who 
has a habit of talking in her sleep, concern- 
ing her ion for himself. Nice knightly 
sort of ing to do! 

First O. F. Ingenious! 

Second O. F. Nor less so the Kaiser, 
suddenly finding out that Kdthchen is his 
long-lost daughter. One misses the straw- 


rry mark, e 
First O. F. No matter, we have the three 
V’s, Vic. Virtue Victorious! The Teutonic 
- mys pate So vee ~ ra and 
Pp ‘or the quality of the stuff. 
Second 0. F. Yes,— 
This melodrame of media- 
-val sham they ’re scarcely shining in ; 
8 drama seems to be 
Far fi for this clever The- 
-atrical troupe from Meiningen. 


A bad rhyme, but not worse than 
Cannine’s, 
{ Exeunt Old Fogeys. 
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PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 


THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 





McL-r-n. Sir R. C-rd-n. 


J.C-wn, Sir C. D-Tke. P-t-r R-l-nds. 
g-ut-atA 


s 


MEIER 





yf 


Sir W. L-ws-n. Sir R. Cr-ss. P-rn-ll. Ch-ld-rs. 


MORE “FORMS OF THE HOUSE.” 
(By Electric Light.) 


Monvay, June 27.—The Irish Members are, to quote one of their 
ational poets, ‘“‘ blue-mouldy for want of a bating.” Came down 
»night determined to have a row with someone. T. D. Surirvay, 

being innocent-looking, put up to reconnoitre. T. D. 8. wants 
know why someone in Mullingar has been detained in prison, 
n someone else of the same place has been acquitted. Argument 
resistible on the face of it. But Mr. Forster, who is often obtuse, 
es not see it. The O’Kexty dashed in, and next The O’Donrwext. 
t nothing worse came of this incident. 
rhen The O’Donnett attacked Lord Freprerick Cavenpis# on the 
estion of the Telegraph Clerks. Rather hard on a deserving class 
t they should be thus made the shillelagh for Irish patriots to 
wing over the heads of English Ministers. Lord Vauanicx, 
ital subject. Shrinks from a row. Nervous and excited. In 
iimest moments his words tumble out fourteen to the dozen. In 
practised hand of The O’ DonnE tL, they pour forth like the water 
Lodore, bumping up against each an without the smallest 
reciable interval of space. 
All his parts of speech are conjunctions,” Harcourt said, look- 
¢ with curious interest at “‘ Fwep”’ as he stood trembling in every 
» and pouring forth his torrent of stumbling speech. 
Excited by The O’DowyeExv’s triumphs, The O’Connor (ARTHUR) 
next tackled Curpers about the reprisals very properly taken at 
the Curragh against cabmen who hod heen in league with the Land- 


Lastly, the whole pack set upon Forster, and The O’Donyett, 
rushing in, or my on The Heaty in his haste, moved the 
vurnment of the House, whilst the Chief Secretary was baited 
bout the harmless City of Waterford. This being apparently the 
. opportunity of the day, the Irish gentlemen e the most of 
look up an hour of the time that might have been given to the 
ind Bill. ‘* But it’s of no consequence,” as Mi. Toots observed, 
when he accidentally sat down on Florence s bonnet. 
reland, doubtless, is as downtrodden as represented, and the Land 
a jaating of life and death to the people. But Irish gentlemen 
must have their s 


port. 
Business done.—Clause IV. of the Land Bill passed. 


Tuesday Night.—Fresh injustice to Ireland. After several recent 
Morning Sittings Mr. Breear has exercised his genial influence in 
the direction of bringing about Counts-Out. To-night Irish Mem- 

ers have Bill which they want to pass. Don’t know the name of it, 
und forget what it’s about. Sure to be asking for a grant of money. 
| Mr. He 7) aa in it, and goes about looking up forty friends 
| to Make a Mouse. 
‘* They ll be harder to find than the ten righteous men in the City 
f the Plain,” Tom Coxtuns said ; * I needn’t wait.” 

Nor did he. But Mr. Wanton was on the spot, to do what was 
needful at nine o’ clock. 

(om Cottons very hard on the Irish Members just now. Some 

nd friend has told him Mr. Bieear’s bon mot, which rankles in 
nis chaste bosom. Tomas, it is well known, is very careful in the 
matter of dress. Not y in the matter of selection. But 


from the date the clothes once become his, are never cast off. They 
may drop off, but that is their affair. Tom’s umbrella is a famous 
| appendage. Always a throng of Members round it in the Cloak Room, 

re garding it with the interest Antiquity possesses for the intelligent 


ind. 


| ‘Noa used to walk about with it before the rain made it really 
too wet to go out,” Sir WILFRID says. : é 
Since he returned to town, THomas has had invitations to 

dinner. Found the necessity of introducing a variety on his well 
known morning dress. Carefully selected from a large assortment 
|a suit of evening clothes that really fit him very well considering. 
| Only it is no use paltering with the truth. Tuomas, when thus 
arrayed, undoubtedly is reminiscent of one of those respectable 
a seen at Lord Mayor’s feasts and elsewhere in the City, who 
— you soup over the wrong shoulder, the plate being held between 
| finger and thumb delicately ‘covered with white cotton gloves, 
| always worn loose. necessary to exp * 8 joke. 
al ] This to explain Mr. Bie@ar’s jok 

| ‘Tom’s been earning three-and-sixpence agein,” Mr. Biecar 
| says, when the Hon. Gentleman appears about midnight, in evening 
| dress, after having been absent three or four hours. 
Business done.—Land Bill in Committee. Clause V. 


Wednesday.—My colleague, Mr. WALTER, often reads me bits from 
\the Times. Says + by nothing like it for improving the mind 
| making it move easy on the pivot, and taking an all-round view o 
\things. To-night he skips the leading articles and reads me this 
| paragraph :— 

| ‘* Sir Cxartes Forster has left London for a week, being paired 
from June 27 to July 4, with Lord Maxcu and Mr. E. Hicks.’ 


Capital idea this. Wonder it never occurred to the other side. 
Supposing RanpoiPH were to turn his great mind to the subject, 
ont paired off a hundred of his men against two hundred of the other 
side, the Ministerial majority would be swept away, and the Land 
Bill might be greatly improved. Sir CHaRtes Forster, ion- 
ably a personage of exceptional importance. His h other 
night on petitions, a masterpiece of cogent reasoning, brilliant fancy, 
scathing wit and grace. But he has not eg! of these 
recommendations. Ranpotru has as much claim to be paired off 
with two from the other side as Sir Caries. Quite certain that if 
proposals were made for RanpoLru, Mr. Gorst and Mr. Warton, to 
pair against six Liberals, the party would cheerfully sacrifice the 
three votes on a division that would be lost by the transaction. 

Business done.—Land Bill in Committee. 

Thursday.—Lord SrRATHEDEN AND CAMPBELL brought on ques- 
tion of the Greek frontier to-night. It was settled some time 
~ he oe was a little a But ne * —-, of ue & 

rdship takes no account. very well for flippan e 
Lord GRanvILLE and Lord Rosgepery to arrive at a Pm = on that 
shall keep with events. kewl have not much mind to move, 
and when € progress is accomplis ed it does not greatly matter. 

“* You know, Tosras, ah-——” my Lord said to me, thrusting out 
his chest, and making a gesture as if he would put his hand in his 
bosom, but, on reflection, decided not, ‘‘ It’s very easy—ah—to put 
a perambulator in motion. But when you—ah—try to start a six- 
wheeled locomotive, it is—ah—different.”’ } . 

My Lord started at last; but moves slowly, pausing at brief inter- 
vals for reflective interjection, and as he turns slowly as on @ 
pivot, making ioe: gestures, sometimes as if he would fold his 
arms across his bosom, anon as if he would bury his right 
in his waistcoat. Never completes either of these motions. 
bably means to finish them next time he speaks. His oratorical style 
excites a good deal of envy in the breasts of his peers. 
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* A tableauvwant representing the mountain in labour,” Lord Gran- 
VILLE says, with one of those gentle smiles which feather his darts, 

‘Lord Pompous anp PorpERovs”’ is the Marquis of SaLisBury’s 
friendly play on the double-barrelled name. 

‘* A coronetted ASHMEAD-BaRTLETT,” says the Duke of ARGYLL. 
But none of these things hurt my Lord, who knows that true great- 
ness of soul has ever been the target of little minds. 

Land Bill in Commons. 

Friday.—Glorious fun to-night. Exquisite jokes. Rare humour. 
Since ten o’clock (and it is now past midnight) been “‘ baiting old 
Giapstong.” Everything im our favour. He is pretty old at any 
time, but to-night is more than a week older than on Monday. Five 
days with the Bill would tell on anyone. But when we havea 
man like GLapstowg, who throws all his energies into the slightest 
controversy, a week of this sort of work at 72 is no joke. Moreover 
it is hot and close to-night. He has been at it with brief interval 
since two o’clock in the oon, and one can see by his restless 
movements that he is out of health and out of temper. __ 

Nothing could go off better, and a right pleasant evening we've 
had. Bedger-baiting nothing to it. Cock-fighting not a patch on it. 
Tething a young terrier on a rat not nearly so pure a joy. CHAPLIN 
leads off ; Raxpoura takes up the game. en he is tired, Gorst 
can ley be counted on for dropping a few elaborately acid remarks, 
whilst Mr. Warton is in great lars laughing insolently whenever 
GLapsToNE erying “Oh! Oh!” and Hear! Hear!” and 
otherwise representing an intelligent constituency. An excellent 
game in which of course we win. GLADsTONE loses his temper, sna 
at Rawpotpa, glares at Warton, is ferociously sarcastic with 
CHaPLin, flings Gone on his knees and makes him apologise, and 
insists upon taking divisions all round. ; 

Business done.—( Morning Sitting). Discussed Land Bill. (2ven- 
ing Sitting.) Baited Girapstone. 





THE PENNY POST. 
From Jeames's Point of View. 


Sre Haterrnow! Sir Hareznwow! I can’t believe it’s true, 
They say the Post’s a penny now, and all along of you; 

The which was once the pride of all the Swells in Town, 
Now like a common print is sold for just a wulgar brown. 


It’s very well for Standards and for Telegraphs and wuss, 
To sell for pennies to the folks as goes outside a buss ; 

But them as rides in carridges did always use to boast 

They took a more expensive print—the genteel Morning Post. 


All fashionable noos was there delightin’ you and me, 

With sometimes verses by a Lord—his name was WINCHELSEA ! 
And Mister Jenxuys did his best to keep it com-il-fo ; 

But what on earth can we read now? that’s what 1 want to know! 


These social dimmocrats will find as Lords is up to snuff, 

They won’t go and demean themselves with buying penny stuff : 
Why even Licensed Wittlers beats the Peerage now, they ’ll say, 
They have an orgin of their own that’s thruppence every day ! 





A Most Miserable Business. 


Herr Most has been sentenced to sixteen months’ hard labour. 
In his most wretched paper, and in most wretched articles, he advo- 
cated the co ty assassination of those more than most unhappy 
persons whose misfortune it is to be called kings. who 
tried him spoke of imprisonment with hard labour for the most 
as if he had experienced it himself. Either the J 
was most wretched or his sermon was most wretchedly : 
and whether Mosr got the least or the most punishment that could 
be given, it was a most miserable business altogether. 





LITERA-CHEWER AT THE MUNCHING HOUSE. 


Ir was very kind of the Lonpy Mayor to ask us, and to provide a 
Rpt AG, a at 
us er poor R JOHNSON, ea 
behind a screen, than a crowd of nobodies honoured for oan by a 
public banquet. 





THE LYCEUM BROGRAMME. 


Tan Belles Me tae ~ ne and the Bells without the Stratagem. 
Quite a Casus Bells. y not finish with Jingle ? 


“Tp’s difficult te pick out a ’winkle with a pin,” said an 
unsuccessful i ; “ s¢ 9 : 
to picki age on de het as he sat at his tea, ‘‘ but it’s nothing 











The Dean, ‘‘ Wei, I’M GLAD YOU ’RE GETTING ON WELL IN YOUR 
NEW Puiace, Jemima. Wen I’m in Lonpon I WILL CALL AND 
SEE You.” 

Jemima, ‘Ou, Stn, Missus pon’r ALLOW No FoLtLowrrs /" 








ANOTHER MARKET MYSTERY. 


REAL AMERICAN WELSH MUTTON ! 


AccorDINe to an official Report on the Metropolitan Meat Market 
at Smithfield, it a that 25,000 tons of American Meat were 
sent into that Market last year, and at the Court of Common C 
held last Thursday, a very un-common Councilman with evidently 
an inguiring mind, and, in this case one would say, not a thirst, but 
. hunger for knowledge, boldly asked the question what became of 


There are in that Court we are told, Meat Salesmen and Fish 
remy yh reba ot Salesmen and Fruit Salesmen, and all other 
kinds of but not one of them could answer what seems se 
— y 

000 tons of American Meat enter the one wholesale market of 
London, and not a pound of it is ever to be found in a Butcher’s 


Shop ! 
Glernems Aé. Punch innghe tu cectn 9 vapeur that has reached 
pt wt EF I AE A 
; e may as we it, in r ma, 
at ones teceive the indignant official denzal that he of ue ae 


pates. 

It is said, then, that this American mutton is sent from London by 
rail to just within the borders of Wales, is there submitted to certain 
antictis sacaipsiations to conssal, tte Paso, eigin, i Sep cweeny 
packed in Welsh cloths, sent back to London as real Welsh mutton, 
and sold as such to us poor the gain on the transaction 
being agent Sivcopenee per Beane i 

r. Punch, the Public protector, serenely awaits the receipt of 
the indignant denial above alluded to. 





CRAMMING. 
In order to mitigate the expenses of cramming for the Army and 
Civil Service, a Scoiet of Crammers is to be formed on Co-operative 
inci ed “ The New Coaching Club.” 
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BRITISH PROPRIETY. 
**Boox o’ THe Worps, my Lapy. Hortuerisep Cory. Tue Dam o’ CameELEEns!” 
Jones (for the benefit of the bystanders), ‘‘OH NO, THANK YOU. WE'VE COME TO SEE THE ACTING, WE DO NOT WISH TO 


rAND THE PLay/” 








POLICE PRECAUTIONARY REGULATIONS. 


Dealing with Suspicious Circumstances.—Rightly speaking, no cir- 
imstances are genuinely suspicious. If, for instance, you meet a 
stermonger leaving the dining-room window of a residence in 
telerave Square, with a silver tea-urn, five dozen forks, a fish- 
, two teapots, and a crow-bar, at three o’clock in the morning, 
, if you can, to look the other way. If, however, you are 
late to do this, go wp to him, in a friendly way, and ask him if 
he isn’t the Butler taking the things to have them cleaned before 
reakfast.” If he says ‘* No, you bloke: why carn’t yer see I’m the 
ok a-going to leave ’em at my Banker’s round the corner?” wish 

m avery good morning, and wait potently till he comes back. 
(Guarding a Suspected Charge.—Make yourself quite comfortable 
it this, and don’t take a narrow view of the matter. Treat your 
e with every confidence, and remember that he deserves it. If 
he wants you to come down to Folkestone, then, jumping on 
rd, says, ** Look here, I should like to have a look at Boulogne ”— 
him. Be quite sure he ’ll come back by the next boat—or by the 
xt but one. If he happens to have somebody else’s drawing-room 
k in his hat, is gashed from head to foot, and has nothing at all 
vat him beyond this to excite suspicion, treat him with gentle- 
manly tact. In short, ifest a generous trustfulness, and thank- 
fully act upon any of his suggestions. Offer a reward for him ; set 
the public by the ears; arrest several wrong people, and so shed 

stre on the Defective Department generally. 





ustr Owen !—Success to the future of New Leadenhall Meat 

Market! A Gentleman bearing the respected name of Wurrrine- 

s officially assisted at the ceremony. The name is unfortunately 
suggestive of Cat’s meat. 





_ Recewr Porrce Fartore.—At whatever station on the Brighton 
Line he got out, he certainly accompanied the Police on purpose to 


K em. 





PLAYGOER’S DIARY FOR 1882. 


Monday.—To the Ha ket to see the Fiji County Court Com- 
pany play the Lady of Lyons. Business and War-whoop of Second 
Officer excellent. House crammed. 

Tuesday.—Just got the last Stall at Her Majesty’s for the Bulga- 
rians in Bor and Cor. The Mrs. Bouncer quite the feature of the 
evening. Not a vacant seat. 

Wednesday.—To the Lyceum to see the Tunisian Company’s version 
of the Colleen Bawn. The Miles-na-Coppaleen of the Bry, weak 
otherwise, a very fair all-round performance. > 

Thursday.—French plays at Covent Garden. Les Quatre Maris, 
LT’ Indiscrétion de Grand-papa, and Madame s’ Amuse. Didn’t 
understand a word of it. First-rate. 

Friday.—Saw the Chinese Macheth at the Folly. Fight A 1. 
Apparition Kings on Dragons, effective. Borrowed OLLENDORFF of a 
Critic, but co ’t follow the Witches for the life of me. House 
full to the roof. 

Saturday.—To Matinée at Gaiety to see the Kurdish Sheikh 
OBEIDULLAH in Turcoman version of The Colonel. Paid a guinea for 
a chair in a passage. The whole thing killing. 


. 
, 





The Seldom-at-Home Secretary and the Police. 


Srr Wrtt1am Vernon Harcovrr has given the Metropolitan Police 
a character which is not altogether undeserved. For good, straight- 
forward hob-nailed boot business few countries can show their equals, 
and none their superiors. The Seldom-at-Home Secretary was 
wisely silent as to their intelligence. Perhaps he felt that they were 
not paid for intelligence ; perhaps he felt that if he praised them for 
this rare and expensive quality, he would have been, comegenee in 
common fairness to strongly in favour of the classes. 
If our Police are the in the world, our criminals must also stand 
pre-eminent for skill and cleverness; as in all t crimes, they are 
too much for Scotland Yard and the Seldom-at-Home Secretary. 
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OUR “STORAGE OF FORCE!” 


WINDSOR, JULY 9ra 1881. a 
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MR. PUNCH’S PROGRAMME OF THE ROYAL REVIEW. 


Tz Supreme Head of fe ees 
Department requests that the following - 
lations will be strictly observed by all ‘ranks, 
during the forthcoming gathermg in the 
Great Park at Windsor. 

1. The Volunteers will rise early on Satur- 
day the 9th of July, partaking of a breakfast 
sufficiently hearty to last them the whole day, 
as it is probable that the Commissariat be 4 
gons, when their presence is needed 


their respective battalions, will be found}? 


either jumbled up togethér on the shores of 
the lake at Virginia Water, or lost some- 
where between Datchet and Kew. 

2. The Volunteers in marching to the 
Railway Station en route for Windsor, will 
take care to have plenty of music. Should 
half-a-dozen bands play different tunes 
simultaneously within easy hearing distance 
of one another, a most martial result will be 
produced. If the noise drives friends of the 
movement to distraction, the effect upon the 
enemies of the nation may be easily con- 
jectured. 

3. As the South-Western Railway Com- 
pany is remarkable for the punctual despatch 
of its trains at all times, a moment's delay in 
the starting of the engines is not for a second 
to be anticipated. Still, should a pause of 
an hour or so in the carrying out of the 
arrangements by any chanee happen, the 
battalions suffering the aceident will 
bear their misfortune manfully. They must 
remember that if they look discontented they 
will forfeit that reputation for patriotism, 
discipline, and soldier-like bearing that it 
should be the object of every true Volunteer 
constantly to maintain. 

4. On the ground the Volunteer Regiments 
will regard any mistake by a Regular officer 
as a personal compliment. Thus, should 
they be sent to the wrong rendezvous by an 
aide-de-camp, or ordered to “‘retire’’ into 
the ranks of another regiment by an error of 
judgment on the part of a short-sighted 
general of brigade, they will accept the situa- 
tion with cheerful alacrity. It must be borne 
in mind that a critical smile or a whispered 
expostulation will certainly be regarded at 

¢ Horse Guards as evidence of that want 
of proper subordination which so invariably 
characterises a “ military mob’’ when placed 
ander the command of trained soldiers. 

5. As the Volunteers have been entirely 
overlooked in the *‘ New Territorial Scheme,” 
it will be as well that their civil capacit 
as ons than usually emphasi 

us the following regiments will march 
as detailed below. ch 

Hon, Artillery Company.—Commanded by 
the Lonp Mayor in person. Every private 
to carry a pint of turtle soup in his water- 
bottle. As they claim to be representatives 
of the Train Bands, the Hon. Artillery Com- 
—— before arriving at Windsor, will be 

ed rather longer than absolutely neces- 


— the railway carriages. 
don Scottish.—Lrading company te be 





oe 
./ 


of members of the wooden brigade 
In compliment to the 
the each private wil) he 
furnished with a “ mull’ of his own. 
London Irish.—In y_ with the re- 
forming notions of H.R.H. the Field- Marshal 
-in-Chief, this corps 


ber of the Junior Bar 
with briefs, and has no time 


Bailey will, of course, be tolerated. Should 
Colonel Buttwen, Q.C., desire to address his 
men exioe tee past (as it is expected 
he will), his speech should be as “ brief”’ as 


Civil Service.—In deference to the notion 
that the Servants of the Crown “play from 
ten to four,” members of this gallant regiment 
will march past reading the papers. The 
public will thus have a proof that, even in 
moments of relaxation, Government Clerks 
give a strict attention to business. 

Artists.—As it.is a thoroughly well-estab- 
lished fact, that an artist under no cireum- 
stances whatever can dress like an ordina 
gentleman, the members of this corps will 
appear in the traditional slouch hats and long 
hair, so characteristic of their calling. Unless 
this regulation is observed, the public will 
disbelieve that they have got the genuine 
article. The first to appear—in spite of his 
name—will be Colonel wonton. 

Royal Nawal Artillery Volunteers.—Super- 
intended Sir Tuomas Brassey, who, of 
course has made a K.C.B., on account of 
the twenty years he has so gallantly served 
as Comma i ! As 


the Admiralty, “My Lords” will 
nautical recruits to represent them. There 
will gemy | be a special meeting of 
Members of the Penny Steamboat Company. 

Other corps will be similarly distinctive. 

6. After the march past, the Volunteers 
will get home as soon as they can. In per- 
forming this mancuvre, “ patriotism, &c. 
will be greatly needed.” As before, the 
Authorities will “ the Force to remem- 
ber that their reputa ” &e., &., can only 
be maintained “by cheerfully submitting 
to,” &., &e. 

7. No military band of returning Volunteers 
must play on any consideration whatever be- 
tween 3 a.m. and 12 noon before the windows 
of 85, Fleet Street. 

8. In conclusion, the Supreme Head insists 
that the above regulations shall be strictly 
observed by all concerned ; and if they are 
not—twhy, he will know the reason why ! 

Given at 85, Fleet Street, July, 1881. 

By Order. 


(Rigned) Tony, Adjutant-General, 
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WAGGISH EXAMINERS. 


It is no doubt necessary that 
officers should be to a certain 
extent practised in English com- 
position, so as to be able to write 
reports, despatches, and the like. 
No wonder, then, that questions 
n composition are set at the ex- 
-_ ——.. for — to 

Oye. itary College, Sand- 
hurst. But surely the following 
questions, which were set at the 
examination on June 30, are not 
a little ridiculous. There were 
only three of them, as follows :— 


“1. A visit by Sir de Cover- 
y and the Spectator to "s Cricket 
Ground 

“9 The best means of improving 
the Water Supply of London. 

“3. Memorandum by Sir Joun 
Moonsg, the night before the battle 
f Corunna, containing instructions 
for his successor, in case he falls in 
the action, and a vindication of his 


wn memory.” 


Candidates were kindly told on 
the paper not to en more 
oe one subject. that 
our Essay will be - # by 
its quality rather 

ty 
about that which is quite in keep- 

ing with the childish nature of 
the questions. Fancy asking a 
Cadet to write a y on the 
Spectator, or to ea tion 
on a subject which has puzzled 
the most eminent of 
the dey. Some excuse may be 
made for the last question, though 
t is clumsily worded, and is 
rather an exercise in Military 
History than English Compo- 
sition. The Examiners seem to 
have been intent = exhibiti 
their waggery at the expense 
the unhappy Candidates before 
whom they placed this extraordi- 


nary paper. 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 39. 





HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF SUTHERLAND, K.G. 


Tae Iron (Rat) Dux FINISHING HIS GREAT AMERICAN RIDE OF 
Twenty THOUSAND MILES, AND RETURNING ‘‘ AS FRESH AS 
WHEN HE 8TARTED.” 





A NEW AXE-HIBITION. 


THejGold Axe of rogue ~ 
a relic of ancient glories. 
Ashantees believe it to have on 

as a by one of 


reverence 

reverence, if 

the battle-axe of 

Eaekaap Cavurn-pE-Lioy. The 

think it signifies wealth, nom. 
bolises Their 


5 oe 


lity, bei 
pliity_ being. 6 
duplicate 
pn 
you sure tha 
rendered by ‘the of AsHAN- 
TEE is genuine ? course, as 
we’ve axecepted it, it will be 
axe-hibited somew —say in 
the district of St. Mary-Axe. 


ae Zoi of 


wie thes axiom. Are 
axe sur- 





The Wooden Heads of Old 
England. 

Tae Old Women of England 
will have eno to occupy their 
attention for next ten years 
in tunnel being eted 
2 the good Bogie & ts 

the argumen’ 
out from day to 
day a oer French and Italians 
be pitied for allowing the 
ge of the Mont Cénis sub- 
, and Europe for cultivating 
y atom | system of railways. 





Tae Worst GENERAL AT PRE- 
SENT IN France.—General Tariff. 











DOMESTIC ECONOMY CONGRESS. 


8 
Rooms of the Society of Arts. oy) 
hold the Meeting at the Coal Hole Tavern ; 


Tue Annual Meeting of this 


Chief Baron NicHotson objecting, 


domesticated and did not like economy, an adjournment was made 


to the — The Dowager 


Chair ; 


on the platform we noticed, among others, the Countess 
of ConpstreamM, VrRe@rnra eg me, Viscount Duster, | 


took place last week at the | reporter. 


y 
t the ghost of the late | 


would be taken at Dri 
on the score that he had never been | prinepen 


Mr. BoGryne rose to o 


of DrrprrnePAn was in the 

Original Little ga 

article in ope. . po 
4 


and she should desire her under-butler to com 
of the Morning Dram, who would be instru 
That was done in the case of or man, 
been intended to | the Editor failed to do so — ” 
ouse 


lain to the Editor 
to his 
If 

Whee aaa wre of bin beer 


What, he asked, were they there 
mel ae was Domestic prey ee > a 

iss YELP, inte mu under her mantle the 
pening. smote Mr. Bocryne over the head with the 
y remarking that that was Domestic 


Sir Sweerrneton TEALEAVEs, Motty, the Rev. J. Krrewen- | Economy, and he liked it. 

ervrr, Miss Brown Brrcu (Member of the School - Board for London),| Miss Brown B a observed that if the intrusive gentleman had 
Dr. Tourwett Barker, Mr. WHIskERLEY Warernat, M.P., Mr. | any children, and would send them to a rd School, she would 
O'Brpap, M.P., Captain Brerwa: R.N., the Rev. Atmonp | take care that they were fundamentally ins’ in the principles 
Rock, the Rev. J. Melromm, Mrs. Sr. Viro “Mr. Atzerr Biscurt, | of Domestic Economy. 


the Rey. Espaw Frow, Mr. 


a. Martrw Marat, Mr. 


UBLEDUMMY, 
Major O’De Ver, Mrs. Buxirer, Mrs. BLABBERDYCE. 
Cox, Miss Fyrre, Miss Manyex, Miss Taxety, _ ’ 
Boeryne (Member of the Kepeietien | 
we the Advancement of Social Science), and Miss Yetp. Sir Sitx- | stones. 


Sir SILKsTONE ALLSEND 


. Morry Be.isize, 
look, proceeded to deliver the Ina 


Miss Batam 
Nrope OnI0Nns 


( Cheers.) 


| he said, meant a variety of things. 
our mothers-in-laws sobs),—it meant 


after withering Mr. Boerne with a 
ugural Address. Domesti 


c om 
It meant himself. It meant 
It meant hearth- 


ved there the man’ with soul 90 dead who 


1 Watisenp, K.C.B., in the absence of the Rey. the Vicar of | never to himself had said, This is my own—my native hearthston 
Bray, acted as “ Assessor.” Domestic Economy meant brooms—(‘‘ Hear, hear!” from _ 
The proceedings were opened with ,psalmody, Dr. Anne's tasteful | Brown Brecn),—thera omy yocumatios, 
tri anak of ** Down among the Coals,” being — sung by the | Bucnan’s Domestic Medicine, Lao ng es, the a ables homao- 
audience in unison. pathy, humbug, corsets, cosmetics, = 
The noble Chairwoman opened the proceedings asking the tracts, staircarpets , theology a nin 
|“ Assessor” to say something. Prior to his ae, owever, Mr. | chops, » eee si pare os re 
<—- of the Morn wie y © an, ae speeantiog the gentlemen of the | ties ephreiee, Dats 
Press pocesnt, begeed the reporters should be excluded from the | ia Ae rose to eg wit te, subjects, he con oe om 
meeting ee an were family men ; he was sure | tioned Pa the Assessor belo to the Social Science people. What 
they could not bear it. | were the Social Scientists to do if the Domestic Economists left left them 
The noble Chairwoman said, Certainly not ; all the speeches must | no to talk about ? 


“be reported verbatim. The request was a most impertinent one ; | 


Sir 


ILKSTONE WALLSEND replied, severely, that the speaker was 
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another. He, the Assessor, was the inventor of Domestic 
Economy. He was the inventor of many things—Coo kerry, 
Astronomy, Electric Advertising, the 
Deas, = the oa 

Yer said that it was all very well; but she 
wan to read her friend Mrs. SKINFLINT’s Lng on 


the necessity of teachi So ey of Foreign Ex- 
changes to Pauper Children. This she proceeded to do 
amidst considerable 


Boy Py SILKsToONE WALLSEND 
the delivery of his addres, and 


Mr. Bocrrne shaking At this 

stage of the of the iyie Society 
was ager de in the the act of fu omy Sends See ibuting 
peacock’s -lilies, and ox-ey: sies among 
the audience. eather user rebuked by the noble Chairwoman 
for his misconduct, ened man replied that the 


the ch ion ra oxide and al tes Uomaaves. 
e chemical an ogi ons of the Congress. 
m. = Nrosz Ontons moved that the Kyrle man’s hair 

cu 

The Kyrle man replied that he would sooner Die. 

Mr. memes rose to order, Was this Domestic Eco- 


wes Yetp, suddenly producing the Original Golden 


, and smiting the er on the head, replied, 
**No; but was. Did the gentleman like canister- 
shot oa She ae now with the reading of 


paper. 
R..: yn Oden said the Congress had had quite 
the literate and loquacious lady’s verbosity. 
She erself had a much more interesting paper to read 
on the Necessity of Infli Re yoy im 
Servants. (Loud cheers.) is she 
Sir SILKstonE WALLSEND continuing bdelver 
Inaugural Address. Other papers were then of 
vv, of Cherry- Stones, the Bi-Metallic Qualities 

f “‘ Hanover ” Sovereigns, the Durability of White Satin 
yt a the Chemistry of Soft Corns, The Qualitative 
analysis of Ginger-Beer, the Physiology of Crinoline, 
the Nutritive Properties of Burnt Cocoa-Nut Shells, the 
Electro-Biology of Bath Buns, the Reformation of Tax- 
Collectors, the Advantages of Borrowing B hams, the 
Art of Coming Back from the after You have Been 
There, the Immorality of Mixed Pickles, and the Eco- 
nomy of ting wing-Room Fire from the Me 
As all the ladies and gentlemen, however, read 
papers simultaneously, and Sir SixsTonE Wiasamep 
continued the ym ad of his Inaugural Address, the 
task of seperting the proceedings was not unattended by 
difficulty. The Congress separated at 4 P.M. 

In the evening an adjourned meeting and sanowrennione 
took place at the Horticultural Society’s Gardens. - 
effect | the electric light on a magnificent diplay of 
Scotch broom and rod-odendrons contributed b 
Brown Biscu, was very striking. A selection of music 
enlivened the discussion, comprising the well-known 
morceau, ** Oh, there’ 8 Nothing Hi Half so Sweet f Fy a0 
as John Stuart Mill” ; Haypn’s “ y Mother 
Dogseared ond should ame 
Belles! those Airy Belles!” ‘‘ Dear Old 
!” “ McCulloch’s the Man for Me”; ‘* Said 
the oe Jerry Bentham to the Old Jerry Bentham 
your Writings were always rather Dry”; and ‘‘ Non 
mi Ricardo” —the last sung by Signor Povenieanse ioe 
Leather Lane. Many more papers were read, including 
one from Professor SocKDOLLOGER of Hoshkosh, Michigan, 
U.8.A., on the Domestic say of the Bowie Knife, 
and a very a Essay by Peawett Bey (Nine- 

teenth Legation), 
Value of Turki ” Coupons, Mexican Bonds, Confederate 
Eeaaeen- Dollar B ills, the Poyais’s Loan, Texan Shin- 
pp rs, and OnliteratedP y- * -Stamps. ‘Sir SILESTONE 

ALLSEND continued the g of his Inau Ad- 
dress ; and the Congress broke up about midnight. Mr. 
TooLE did not officiate as Toast and Water Master. 





Change of Title. 


on the Renee him. 
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TRUTH FOR (IRISH) TOURISTS. 


Landlord of Ballyblatherem Hotel (writing to the London Papers). “1s 1t Dis- 
TURBANCE, THIN ? IVIR BELAVE "EM, Sone! Tue CounTory HERE'S AS QUIET 
AS A Pic In A PUDDLE, THE RIVER'S FAIRLY ALOIVE WID FisH, AND THERE 's 
ILEGANT SHOOTING OF IVERY KIND—BARRIN LANDLORDS.” (Aside to disconsolate 





Waiter.) ‘* THERE, BARNEY, THAT'LL FITCH THE SAXON SPALPEENS, AND GIVE YE 
SOMETHING BETTER TO DO THAN BOYCOTTING THE FLOIES WID YER NArxKin !" 
-_— — ee 





SATIRE AT SOUTHAMPTON. 


Tue Southampton Town Council, at a recent Session, adopted a recom- 
mendation, thus Theonicled by the Hampshire Independent, relative to 


‘* A ‘wBRLL-FILLED’ Town-Sgerozant.—The General Purposes Committee recom- 
mended the appointment of Witt1am Francis Masters, an Assistant Inspector of 
Nuisances, to ai the vacant ofice of Town-Sergeant and Water Bailiff, his duty being to 
attend all Corporation and banquets ; and that he be provided with a coat 


and hat, and be paid £2 2s. per annum for bis 
Two guineas a year, and his victuals—occasionally perhaps when he attends 
the Corporation banquets, if his duty is also to of them. Yet so the 
Town- gory be well filled now and 
for civic quets at pton 
MaAstTERs however, i is naturally well filled—deseri a 
well filled out,” and, as such, ex to “‘ do credit to the office” 
- n So bee ates Se suena. Dut now, what aid the, Committee moan 
suggestin appointment to attend bang and processions, 
d @ Sfiicial whose antecedents were those of ‘‘ an Assistant Inspector 
of Nuisances” ? The inference that, therefore, Mr. Masvans is moana o- 
into abuses” ? Economical satire? Be 


fied, as Jago says of himself, “‘ to spy 

that as it may, ot un hope, for the enallt of Eeaanemn ‘that the full Town- 
Sergeant’s o' ce will be equally well filled ; and that, in atone ety 
of ater Bailiff, he will succeed swimmingly. Sh wad weld, my Mectemel” 





Telegraphic Bees and Drones. 


Tuer now call him the Duke of Mutinonoven, not| Tue Tele by petition, 3 have Lape ni to do some- 
because he is the owner of ‘‘ Woodcock,” and the father | th ing, an ithe reapury hee on thei indention by pting to edo” 
of Lord Raypom Cuvurcerit, | because he gave the | the v4.3. ow pelage o by Me. = and Lord 
former to the latter to mn Parliament. Lord | FrepEricx AVENDISH, the wor Clg wi ua children are to get a 

M sits on, but for '* Woodeoe »” and reall Sm ppl the deena ete Su ts—something like a shil- 
represents the ‘‘ Cocky ”’ side of London impudence. He ing. Liberal or Tory, Radical or Conservative, it is always the same. No man 


would be idolised by a constituency of Sim Tappertits. 


can touch Red Tape without being defiled. 
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THE G. G. G., OR GROSVENOR GALLERY GUIDE. 


Nos. 20 and 23. Two Portraits. By W. G. Wr118, 
the Dramatist. The Dramatist is better in the 





Charles the First and 
= —_— “ya 
No. 54. rsgivr ° 
Watrer MACLAREN, We 
like Miss Givings. Mas- 
ter Givings is a funny 








little chap too. 
No. 57. Arcadia A F. Warts, 
R.A. Arcadia can’t a very 


place, judging from the action of this 

lady. She is evidently saying to herself, 
It has bitten me on the shoulder.’ 

‘Flee, Fiuea-’ence, Flee ! ”—Macheth. 
No. 60. “ Draped Figure at a Foun- < 

tain.” So Mr. Anmsrnone calis it, and No. 54. Miss Givings (and 

very good draper the Artist is. As the her little brother), Wat- 

lady is at the tap, and is draped in tem Mactanen. 

yellow standing against ¢ background 4 

range-trees, and in a light, the title would appropriately 


have been “* Tappy-ochre.” 


\@& 
w 

























No. 80. The Stagyrite; or, the No. 96. Singing Lesson. Karu 
Horns, Kennington (called Green ScHLogssERr. Guite in the High- 
Old Age). By Taos. lneitann. tailian style. 


No. 108. Sir H. James, Q.C., M.P. Miss Eraet Morrtock. 
: : A portrait of a Jem, and a 
Gem of a portrait. 

No.109. The Last Look— 
Scene at the Foundling 
Hospital in Rome. X. Len- 
MANN. Strong: anything 
but a limp production from 
a Lame ’un. We are sorry 
; to see that Mr. Biacxsvury, 

= , in his interesting ‘‘ Notes,” 
No. 97. Venice—Noon. H.Coox. View terms this ‘“‘a low-toned 
of Coox’s Tourists conspiring against picture.” The tone is de- 
their conductor. cidedly high, the moral sen- 
r. > sa a 7} 


~ Sah’ . itl 
aaa Ss; 








de! 
Dn A 





No. 120. The Laidly Worm. By Waurer Crane. Or *‘ The Early Bird 
(Crane) Catehes the Lately Worm.” 


timent perfect, and if the tone of this picture is low, to what a 
stupendous height Mr. BLacksvurN must have risen! Why, he will 





soon be in a painted window in Westminster Abbey in the attitude 
of an Angular Saxon. 

Nos. 121 and 126. Portraits. Pe Carto PELEeRiniI, whose show 
in Vanity Fair is justly celebrated. One is of G. F. White, Esq., 
which C. P. was in-whited to paint; and the other is of Thomas 
Blanford, Esq. ‘‘ Very like, very like,” as Hamlet said when the 
Ghost was described to port te oratio. And as we haven’t seen 
the originals, we are in a similar position to Hamlet when he made 
that celebrated remark. 

No. 123. Clement Godson, Son, ED | A. Srvarr Wort ey, 
who is to be congratulated on having s Godfather to such a 
owl and having given him such a handsome mug. What a kind 
todfather ! 

No. 132. The Mill in the Gloaming. C. Narren Henny. This 
must be some notable exception, as the Mill was generally in the 
morning. The gloaming, however, is not a bad time for any merry 
meeting that has to be kept dark. ‘‘ Bobby! Bobby! Bobby!” 


Ezxeunt omnes. 





OVERHEARD AT THE HORTICULTURAL. 
Between Danuta Varrasiiis and Cactus (Knotted Monstruosus). 


Dahlia(to Cactus). Well, of all the horrid, hideous, misshapen mon- 
sters that ever called themselves flowers, you are the worst. |Shudders. 

Cactus (to Dahlia). Bah! Rosa Marixpa criticising the Dan- 
tesque! Characterless chit, you are the type of a conventional Miss, 
all frills and no feelings. 

Dahlia. You are a perfect ogre. What Flora can see in you, J 
can’t think. And as to wasting culture on you—— 

Cactus. Don’t make an idiot of yourself by talking about Culture! 
Culture can’t improve the inane, any more than it can conic sections 
or coloured diagrams. hy, a common Sunflower has more of 
Utter in it than you. The most Consummate Member of the Kyrle 
pod could not lunch, or even ‘‘ snack ”’ upon contemplation of a 

ahlia : - 

Dahlia. You nasty, deformed-looking abusive, old horror! Don’t 
point your poisonous spines at me! Why, I’m the very “‘ flower 
and quintessence” of Culture. 

Cactus. Yes; like a bread-and-butter Miss “finished off” at a 
fashionable boarding-school. Pray be silent, and leave me to 
contemplation of the Colossal-Grotesque. 

Dahlia. Shan’t! You’re aspiny impostor. I heard a pretty girl 
in pink say that your ugliness gave her the shudders. 

Cactus. And I heard a soulful creature in snake-bronze remark 
that prolonged contemplation of you would mechanise the spirit ot 
Swinsurne himself. 

Dahlia. Your soulful creature was a morbid Gusher. 

Cactus. Your pretty girl was a frivolous she-Philistine ! 

Dahlia. Pooh! Pretty girls will be Le gr oed when the fad for the 
Hideous Intense has gone the way of all fads. Ugliness has tried 
hard and artfully for an innings; but Nature and the Truly Nice 
will soon bowl it out. 

Cactus. The Truly Nice? Niminy-piminy noodle! “Nice” is the 
Shibboleth of Silliness, which calls everything it feebly likes ‘‘ nice,” 
from poetry to strawberry ices. You are nice ! Snorts 

Dahlia. And you are nasty ! Sniffs. 

Cactus. Abuse from imbecility is a tribute to unconventional 
merit. Like Invrne’s acting, or Bowprwow’s Ballades, my weird 
charm is < pee to stupidity. But who with a soul above cut- 
paper camellias cares for you’ 

ahlia. 1’m sure Lord HoLtany wrote some vastly pretty verses 
about me. 

Cactus. Lord Hortann’s taste, like his name, was Batayian. 
Whereas ZoLa—— é 4 

Dahlia. Silence, Sir! Are you not ashamed to mention Ais name to 
a respectable flower like me? Zow, like you, is a monster, and—— 

Cactus. Oh, you know something about him, then, Miss Pro- 
riety ? 

‘ Dahlia. You are a type of the gross morbid Realism he loves. _ 

Cactus. And you of the smooth, formal, pretty-pretty, spurious 
Ideality he hates. : 

Dahlia, Look at that darling in a Crinolette hat, how she is 
admiring me ! : 

Cactus. See that superior spirit with the prominent chin, how raptly 
she is gazing at me! ; 

Dahlia, Are you aware that you look like an Incarnation of Ele- 
phantiasis ? a9 : 

Cactus. Would you be surprised to hear that an ear-wig is crawling 
out of one of your painted Dutch-metal petals ? - 

[Left squabbling, like the Schools they typify. 





Tas Bronze Horse at the Alhambra sounds heavy. So does “a 
Led Horse,”—but it needn't be. 





£8 To Copaasrompawrs —The Editor does not hold hirnself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contrilutions, In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by @ 
stamped and directed envelope, Copies should be kept. 
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SHUT UP! 


‘*You ’ng very Batd, Six! Have you rriep 
Lotion ¢” 





<\\\l 
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ove Tonto 


“On ves. Bor raA7 ’s NOT WHAT 'S MADE ALL MY HAIR FALL 


orF!” 
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NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 
Ropert at Eprine Forest on Warr Mowpay. 


Haviye herd a 
brings besk te fond mea'ry thoughts of 
ri mem sa 
never ae now!), I tiled thet queming 
Monday to spend a nice quiet day in its silver glades, 


deal said at sum of my dinners about the 
Peeples Forest of Epping (how that name 


such as we 
2 | on Whit 
think they 


em. 
I never new ’till that ewentful oe ee it is called Wit Monday, 


and I don’t exacly no now, but I t 
the Railaway people has with you. 
fod abot is sana ith a party of 6, all 
abou 0 with a yo 
Sassen carridge, tho’ we ’d only pai 


there was quite a rush of most common people into 
earridge, until chin ord, w 


or third, and 
ourselves on our good luc, but that didn’t last 
became stationery, and even afore 


it must be because of the fun 


wi 
tarted by train from Liverpool Street for Ching- 
werry x pices ina 


for at 
our beautif: 


e had no less 


than 23 ineludin 2 w wi -looking ladies 
dently fresh from Billingsget, if any ing from Billingsget peony 
fresh, and pecoolier 


erroamer of that 


full upon ’em, and also p pore little Baby that was put up in the 


Basket over our eds and he 


there by his principle parient with an 


ocky stick, but wie didn’t seem much to enjoy his elewated persition 


for he wa 


It took us a pretty conaidarghle time to get out, and wen it came 


to my turn, and the yey pleasant-looking Station Master, who I 
. Sra 


herd somebody call Mr 
wae), ogee me how 


e. 
Well, I walked out of the Station with all the di 
BP hy A pam gh Nodes Pepe de Papag 


ees (of course only as a Epping Forest 
many more? and I sed, with some sewerity, 


blusht, and muttered sumthink abo 


at 


when, 


ao So Fem See Se Oy Sees was ODay, 0 wet cite met my 
wT think I never was so astonished in all my life excep when a 
Borel Prigee gave mo 0 Bovreign Ser bin At. Silver glades? Silent 
forest ? Beant Oolihs o! but Bartlemy Fare as I remember 
ae wy childhood, and Grinnidge Fare as I knowd it in 
wis this, thort Ty wot T come all this ways with 29 insides for to 
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THE COMET’S FAREWELL. 


Ms 


, 


Fie 


SH 
ES 


van Sx vas 


z* “jj 
V/ 


SAY Bav 


| _Yxs, Punch, I’m off! 
thousand years, I drop y 


w- 


As I shan’t be back this way for a few 
our us old planet a line or two, 
| P.P.C. To you, old friend and fellow lumi , it’s only au revoir, 
| of course ; but for the rest, things will be a bit changed before I 
| make my next call. At least I hope so. Really, Punch, with a 
| fixed star like yourself always y shining on them, men ought 
| todo better. Evidently the ites consider themselves quite the 
| Metropolitans of the Solar System, but I can assure them that, 
| from a Comet’s point of view, they are very very provincial, 

and amazingly behind the Age. The true Cosmic Age I mean, 

which is not measured by your little terrestrial Time-ticks. A 
Comet’s tale—if I’d time to spin it—would rather astonish the 
mannikins, for, in fulfilling my extensive round of engagements, 
i witness performances which would show your SHAKsPEARE that 
if ‘‘all the world’sa stage,” it’s a very penny-gaflish affair in- 
deed after all, mainly given up to coarse sensation and screaming 
farce. Whether your political burlesque or your social spectacle 
be On shenater, = y ae. SS. perorating round 
amidst the Abstract Virtues is side-splitting; Bismarck trotting 
out Political Economy is as ay A Polyphemus on a spotted 
horse; an Irish orator slangi Saxon might make a nebula 
shake like champagne jelly ; as to little Rawnpo.rx baying 
the moon at midnight, ha! ha! ha!—had he known that a Comet 


who had seen not only ‘men and cities” but constellations and 
galaxies, was ‘‘ takin’ notes” of his nonsense for amusement 
of a Centauri, the consciousness might have put his conceit out of 
countenance is moustache out of curl. 
I’ve made some mems during my short stay with you, which will 
send Aldebaran into paroxysms, which I fear may interfere with his 
. Bull’s Eye, your clowns call him. Pity Jouw Butt’s eye 
isn’t as keen. In some things it’s as dull as—say a Detective's. 
Relieve your constables of their bull’s eyes, dear Punch, and equip 
them more fitly with Dogberry’s dark lanthorn. Artless HoLmes 
would run 4g very close. And those Aldershot idiots are not 
much better. I, innocently, helped to make it hot for the poor 
soldiers; do you of set _—— make it hotter for the dolts who 
dispose of them. Tell them that Army — not mean 
treating the Regulars like salamanders, and g cold water on 
the Volunteers, The Red-Tape-worms will eat the heart out of 
J. B’s Constitution if he doesn’t mind. *Ware Windsor! 
“Thy forest, Windsor, and thy green retreats,” 
sounds cool and comfortable. But the Sun—highly Conservative old 
Cockalorum Sol—rile him sometimes by m Aldebaran, 
because he’s ’alf a Tory (« Zauri)—the Sun I say is about as 
‘* Green retreats”? may perhaps 


discriminating as—a Royal Duke. 
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be read an antithetical to Fy mage Fame: we eal 
your ama’ strategists are to either er. 

on naturally, is not a sweet upon me, thinks | 

—_ and meiniaies Reta a pean time- | 

always comes home whilst I summer 

Keeper, you, and winter somewhere out Arcturus way. 

Summer ——— you I sa 
you a ortnight, 


say advisedly, I’ve been with 
and, = 7 La pomags $0, to me, 

you ’ve had suber more than th 

— a thunderstorm, already. 





a 
ot aa ‘ak It’s a ra bring dy 
no easure. Ask you Cricketers 
Tats looked” oes. a the Ladies. Your pretty 
girls and their dresses are a ary» At least, they 
were dusty, in the literal sense, but delighted and de- 
lightful. They credit me with improving the quality of 
wine; I fan have in the consumption of 
claret-cup os paeee Tennis, too. Always 
fun where the “‘ flyi ” is, Cricket-ball, or Comet. 
Not sure I shouldn’t ie Cricket myself, with blue space 
instead of green turf and rival constellations for oppos- 
ing teams. J should never make a long stop, though, eh ? 
Yes, my Punch, 7 girls would do credit to a less 
ridiculous planet. Only no Crinoline, as they value the 
of a ate erer ! 

*ve seen a lot of folly i - a fortnight ; you must havea 
nice diyely. tom time of it, keeping things square all the 
year round. Driving a team of frisky young Comets with | 
Ming at orbits and conflicting tails would be a trifle to it. | 
en 


ve doubtless learnt a thing or two since I saw | 
them as Chaldean herds, but as to real improvement | 
toy are disappointing. You can quiz me through | 
telescopes, the electric light promises well, the telephone | 
I shall have to tell many a billion-leagues distant star | 
about, and that storage of force notion may considerably | 
revolutionise the face of old Terra ere I look on it again. | 
Shall I give youa few hints,eh? Well, War’s an expen- | 
sive little lunacy for a world sup to have sown its | 
wild pane Nod 8 aagmen a ‘ads for sea-green girls 
and ne are about equally stupid. You oug 
to abolish street-pests and r ——_ Beauties. rere 
thos limp, long: noodles who languish over lilies, 
you.eaull th tie em to unbroken Comets, like maudlin 
Mowe eaend send ’em all to explore the Utter Inane, 
you” — thing—not to the Comets. 
The te of your streets and your fashionable 
novels dr id discredit the Anthropophagi ; ; and Mud- 
Salad Market—well, you can’t be as far as you fancy 
from dragons and the primeval slime when you tolerate | 
that and the Griffin. ile you can’t prevent your | 
wives and daughters from tight-lacing, the ‘‘ subjection 
of Woman” ——- like satire. Your Society Journals 
and four-wheeled Cabs want improving off the face of the 
he lly Amusements, Bumbledom, Billings- 
ny Pale Show-Charity, Chimney-pot Hats, Parlia- 
—— and Street — all await the 
mon 
pe - improvement overs whane except at 85, Fleet | 28° 
Street. nt ape: have a better report when I look 
in cpein— sey about 6000 a.p. To our next merry meet- 
a bumper of Comet port? Why, sutt’nly. How’s 
time ? Phew! I’m due at my aphelion in half a jiffey | 
—say 1500 years or so. Au revoir ! 





GARFIELD. 


“ He was, Dr. Briss said, the a best patient he had seen 
in the course of his surgical | practi 


So fit to die! With co 
Armed to fo Satan the eae dart. 
Better than skill is such high heart, 
And helpfuller than beeline fale 


So fit to live! with power cool 
uipped to fill his function great, 
To crush the knaves who shame the State, 
Place-seeking pests of honest rule. 


Bap to either fate he ’Il prove. 

y a ad s high will incline the scale 
The way our prayers would fain avail 

To weight: it—to rg life and love! 





Aw Irtsx Qvrrrance.—A Tenant Farmer’s Rent i 
due st Midsummer, and he payshia shot 





A SKETCH AT LORD’S. 


Eva (for the benefit of Maud, who is not so well-informed), ‘‘—AND THOSE UP- 
RIGHT STICKS YOU SEZ ARE THE Wickets. HARROW 'S IN AT ONE END, AND 
Eron ’s IN AT THE OTHER, YOU KNOW!” 








OLD PARR’S “ PARS.” 


Some great man has pil—wery safe that, and a capital introduction to one 
of your own stories—that everyone should a note-book and a pencil 


carry 
wherein with to on the spot all the good things he hears, an 
ly — a hag ay Aa which occur to him. I mentioned this some six seaths 
Drysalter, and lives at Clapham, and he jumped 
dslightedly wt the iden “He told me the other day that the Sis walt the 
advice, as as all the good things he heard and cll the 
conned | to him was, that after any space of time his Aes,» 
and fresh as when he bought it, his pencil did not require cutting. 
The art of a note-book is a most difficult 
sadly on an entr in one that lies before i 
Exiza a Dealt she lnpemine tens of tha bation Ties 
told. Trea at that tears ran down my cheeks. I made the above 
memorandum, which sufficiently indicated the point of the story tome. And 
now I have forgotten every of it. _Lean’t go about asking my friends © Do 
story in which the irmingham and the widewhood of 
cima occur?”’ And the man who to ge er dead. 


‘“* How is Jones?” asked Ropmrson of Brown. 
“I never see him now. I don’t want to. He was too much; 
cash a ue the next. 
of the turf, ‘ = Slag 


you threw sponge. 
Committes will, it is thought, meet the justice 
of the case > penny the members are clamouring for RoBiNson’s 


expulsion a | 


the medium of cigarettes is the mest unwhole- 
the deleterious her) I netice that the 

men whe talk all 

on the stage to their 
Se tates ctl co ts Cease 


cme a tet 
young men in the stails of our 
the ormances, and give bi 
nothing but cigarettes. 

this weather not only bearable bet positively enjoyable. 


’ 


smo in 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM 
THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 
Mowpa¥, July 4.—Mr. Coampertary, who, amid a 
“times walks up end down the 
stories out of Natural History 


i table. 


| I don’t know whether’ Mr. Cavenpisa 
Pumblechook, but he u 


ing | well 


C. B. 


up convulsive} Ties was i Hee Maj ae oes 

| Opposition. ith tragic esty’s Govern- 
ment as the authors of the woe of the world since the com- 
mencement, including the momentary block of the Land Bill, which 
most other people attributed to Ranpoipu’s vivacity. ae 

** Should show more to position,” says C. B. in his 
loftiest style, ‘an Opposition which is 
gentlemen.”’ 

House roared, and C. B. grew more rumpled as he marveiled what 
he could have said. Gtapstonwe presently informed him, when, in 
| that bland ont gene Pie 0 EY Sen oe, 80 
well upon him, he pointed out to C. B. that having alluded to the 
Opposition as “largely com gentlemen,” there 
| remains with him the di ble necessity of accounting for the 


Tuesday.—Talked with Alderman Fowtxr to-day of men and 
i more j y of Debate on the Land Bill, who has 


all go on 


it. When a man wi 


and loud voice, “fits ere 
for stating a case in plai ; 
Oppositia Little heed is peid to hin, 
tion . 
mbt he a - baste ntrrow mind 
inn Ssearcel dissipated, that 
GLapsToNeE in point ior. 


“Look what a fine voi 
of the 


repeats it, and we 


when he ip describing, the 
and imminent 

YY -~Yah-Yau!’ for the choking 

he is! Pyerte ont on mean- 

ing, but wonderful for five xp Wie ives till you den’t 

_ know where you are, nor does he. But ect marvellous. See 


- | seventy according to 


mons. 


gely composed of English | i 





how Wartow cheers, and how quiet Sir Starrorp Norrucore looks, 
thinking it over, and wishing 

a little of this power of speech. 

heard many healths 


) to prepare. 
you ever know a man so rich in 
meso thas cae in © eco, wate Sesame tae oe Sy 
i e length of the oration. No, no, Tosy, it’s 
all mere By ye We talk about Grapstowr’s a shall 
do so to the end of the chapter. But give me CHaPuiy.” 
Most intelligent man the Alderman. Shall cultivate his aequaint- 


waa h th nn 194°, Twenty ftdlows ceatied 
onday with the ter at 124° poor 
off Ue = ben Lod Pt died. 
“ Hot!” ea . 9 oining i 
Lord CamPERDOwN and ford Meanar ; ‘ 
my life saw so few men fallin M 
been in places where it was 
Fifty times 124 is 6200. An unusually high 
mometer in these regions. Duke of So 
place where such degree of heat is possible, and 
known as a , cannot have been there yet. 
Business done in Commons.—Five Clauses of Land Bill passed. 
Thursday-—Last Session a middle-aged gentleman, of bald head 
and + countenance, was accustomed to make frequent visits to 
the House of Com- 
He must 
have been a Peer, 
sn he sat in their 

ery. e@ was 
probably a Prince 
since he oveupied 
the seat over the 
clock. Actually he 
was more, for he 
was a and 
Prince . 

Result of his stu- 
dies of House evi- 
dently not flatter- 
ing. Having sat 
by the hour watch- 
ing the many hu- 

,» <Tince Curis- “ 
TIA arrived at the -‘1#"4 Srmvomn ddrwsing the 5h 
conclusion that the 
House of Coganene fo of ne accent, Think a Sdeal of Seep 

ves, but a Prince, a Christian and a Ranger, when opportunity 
show what he thinks of them. 
Prince from 


— 


z 


of oung man’s career to encourage 
its med vod grievously abused, T. 
over. But for the rest we should 


LentHaut did at a 


and 
* i be 
“ail be bata 
erisis of Parliamentary 
Business done.—Reached Clause XIX. of Land Bill. 


Friday.—Crisis averted. 


Siete ved. Revolution 
A space has been roped off at indaor for the of the Members: 


500 have been issued, more g,8 
Ere bee hewn, soem, or W bers of Parliament 

only will be privileged to pay. A great lifted from the 

minds nstructions i tely given to step 
g 


lovers of order. 
intermitted, and no more pikes are to be sharpened at the 


for throwing up barricades in 
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back of the Speaker’s Chair. It has been a terrible time, 

and only shows how careful our hereditary legislators 
ought to be in the dispensation of their power. ; 

After this proceeding with the Land Bill in Committee 

quite tame. Members never can settle down to ordinary 

business after being wound up to this Pg» of excite- 

Mr. [oo rather likes ox « the 

“The more em benches, the fewer 

. CHAPLIN resting from 

off a bit, though 

~ comes back at —— pinay Oe a = wetags his in- 

ignant t at passion yed rime 

Minister for refusing permission te wi Ww amend- 








ments, 
Home SxcrEeTary i : . Bubbling over with 
pentalty .& Possiy- If he caught Lzerror with 
is own could not have been in borer bergen. 
Business done.—Passed five Clauses of Bill. 





WHO COMES FIRST? 


(Revised order of Precedence, from H.R.H. Prince 
oakate own particular list.) 


Court Troupe. 
The Chairman of the Woking Cemetery. 
The Beadle of the Burlington Arcade. , 
Representatives of Colney Hateh and Hanwell Lunatic 
Asylums. 
Piccadill 


Y 


why 


ae 


4 ~ 
coi Ey AW 


“GROUND GAME!” 
‘Geil Gail Gail” Fire Sporteman. “THEY'RE FUST-RATE ROASTED |” 
Second Ditte (getting hungry). “ Au |—on, I say, ‘Anny '’—(smaching his 
Mute. Grawrer has achieved a genuine triumph as | in anticipation) —'‘ Tux pops Lele 11” ’ - - 
La Belle Lunette, and M. Jory is immensely funny in | = . 
OrrEnBacH’s sparkling opera. The French tenor, with 
the English name of Cooper, might be own brother to A PLEA FOR PADDINGTON PARK. 
our M. Marius of the Strand, so closely do they resemble 
one another in voice. Mile. Miry Meyer as Marcel-| Novrery acres in the heart of North West London saved from Bricks and 
line is mostdecidedly “‘chic;” but the Blanchiseuses are | Mortar, and dedicated to Turf and Trees! That is i 
not particularly “ snappy,”—in fact, as to the ensemble, | Dream i 
it is only a short time since that our London Opera-tives 
would have been their pupils ; but now on ac tout 
odie, tg 0b tae to entre es go—and they do go| Board 
a enough—we manage these things better in 
g 














Conscience—a Vaunt ! 
(Rondeau by a Robust Radical.) 
Conscrence rules me. That explains 


y cantankerousness and crudeness, 
of courtesy whieh restrains 





Fact for Farmers. 


Tae ay wy ad Cae et Se ene LK, 
enumera’ comparative densi pulation o: 


$e counties. Lan and we each a 

ity of over 1,000. The great manufacturing shire For to beautify North-West Babylon, 

and the snoteietien county are the densest of all. Aim subscriptions st the mark | 

Heretofore it had imagined that the agricultural 

counties were the most remarkable for the density of 
eir populations, but the clodhoppers are evidently less InTeREstiIne To Curropgpists.—The Corn Returns Bill cannot be passed 

dense than the cotton-spinners and the cockneys. this Session. So, in the meantime, cut and come again. 





























———— 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 
Hostess, “‘ WMAT, LEAVING ALREADY, Mr. Mivers! I 'vE SCARCELY SEEN ANYTHING OF YOU THE WHOLE EVENING !’ 


Mr. Mivers (who goes in for the Courteous Manners of the Olden Time). ‘‘THat, MADAM, 18 ENTIRELY MY Favtt !” 
[Exit gracefully, but remembers as he goss down-stairs that he meant to say ‘* Misfortune,” not ‘‘ Fault.” 








MY MAN! A COMPARISON. 

(Lobby Ballad, sung to himself with the greatest success, daily, by Wuar a difference between journeying from London to Man- 
z , the ieee: arha) ity chester, vid Great Northern from King’s Cross, five hours, and travel- 
: |ling from Boulogne to Paris, also five hours! On the former the 
How on earth shall I to take him ? | time for stopping varies from three to seven minutes, always uncer- 
_ Will he turn up in the afternoon ? Bak | tain, neither guards nor porters being able to afford any reliable 
Shall I have by his collar to seize and shake him ’ | information ; so-called retreshment-places with nothing worth men- 
I don’t know ogee I shall very soon ! | tioning ready to hand or mouth, except buns, sandwiches, and a 
Will his speech be round and smooth as a sonnet ?— compound called ‘ claret-cup”; but no iced r-beer, no iced 
Or will a stout horsewhip be part of his plan ? |water. Of course the traveller, being-Rage ly in the dark as to 
Is he dodging me somewhere—he I would bonnet,— how long or how short a time he may have to wait, has to do the best 
He, I must “‘ go for” —My Man, My Man! > can ina — a a wey to his d bron bye Foe 

‘ 4 | skimpy wiggle-waggle blinds, useful as worriers temper, ei 
. oat wet ae: ! him ner oar» pam uw reshed or none the better for his very hasty snack. Why can’t 
Nor Soon oT noch bn pine sedately | the Continental system be introduced ? ere is the impossibility 
That suddenly he may let out with his right. | ape Seen tne pases Se Se Oe Seve Saas eeewees 
Yet, if with a that 1’ll call “shady.” | 12°30 and 5°30—we were twenty minutes late, so it brought it up to 
ie teooae te taste Ite the merely ce hi dy | 5°50)—for refreshment—bourllon, chicken and salale pint of vin ordi- 
He ll riety a T dagney on her . _ naire, and iced water—which should be read waiting for the 
$4. etee ae — . for M = San?’ poor creatures who have, as a rule, insufficiently ; asted or 
y Man, My “ ey lunched? Let us have a Travelling-in-Comfort-by- 
So I shall be courteous, humble, and lowly, Rail ission of Inquiry, and let’s have the evidence of Messrs. 


Nor show him the claw that is veiled ‘neath my glove ; Serers anp Ponp and other caterers for buffets. 
And he may come up with a rush, or quite slowly— 
I shall than the Strangers above ! 





Hid under the benches,—then, outside, a van,— 5 Seasonable Dialogue. 
Trust me—though Lassy swear, and Northampton be weeping— | Scune—Neighbourhood of Margaret Street. Trus—Afternoon of Eton 
I’U manage to bonnet My Man, My Man! and Harrow” at Lord’s. Two old Schoolfellows mesting—both Clergy- 


men ; one a Ritualist, and the other a Broad Chureh. 


Ritualist Curate (sweetly). Ah, my dear SmapPKmNson, on your 
way to Mar t Street ? Going to V 





ET APkis ? 





rs? 
‘““Forwarps!” cried the Greek troops, and then they marched| Broad Church Parson. Vepen? Te; off to Lauds. Here! 


Arta-wards. hi! Hansom ! 
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ETON AND HARROW.—SPECIAL. 


We don’t know anything about Cricket ourselves, except Dickens's 

TR ee pp er 
said he wasane —and this is his report o: 

Harrow. We fancy somehow it is not quite right, but then we really 

do not understand technicalities. Here it is :— 

Eton and Harrow are two public schools. Eleven of Eton play 

Eleven of Harrow. This is as it should be, and quite fair. The 

wickets were better pitched 

than usual. This was a 

wise precaution, as pitch- 

ing renders them water- 

gost, and there was a good 

eal of rain about, one way 

and another—but mostly 

one way. Damp is bad for 

matches, and the Eton and 

Harrow is no exception. 

They strike only on their 

own bats. Hapow, who 

batted capitally overnight 

—as a om comes out 

streng at —was soon 

out next day. He is a 

seared" Bight One” bat 
sco! iT) y- 

I don’t know the opera. 

I _ remember somebody's 

‘** Ninety-Nine”: Orrzn- 

Bacn’s, I faney, but 1 

always fancy OrrEwBACH. 

The Bowlers have plenty 

to do, and there there is no 

rest for the wicket. The 

only person who keeps quiet the whole time isthe Umpire. As Louis 

jee = = 4 observed, ‘‘ L’ Umpire c'est la paiz.” Louis was a first- 


ra’ r. 

When on the second day the match commenced, the Batsmen were 
not at home. They were immediately sent for, and promised to 
come at once. The Cricketers’ favourite songs are “‘ Batti Batti!” 

Villow Willow!” Mantiwxav drove Lasceties very hard, 
and quite upset him. The corner men were in excellent form, 
Bones being particularly funny. There were a great many 

nt— was I could not aseertain; but 
one more than had been e as 
was rather rudely alluded to aes the day as “The Maiden 


over.” I did not see her myself. I heard of ‘as weg ae 
She was pointed out to me on a perfectly appointed ,. where 
sat eating pige + and drinking champagne. I am | out for 
this sort of thing about £50,000 a-year. paid quarterly), but failed 
to obtain the introduction. Very sorry. As the losing 
Cricketers say, ‘* Batter luck next time.” 

At 11°23 a.m. registered 180 in the sun, and Eton was 
about 165 in the shade. I stayed outside on the ground the whole time, 
which I have since roqretied, as several peop e told me “the play 

have been, but I could not for the life of me 
wh he niny wee going on, as none of the officials (officials 
we oot Ee 4 ba me where te Castine wes “The 
Play’s the thing,” I said, appropriately, and I reall have 
liked to have witnessed a Matinée by the United Dee te Po and 
Harrow pany. Why don’t they put up ‘‘this way to the 
theatre, Play just about te begin!” The 
but they come round afterwards. Harrow won easily, 
a pleasant two days, though I still regret not having 
which everyone speaks so highly. have seen no 
any Dramatic Critic. Was the Playa elassic one? 
However, next time I go to Lord’s [’ll take precious 
see everything, and if the entertainment is Classic or Shakspearian, 
I shall provide myself beforehand with a book of the Play. 
Yours faithfully, Noppr Pasa. 


= == 


Lerd’s. 


—, 
Eatin’ Boy at 





Another Guy. 
is no law to prevent a tradesman putting up his own statue 
it is always more effective to support it with 
. ess See and he or hi 


Eleven have all of them | first, 





STORAGE OF FORCED LABOUR. 








Wisdom for the War Office. 


a recent telegram from Berlin can be trusted, the present Czar 
of Russta is no fool :— 


* All unnecessary and gaud ments in the Russian uniforms to be 
aboli deo Guan having adeeed Gan — heer shall be ob- 
servable in the outward appearance of the Army.” 

ao well os meen gai shabby, 
department Mh wtf 


who regulate the 





Some New and Light Reading. 
Berrer than any one of ’em, or any Twain of some, Just now, is 
Mr. Cuanpiter Harerts in his Difficult reading at 
on account of the nigger spelling, but well worth mastering. 
To read this Uncle Remus—do not deem us 
Too pressing, if we beg you with “ O-remus.”” 
Cuanpiter Hargis is a lad o’ wax; and the others, in this style 
of thing, can’t hold a candle to him. 





‘THRIFT, THRIFT, HORATIO!”’ 


A Cotvms of news contains a statement that ‘‘ it has been 
i of one thousand whic 
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PRESENCE OF MIND. 


Visitor (in Cathedral Town, desirous of information and willing to pay for it, to respectable- 
looking Party, whom he takes to be a Verger). ‘‘1 supposk Now THESE CLOISTERS ”—(slips florin 
into his hand)—‘‘ ARE NOT OLDER THAN THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY?” 

Respectable Party. ‘‘ Wet, Sm, I’m sure 1”—(pockets the coin)—‘‘ THANKY, SIR—CAN’T 
say, Sin; ‘cause 1'mM a STRANGER "ERE MYSELF! !” [Beit hastily. Tableau! 








A HEARTH-AND-HOME SECRETARY MATTER. 


Tue Royal and Parliamen' Burghs of Scotland have memorialised the Government, 

praying for the introduction of a with a Dec e’s , or for 
ing for the introduction of Shes ene ith a Deceased Wife’s Sister, or f 

facilities for passing such a measure this Session. The Seldom-at-Home Secretary has received 
this, and it is now “ under consideration.” The Burghs’ Memorial states that so many more 
persons than usual are going abroad to avail themselves of the advantages offered, for 
example, in Switzer! where the minimum of residence is required. 

A voyage to our own ies is too and expensive, or the ceremony could easily be 

formed within the British Dominions, it is an absurd and cruel anomaly that 

iss SmrrH, the natural guardian of her deceased sister’s children, the little Browns, after 
becoming legally the wife of Mr. Brown in Australia, should on her return to her native land, 





with her lawful wedded husband, find her- 
self still Miss Awxa Manta Sutra, spinster 
unattached. 

All ee te -tocionet oan and un- 
substantial ar; against ane - 
tion having font ago refu and 

of, the sooner Sense settles 
ois (Gar doy cvengadlig: eoetel; paar, 

e r for every » except, perhaps, 
Mr. Coox & Co., who lose some — 
time excursionists, and especially for Sir 
W. V. Harcourt who, by doing his level 
best for this pete. will earn for himself 
the Hearth-felt title of the ‘‘ Home Sweet 
Home Secretary.” 





CARMEN CULINARIUM. 


“Our populace and our Philistines must have 
more civilised conceptions of life before they can 
learn to cook, and must learn to cook before 
the enjoyment of life.”— 


Laby mine, since you are rich in 


g culinary lore, 
Let me enter too the kitchen, 
Where I never was before. 
Teach me arts of frying, boiling, 
How to make the Pot-au-feu ; 
I shall be contented toiling— 
There with you. 
Teach me to dress dainty dishes, 
Soups, curries with their rice, 
How you crisp those little fishes 
Known as whitebait, in a trice. 
You make omelettes that would lure a 
Hermit into wild excess ; 
You’re a neat hand at a Purée, 
All confess. 


Men may come, and also men go, 
As the Laureate has told, 
But with fowl @ la Marengo, 
Will affection ne’er wax cold: 
Slices of a Severn salmon, 
Well may serve to fan the flame ; 
Sweetbr of the tender lamb on 
Sauce supréme ! 
Better far than arts esthetic 
Crewel-work and peacock fans, 
Are these studies dietetic 
Jarried on mid pots and pans. 
This is woman’s true position 
In the kitchen’s inmost nook, 
And a lady’s noblest mission 
Is to cook! 





The Sad Sea Wave. 


_ Tuesad sea wave 
is rendered much 
sadder when it 
forms th i 
ing 
Artillery. Taxation ~ 
with the chance of 
being shot is nota 


—— 
c ) 








pleasant adjunct to ~= 

the pickling season. ~— 

Putting danger = = 
aside, the most “a 
happy-go-lucky 

tax-payer hardly 

likes to lie upon the beach and hear the 
reports of distant guns which cost from five 
to forty pounds an explosion. 

Ir was thoughtless to take the King of the 
Sandwich Islands to the ee hes show 
him the Beefeaters. When he went to 
Richmond, the coachman carefully avoided 
Ham. He has his admiration 


for 
our lish “ -and-butter Misses” 


just home from 
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CALLED TO THE BAR— 


co-legal functionary 
a i ‘gg or with talk, 
—< 





A Note and Comment. 

Mrs. RamspoTHam’s niece read 
out the advertisement of Doré’s 
picture, “ Moses before Pharaoh.” 
‘Dear me!” exelai the dear 
old lady, ‘‘ Before Pharaoh! I 
always thought they lived at the 
same time. B 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 40. 


C. E. HOWARD VINCENT, 


*‘DrrecreuR pes AFFAIRES CRIMINELLES DE LA Po.tice Mérro- 
POLITAINE DE LONDRES; MEMBRE DE LA Facuuté pe Droit er 
pve LA Sociéré GénéraLe pes Prisons pez Paris”——AaND YET 


When there ’s practical detection to be done, 
This Director's lot is not a happy one, 


A STRANGE PERFORMANCE. 


ib heat pevective. 


performance takes 
8 that is not aeeh 











Mem.—Historians have clearly 
proved that the Great Duke never 
exclaimed, “‘ Up Gi and at 
’em!” We think it highly pro- 
bable he said, “ Up hes 
but as to the 
sentence, there’s not an “ at’em” 
of truth in it. 


To be done, 


Ppy one. 











THE DIARY OF A MODERN DETECTIVE. 


Mowpay.—Got a circular from the Director of the Criminal In- 
Mga Sem Department, with one of Ganorran’s Novels translated. 
The Director wants me to be “on the alert.” Alwaysam. Am to 
keep a sharp look-out for a man with one eye, one arm, and one leg. 
There’s a task for you! Man has got green hair and dark-blue 
euplexion. _ Have written for further particulars. Am studying 

nove interesting 

Tuesda: Further 


y.—Fur arrived. The man only speaks a 


language antag ot tae won Tusnangtng and 
a Chinese Tartar. These details may help me. G 


apital novel ! 
Wednesday.—I believe I am on the track. Have been told that 
the man who is wanted smokes a pipe. 
pipe to-day. Arrested him, and 
e is believed not to 


Saw a person smoking a 

carried him to the police-station. 

because he has his full complement 
» several lan 

a white complexion. Advisable to 

being full, we made room by dismissing a 

arrested by ‘mistake. e prisoner arres 

eye, one arm, one leg, green hair, and a dark- 

He was dressed as a ese Tartar, and could 

consisting of one word, “ Jamerangtong.” 

| novel. What chances Gasorian’s Detectives had! 


kind of person wanted in some 
liberated man had cast his skin on 
ied away with me the costume of the 


ted impud 





Chinese Tartar. Shall wear it fora change to-morrow. This is what 
os of Gasonran’s Detectives would have done, and our Director will 


iday.—My disguise saves me from Police interference. Have 
been chasing a man all day. He is always giving me the slip. To 
secure his confidence I have dyed my hair green, and my comp 
dark blue, and have closed one eye, after tying up a leg and an arm. 
Surely this should bring him near me now that a rew: been 
offered. No. ing he runs away! . 
ing, I crept up to him! 
then 


came my surprise! 


95 | In self-defence he arrested me! He is a Detective too! 


just person exactly ans fag, the desert 
person wanted is staying at 22, Araminta Villas, East, fiy 
walk from where this diary is written. He has paid his bill up toto- 
day, Saturday, and has told his landlady that he is going to quit - 
land secretly is evening. me ean ee eight, and it 
now half-past seven. e must really look into all this on Monday. 
*,* Some person in no way connected with the Police (confound his 
ence!) has given information at Scotland Yard, and the man is 
arrested. This is -for officiousness. Why interfere with the 
Police when in execution of their duty? It’s disgusting. What’s 
the good of being a Detective if we ’re not allowed to detect in our own 
way? Why beinsuchahurry? But there it is—a handsome Re- 
ward (which an official mayn’t earn) does all the mischief with the 
outside public, and we’re “not in it.” Returned novel to Director. 





New Trriz ron Her Graciovs Masesty.—The Saturday Reviewer. 
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A One ply re GAME. 
et eae Of the Police, Ket fancy portrait 


“oping othe gyeigmate pra of 


Aid 


Portraits of Persons taken up us “‘ closely resembling Lefroy.” 


0 Jounel of cnumens couniction, As the picture will resemble 


thousands parts of the country, these 
may ttt et dhevtok” for coverel’ days until the crime is sup- 
planted by a new sensation. 





GUIDE TO WIMBLEDON CAMP. 
(For the Use of “r“ meres 


Morwivne.—Difficult to 
from Waterloo to Putney ‘the Lone and ew 
Saite me he Soe x Sid annette 
-~ horse of a friend leaving town (say starting on a yachting 
and using him. If you want to make a little money, harness 
s horse to an omnibus (when everybody’s attention is 
ee ee , and ply ss Half-a-dozen journeys should 
the On the second day you can settle 


can obtain admittance gratis to the 
Camp by appearing in the Tut wath of » Velmnhone. The “‘ full 
uniform of a Volustoor ” ma ope ge eg Om a Ag 
cocked-hat and epaulets you are wearing knicker 
deer-stalker, an Inverness cape an umbrella, and a sword-belt, you 
will be allowed to pass. In this case the sword-belt will represent 
the “ full uniform.’ a Serer eee Sate, See & be 
a member of the Press, and hint that you have come down to look 
into the marking. de leans, ates oh zits Bras 
“Oc ini, produce your Army Li 
have provided yourself), 
oo tenant am 
officers appearing before 
names in the Army Last. 


tgp dows. a 


Skye, and a MacJones piper somewhere near Inverness. When 

the MacRosuryson call him “ ” and you will cnttaity 
please him, and if you discover that ou all wineens, ort re 
allude to him as “ Swooxs of that i On other if you 
in | visit the cam of the London Irish, be carefal to bear in 
ue, & long pba 


the guests, intimate that may come down to see 
hosts every day for a week. ,This’anaouneement, wil reat’ the 


wildest enthusiasm. Finally, hey eet red 
Sey you had betion stra Gough the Campo the pie 





GALLANT COMPANIONS. 
“ The } ayy en Companions were introduced, the 
Guess the decoration of the Order of the Indian avin viz., Ps ee 
Inspector General of Hospitals Cuanies Mornengan, Surgeon 
General Nonman Cuzvers, M.D., Surgeon Major E>wanp teas Wanrine, 
Brigade Surgeon OLIVER Banwerr.”’ ae hie be 

Tue Indian Empire pa a right well the on = 
hard beyond ond the Eastern 


Anf Dostrs do sera ranty thene & Couto aoe ers sharing, 
du ere a 

nese a health to Bae <i ter 
ARING. 





EXCESSIVE HEAT. 





ian, F 

% buzzing about 

are anno the North i 
Marabouts are peculiarly troublesome. "On the whole, the Porte is 
fall up. fal agp time of it just of poset. not am 
i w € a pension guaran’ y uropean Powers (who 

look after after the Bonds), and start a new Hammam in i 

uni 's a fine site to be let f 





Wirn Tilustrated P. 
coetnn tf ey mares, Wie lat. “dee S, every Cricket 








meat m Won’t eas § 
(With alacrity..) a Fs — 


in the Isle of 





“THE CHILDREN’S CRY.” 


— sary and pracheal response tothe, appl. ad pooks 
yy = ae te Me 
the Ch ren’s dren's Cry’ las 
have od yee 

divided Te toate’ some substantial 
to the various funds already subscribed 
the Country, and if ever pounds, shillings, and pence 
a | in giving happiness to o fe yi bate basa de thee cnmndioae. 
‘“‘ Come, open your purses, turn them out, and let the little ones dive down 


aby = a4 et to find a spell that may silence sorrow or purchase sleep. 
wet th lew ns Yontet ort woul trun the loko he pte 


And aty a woman would glafly hang a fower or fn for the chiles 


A little less dinner, friend, a smaller 1 
had the taterence sant Bouverie Street, post drei to * 








£8 To Conzusrowpunts.— The Bditor does not hold hi:nself bound to ac 


knowledge, return, 
stamped and directed envelope 


fon Contributions, In no case can these be returned unless accompanted by a ~ 
ies should be kept. 











Be 


“orwaree 


BErPS<be 


= BY 6 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
Tue Taeatee Royat, Back Drawrye-Room. 


HSL si 
7 ve — 
ay 


! 
' 


| 


4 


A - 


_ No matter where and when. It is enongh that I found it, I had been 
invited with hundreds of other sufferers to assist at some amateut eee. 
The usual fare on such occasions was set before us. Many of_ the stars of the 
unprofessional world were to give their valuable services. We were to 4 
the More-than-Middle-A presentative of the young of 

mestic drama, whose ormances are so admirable that she tra’ all 
over England to exhibit them before our country cousins. The ian, 


whose forte lies in imitating the late Mr. Bucxstore and the present Mr. Toor] F. 


so nearly that, if you close your ears and eyes, you can scarcely tell one from 
the other, was also to appear. The name of the Original of the late Mr. CoaRies 


Matruews and Mr. Preps was included in the cast. This did not prevent] with the 


(strange to say) his great rival, the Gentleman who has played lovers’ parts for 
nearly half a century, from lending a helping hand. And to show how kind 
everyone was inclined to be to everyone else, the well-known veteran militaire, 
who is so extremely mirth-provoking when he attempts to represent the ‘* busi- 
ness” of Mr. Terry, had promised to ap in a burlesque. 

Perhaps the most interesting part of the entertainment was the audience. 
The Lady who had not been able to play (because a dear friend of hers had been 
invited to take the part which she fas so completely made her own that she can 

lay no other), was well to the fore. She had a great deal to say about her dear 
Friend. She was never tired of praising her amiability and excellent heart. 
She was even tolerant of her little fanits. If the dear friend did leave her 
children alone for weeks together, while she attended rehearsals, whose business 
was it to comment upon the proceeding? Certainly no one, save her husband, 
who (dear, easy man!) seemed to get on very well without her! And if he 
was stinied, surely everyone else might be contented ? As to the dear friend’s 
reading of her ‘ the Lad 
quite too al to have diseussed such a matter! Then there was the poor 
unlucky father of daughters who had been ‘‘out’’ so long a time that they never 
seemed likely to °. in again! He was a good-natured old Gentleman, who 
bravely converted his ra into a kind of spasmodic smile. Then there was 
the popular Amateur Author, whose piece would no doubt some day be pro- 
duced at a West End Theatre: for did he not know Inviwe, and Bancrorr, 
and Hang, and had they not heard his work several years ago, and liked it very 
much indeed ?—who gave more attention to the play than the players. Over 
and over again he inf his neighbours that the dramatie writers of 
yesterday and to-day wrote sad trash. However, there was a brilliant to- 
morrow in store, when his comedy would take the world by storm, and make 
the fortune of the Manager lucky enough to secure the right of its production. 
So he was, on the whole, contented, and smiled occasionally to himself, as he 
considered the great share he was evidently destined to take in the much- 
eeded regeneration of the British Drama. And there were the usual number 
loungers and professional diners and supperers-out. Altogether a 
qubtnin rene, but I am sorry to say that I have a very faint idea 
was about. This, no doubt, was my fault, as ] am sure 
8 voice was unusually distinct. inly on one occasion that 
official deputed his duties to an amateur, when disaster was the 
consequence. But even this afforded amusement, for in his despair 


y was contemptuously silent. It would have been 


to find the right place, at the urgent entreaty of the 
performer “fishing for a 

word,” the well-mean- 

tb a van 
the wing, and gave an ad- 
mirable illustration of 
* anxi com 


foolish. And so the 

over their swords, <4 
superfinous, not 

! Of course, 

like Imitator 


h 
he orming was 
small fi en, if a fair 

irk a little indistinct 

@lear evidence of her eomplete 

mae, che was assuming, by 

stone of family diamonds ! 

the daughter of the house in the concluding 
proverbe, pronounced the foreign language in 
ke with a slight accent more suggestive of 

an the Bois de Boulogne, the fault lay rather 
Gallic tongue than with herself! “USE, 
after all, had our lively 

neighbours been wise, they 

would have simplified mat- 

ters by keeping to English ! 

But all in all the perform- 

ance was most successful. 

Everyone expressed +. « 

delight at the pleasure the 

play had given. One enthu- 

siastic old Gentleman (who it 

appeared afterwards was 

deaf) was so pleased with 

efforts of the ormers, 

t he applauded a very 

nervous person in the cos- 

. tume of Grorce tre Second 

/ //, te heartily, that for the 

' VA moment the actor was dumb 

ark wih Renee and seemed 


to 

search of a  revivifyin 
“hiss” to set him to-rights! And at Jengin- the 
feature Foe programme was kept for the last—it came 
to an en 


wandering about in 





TIPS ON TENNIS, 
(Wimbledon, July, 1881, Renshaw y. Hartley.) 
Tip for the Thirsty.—‘* Renshaw’s Smash” is not a 
new summer drink, like uash, 
i .—The Jimes sa ; 
natural ability. Not at all; 
, to the extent of his 
na 


tural 
New Reading for Proverbial Philosophers.—The cou: e 
of a true La guide never does yen smooth—for the 
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AT A SMOKING CONCERT. 


Herr Professor, “You HAF A BLEASING Foick, MY YOUNG VRENT! 


TUCE 1T In A LECHIDIMATE Vay 


Our Tenor. ‘‘ Penuars iF I DID IT WOULD NO LONGER PLEASE.” 
Herr Professor. *‘ Acu ! 


VaT oF DAT? BLEASURE 18 NOT EFFERY DING! 
ALVAYS BROTUCE your Force 1n A LECHIDIMATE VAY, VEDDER IT Kirs BLEASURE OR NoT/” 





‘SPENCER, SPARE THAT TREE!” 


(A Plane Chant for the Lord President 
set to a Plane-tive Air.) 

“Ir is beyond all measure the finest tree in 
London ; and being of a kind that defies London 
smoke, it actually seems to enjoy and thrive upon 
it. It is sad to think that we have Vandals paid 
by the public to do such irreparable, wanton 
mischief. It makes me wild to think of it.”— 
Mr. Nasmyth, on the cutting down of the old 
South Kensington plane tree. 


Spencer, spare that tree! 
Touch not a single bough ! 
For years you've let it be:— 
hy set upon it now ? 
I know not w € E 
That placed it on that spot ;— 
But, SPENCER, let it sta ' 
Or else you/ll get it hot! 


The old familiar plane f 

That decks this end of town :— 
Why, those are scarcely sane 
os fag nee to cut it down. 

Sou ensington secures 

Its ends with’many a joke ; 
But if you must have yours,— 

O Spencer, spare this stroke ! 
When, in my childhood’s joy, 

T’ wards ’s fields I strayed ; 
CHar.es Matruews, still a boy, 
| Grew young beneath its shade. 
And later, it was here, 

Ere Brompton saw its close,— 
Forgive this foolish tear, 

The dear old botlers rose! 


So, if you ’ve work in view, 

Cut down—I ll not,repine— 
A salary or two, 

But not this tree of mine ! 
And though in wild dismay 

Your underlings complain,— 
O SpENceER, cut away, 

But don’t cut down my plane’ 


TRAE { 
Maid Ada j 








Por YOU TON’T BRO-} ‘Typrp 4 Drscuree.—Umbrellas and 
waterproofs should be taxed—because they 
are for-rain goods. (*,* The person who 
left this in our letter-box, had better call at 
our office and see what he’ll get.) 


You sHOULD 











SWINBURNE AND WATER. 


Me. Lampert Srrerxe, in The Colonel, published a book of 
ms for the benefit of his followers, and his own—and Mr. Oscar 
ILvE has followed his example. 


The cover is consummate, the paper is distinctly precious, the 
binding is beautiful, and the type is utterly too. Poems by Oscar 
Wilde, that is the title of the book of the esthetic singer, which 
comes to us arrayed in white vellum and gold. There is a certain 
amount of originality about the binding, but that is more than can 
be said for the inside of the volume. Mr. WILDE may be esthetic, 
but he is not original. This is a volume of echoes—it is SwInBURNE 
and water, while here and there we note that the author has been 
reminiscent of Mr. Rosserrr and Mrs. Browyine. 

The Swinburnian jar appears on nearly every page. We have 
** blossoming foam,” “‘ flame of ion,” “sick and sunless day,” 
**hungering delight,” “‘ argent y,” “‘love’s drouth,” “* sensuous 
ecstasy,” *‘ passion’s wine,” “‘ moony 1,” “‘ pulse of sin,” and 
** rose of flame.” Moreover, a great many of the titles are in Latin, 
which show conclusively what a cultivated person our i 
while, at the end of the book, he positively rises into Greek, which 
will have the same effect on the multitude as “that blessed word 
Mesopotamia ”’ had upon the old woman, in the sermon. 

In justice to Mr. WiLpz, we will give a quotation from his poems, 
| and if the reader can make head or tail of it, all we can say is he 
ought to make a fortune at 
one sentence, as will be seen 
like prose to save space, and with the hope of making it a little 
easier of comprehension :— 


| live in vain from morn to noon, but in sweet unison with every 


“To make the Body and the Spirit one with all right things, till no 


ulse of fi 
and throb of brain the Soul in flawless essence high en , against all 
outer vain attack invisibly bastioned, mark with serene impartiality the strife 


of things, and yet be comforted, knowing that by the chain causality all 


© is;| 


foesing double acrostics. This is all | hall 
rom the punctuation ; and we print it | 


rr existences are wed into one supreme whole, whose utterance is joy or 
| ho 


ier praise ! ah! surely this were governance of Life in most august omni- 
presence, through which the rational intellect would find in passion its ex- 
pression, and mere sense, ignoble else, lend fire to the mind, and being joined 
with in harmony more mystical than that which binds the stars planetary, 
strike from their several tones one octave chord whose cadence being measure- 
less would fly through all the circling spheres, then to its Lord return refreshed 
with its new empery and more exultant power,—this indeed could we but 
reach it were to find the last, the perfect creed.” 


This is not a joke, not a sham quotation made to throw scorn on 
the bard, but it is an exact reproduction of four stanzas of a poem (!) 
called ‘‘ Humanitad.” There are other compositions oo oot - 
ligible, and there is a most objectionable one which t to have been 
omitted altogether. Tosum up; these outpourings of our wsthetic 
bard must be pronounced poor and pretentious stuff. Mr. WILDE 
tells us that— “ We shall be 

Part of the mighty universal whole, 
And through all wons mix and mingle with the Kosmic Soul.’’ 


Peyan g that eninentiy qadoden ae arrange’ ae ap calles time 
may be more profitably employ an in war 6 
The “ Koemic Soul which sounds like the name of either a music- 

singer or a cooling drink—and the rest of these effusions, ‘BO 
doubt be pronounced by the Poet’s admirers to be Utter—to which 


we are atraid that the disgusted Philistine will add the expressive 
monosyllable—Bosh ! 























Jury 23, 1881.) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








** POLY.” 
(4 New Ballad of the Fleet, sung by a British Tar a propos of the ‘‘ Polyphemus.’’) 








** Ain—Polly.” 


Do Fes want to know the ugliest craft 


That ever put from port ? 


Well that’s the Poly, the steel ram’d Poly, 
And she’s a rare rum sort. 
Open your pee and look my lads, 


She’s lob 


ing agen the quay, 


The sootiest craft afore and abaft 


Thai 


t ever shamed the sea. 


Afloat, afloat, d’ye call Aer a boat ? 


Black deck, no white pelle furled ! 


Poly, grim Pol 
Tame as “‘ loblo i" 


The ugliest craft in the wor 


Do you want to know the latest thing 
To make a true tar dull? 

Well, that’s the Poly this precious Poly, 
And darn her dirty hull hull 

Come, you ’ll see the eee a lyin’ there, 


e a porpoise heavy with grog ; 





Her sides full of rivets, net turret of guns, 
Her hull like a lifeless lo 
Afloat, afloat, like a leaky 
Low down, no sail tbh; 
Poly, grim Poly, 
Our nautical fo y, 
The ugliest craft in the world ! 


Do you want a toast a my lads, 


wor nan we sa 
hee i tite to the pasebering Poly, 
Wend + te her hulk, an sl - 
my 8, 
in 6 -eaet tones : 
"i May a storia soon send this confounded Poly 
To supper with Davy Jones.” 
Afloat, ziioat, is she worth a groat, 
Whzn the waves in heaps are hurled ? 
Poly, black Pol 
Fraud melancholy, 
The ugliest craft in the world! 








SUNDAY STAGNATION. 
Tue petitions in favour of pet Snieg closing of taverns have been so | 


as to astonish and ress the Legislature, at least, so wal ‘P 
told ng the friends of whe esale restriction. There are som: o | eauive 
impressed, and probabl | (w we 

ture that does everything. but meee Son these. Ss s t 


bodies that 


Little M 
a Member to 


y astonished and i 
the country, probably boasting | 


two or three hundred voters, have as much — 


the weak, hope 


the work and pay all the taxes, and are 
three or four thousand voters 


te 


to Ged, and't0 eve. 


kind of intellectual petivtty, found mostly in 
is not content merely to pay taxes go 
one seventh of its life destroyed by Act of | Anian’ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 


THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


‘11.—Hope Mr. Dawson, when he becomes Lord 
"Dubli in, won’t be too much occupied to look in here 
Irish humour too rare a quality in the present repre- 
| sentation to see without regret withdrawal of its richest mine. Since 
| the Major retired to look after his estate, no Member for Ireland 
| approaches Mr. Dawson. His is the rich rare humour which is 
wholly unconscious. 
roarious laughter of the House he, a few weeks ago, announced— 
| a propos des bottes—that if any man would lay a hand on Mrs. 








Dawson ee the Saxon. 


t. The shadow of the Se ctining 
e feels its maine Sits tn amy 


strikes ee suitable. As “a Member of the Municipal Cor- 


poration of the Metropolis of Ireland,” he stands forth and protests 
passed upon civic dignity by the arrest of a 


with folded arms and 
e immobility of a Continent. He cannot move 
Europe. But he swiftly moves the House of Commons to inextin- 
guishable laughter, which breaks forth 
narrative ney ss 
he eloquently denoun 
there is any treason.” 
We cannot spare Mr. Dawsow to Dublin. Why don’t the 


Mr. Heaty Lord Mayor, or T. P. O’Comyor, or Daty of The 
In quite another style Mr. 


| humour. By way of showing their mk to get the Land Bill 


against the insult 
Councillor at Cork. 
Mr. Dawson, standi 
not without anger o 


g, ‘I saw a man driving a horse,” 
police sniffing 


——— ee 





Members for two Sees abused 




























| O’Ketty dragged down. Presentl my Lymrxeton mentioned 
Manitoba a Fresh explosion the Gangway. 

** Just like a letter dlock, ” says Major Neus. who, being up 
in this sort of thing, was watching the experiment with 
interest. ‘‘ You bring a letter into and the 
opens. Lymineton says ‘ Manitoba,’ off goce O'KxLLY. 

Interesting to wah, Lord LyMINeTON manou when he 
discovered the secret of his strange influence over os ember for 
Roscommon. Whenever he came near the necessity of men 
Manitoba, he approached it A a circuitous route, ref to no as 


“this fine province,” “ this rich province,” — weg. 
f B Lord Desesans” and so on. Pibrations i the in the 
thunderous cheers and up- Kety torpedo at these allusions, but the 


pe me scene ended without an 
Business done.—25th Clause 


Dawson © ust step over| Wednesday.—Eyidently no use to deceive Mr. Bicaar. 
his dead body, A hee not | Sees the designs of the ares ce, and ing, as he 
the slightest notion that he | says, ie are does not hesitate to di 2S. 
pe em ape Se rh a ot eee the irish h dificulty wi rid of the Irish 

peo hus ee biceae, with his thumb in armhole of his 


in it,” ne Sir Wrt1t1aM Harcourt, meditatively 
Cc 


** A judicious scheme of compulsory emigration 
that wei 


makes “= 
y. We 
r. BusGaR. 


, shilition a exx. 






ASE oer 


Log his perso 


to hear me!” says 
wning brow, musing 


eroga 


r one this diffoulty 
of three, sai FD weckl act wo at'ae F. . over this difficulty 
about Free-Trade and Protection. If what is called a paemeers 

licy were to take the shape of exporting a few score HeaLys 
Heoeans to France or the United States, we should soon bring them 
to terms.” 

Giapstone disclaims Mr. Biaear’s sateeneciefion of emigration 
clause ; but it’s evident there’s something in 

Business done.—None. 


Thursday Night.—The of the Sandwich Islands looked in to- 


again when, in a dramatic 
breeze to see if 
yn make 


oice ? 
N emitted a great flash of 


ht. Made up his bey my, with his evening 
th ai f th i Has now been absent from Nie native soil for raya months. 
pes, y= te ay fam] o Inch There came over his sa’ breast a yearning for home and 


home scenes. Sick of civilisation, be ai for some of those scenes 


ia ol Mr. Ricnapson, of sa J manner among which he had bred. Having heard of 


mee him, complained that in | "at MF. ay Nee op tn by “goings on” of the Irish Mem- 
associa ou; struck 
/ iii Hon. stgmas nae wih he : y island home is far off,” he said. “I will go to the House 





_ Twesday.—Lord Lruuxeton be- 


What might have been. 


SS aa to hi 
portunity of idivaing a few so i See of a lecture, (origi 
addressed to ad reay weg mo 


PE acngpearg ae gE rly ited Ng She 


O’Kettx has a store of of articulate 
iatrgs, ut ana It is more 


y pronounced the == 
with a great ¢ explosion. 


‘I want information,” roared 










oc mont.” he arrived he agked for 
ILKE tells me as soon as he arriv me. 
‘*That Gentleman in the ine panes best wig,” said Sir Cuantes, who 


was showing him round a sg oe SepARER ; and 
that’s GLapstons in the summer suit 


** Yes, yes,” said KaraKava; ‘where's Tost?” 

Didn’t at first like this urgency. us. But 
Drixe told me the King had never cared for a cae 
” | ceeen, Heo Sine See So went up to the gallery, and had a long 


to wish he had never been to 
Krasitot. This question of = 


eustenhe) <o ¢ on the sivantegn Where's the pe the King asked, in his monosyllabic 
“en the OKuuy. 1 The; “ 8 gone away,” 
somewhereinthe| ‘‘ Cut up?” said at the “Ah! ‘ia 
arranged rs en up 2 


’ than The O’Ketry | Member he cast a li pie ty e upon. 
succession | the opposite benches, his w. < 

reserving presence of like like the mainsal of an old East 
ae he wanted. attentio 





|” Did ¥ ta: but left a 
a. PLayParn suggested this was not time to have it. The hearing Mr. et Ae but at» il a aie eocing wn 

















RQ eer | 
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|} om oab Pes! & 





get his Majesty away before, an hour later, T. P. O’Con- 
Nok woke up Mr. G King would probably 


not have the iér’s magnificent denun- 
ought that T. P. was an 


ember. 
aight carrying 26th Clause of 


ciation, ‘on poe ha 

imen o bp 
“"’Businese done.—fiah al 
Land Bill. 


Friday.— to settle fiatters for us. 
This jon four meas gn attention to the state of 
ublic business, and will show that its lamentable con- 
Jition is due te the of a Government that stands 
by the antiquated of Free Trade. Thoughtless 
Members landil thinking that this day four 
weeks the | will be of less conse- 
po f- the oe vee mae 
easan ans geateaeepon e hi us assembly 
But he he is'gute a iness arran ts must 

tot till then, he and Mr. 
a ae to take the reins of office 
from the trem’ grasp of an impotent and imbecile 


Administration, 
In the mean’ We have galloped through 14 Clauses 
takes a fair average with 


of the Land which mak 
yesterday. 





MAUNDERINGS AT MARLOW. 
(By Our Own Aisthetic Bard.) 


Tue ae languid, the ms quiver, 
shooteth his shafts of light, 
sare wroth with the restless river ; 
Sor the wash of the weir at night ! 


within him blenches, 
in the water bright, 

i loves of the tender tenches: 
And O for the wash of the weir at night ! 


The throstle is wooing within the thicket, 
The fair frog fainteth in love’s affright ; 

The maiden is waiting to ope the wicket ; 
And O for the pom of the weir at night ! ; 


The bargeman he knoweth where Marlow Bridge is, 
To pies of puppy he doth invite ; 

The cow chews the cud on the pasture ridges ; 
And O for the wash of the weir at night ! 


So _ from the roar of by: seething city, 


reposes much too quite, 
Hen to the Thames in a dainty ditty ; 
And Ore the wash of the weir at night ! 





= THREE BOB AND A KICK.” 


THE meaning of this mysterious slang expression has 
at length beewt been made tolerably clear. It comes from 
Oldham (pronounced “ Oud’am ”) in 

ae ag A oe a Sagivtestes 

have thing iike a 

definite tari of ute s for the fa- 

e county. A 


(pronounced 
bob”), but im case of excessive 


y fifty shillings 
of an oppo- 
= vent teeth not that ~~ < 

— > muc ue upon teeth, as tee 

a but because the assault was consid. 
“murderous.” Probably if he had maimed his oppo- 
nent’s feet, and so decreased the county power of 
, his fine would have been much heavier, 





At the Trial of the Pyx. 
ith aby his Lempricre classics). Money, my boy, 
Pactolus. Its — 
). Reminds one we, doesn’t it? 
d). Early feeb 


). Because it is pecans to be 


satisfied at having shut up that tic 
idiot Suitu for once. vey — 





“ROUNDING ON HIM.” 


Grumbling Hansom Cabby (to little Wagstaffe, who has overpaid him for a three- 
mile-and-a-bit journey). ‘‘ RATHER A LONG HALF-CROWN, AIN'T IT!” 
Wagstaffe (innocently). “Lona? On DEAR NO, QUITE nounD!” 


Beit, chuckling, 


FREE AND EASY TRADE DEFINITIONS. 


Reciprocity.—A system under which the millions of consumers in two 
i oe get the best of everything isays in each country at the lowest 
possible 

Free i Trade.—A which tries ote secigeosity, bus 
declines to tax one dee of Pa Bae Md others are or shetinate, 
and leaves and active class—to do what they are quite 
capable of dging—take ¢ ches of themselves. 

Retaliation. Pena er ne to pey through the nose for what you want, 
because se bour sets the ag ~ 

Coast- Guard .—Castles of Indolence in which able-bodied Seamen 
continually waste thet time by looking through telescopes at imaginary rum and 


Custom- Houses.— Places where officers are in costly idleness to rummage 
the dirty linen of sea-sick travellers. anet ’ 











The Race for Water. 


“* To cool the lips of Liverpool,” and fill her tubs and 

Great valleys, so the Tice remarks, will bo blocked up in ales ; 
And Manchester to Thirlmere How is it then we find 
That in the race for water only lags behind ? 
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PONSONBY DE TOMKYNS BEGINS TO ASSERT HIMSELF. 


P. de T. (who has had a little too muich—Music). ‘‘ Look nenr, M'nta! Brest 1F.I can stanp THAT ForetGN Rowpy oF yours 
ANY LONGER! HeE’s ALWAYS PITCHING INTO ENGLAND, BY GRORGE, WHERE HE MAKES ALL HIS Monry! He Yawns AND 
WaisTLes, AND Picks His TEETH, AND LOOKS AT HIMSELF IN THE GLASS WHEN LADIES ARE TALKING TO HIM. _DOESN’T CARE WHAT 


HE SAYS BEFoRE Lapies! Loox aT ’EM ALL FANNING HIM, AND LICKING His Boo1s! Makes ME sicK!! HALF A MIND TO KICK 
HIM DOWN-sTaIRS !!!” 


Mrs. P. de T. “No, xo! Husn, Love! He’s « Geyivs! He PLrays THE FLAGROLET BETTER THAN ANY MAN Livine/ THE 
PRINCESSES WOULD NEVER HAVE BEEN HERE TO-NIGHT, BUT FOR HIM//—AND REMEMBER, PonsonsBy, HE PLAYS To US FoR Noruine//!” 








No. hi bo d hi N d, 
THE BILLINGSGATE FISH SUPPLY INQUIRY. |** fd aboun 7% 884 Mit him to No.3, the Bender, & 


0 0 
No. 3 sends him to London, pays 1s. railway carriage and 
Tux Guildhall Committee seem to be ing their pertinent, or, z 
os seueh of Gos Win to think. their ut inquiries — ren, and sells him to No. 4, the Salesman, 
ene gg and ag a when poy wil ly y= pene No. 4 sells him to No. 5, the Bommaree, for about. 
occasionally a few sam- ’ 4 ) 
ples, leaving F of pans of ? Re eed Slices = his bulkier and heavier | fo~ : ~ He os . te 6, the F pr " , 7 
comtempenseias, tne § ° = age | And the Consumer is sold as well as the F i , 
**T have often and often had 5d. per pound sent me for my Soles, when the | 


Fishmongers were charging 1s. 6d.’ II.—Conger Eels are caught on the Irish coast. The people will 
‘I once sent Four Trunks of Turbotsto London, and they returned me 2}d. | not eat them, so they are iced, and sent to London. A fearful 
per pound for them, I heyy YE for them to be sent back, and the reply was whisper went round the room as to their ultimate destination ! 
that the Market had risen to 7d.!”’ | When it reached the ears of the two Aldermen present, they were 
“ We often throw away fort: to one hundred Tons of Fish that we cannot seen to turn e, and one of them presentl 7 Iti is to be feared 
“ Thave ted to" 4 my fish ‘Sicuatier aco are too ‘sharp in Billingagate for | ‘#t what follows will be terrible news to the Lorp Mayor and his 
- these § & too much f and bustle, and we cannot get in, let alone an then men ~y the truth must out, be the internal consequences 
see in our sold.”’ 

"at iphoto brn ihn rater” | end, the, Mantes and, Wart, Aldermen, Sherif, and 

There are two other matters that it would be difficult to ‘ m 
extracts, but which our heh submits as deductions v4 “al THE AWFUL-LOOKING OpJect THAT THE POOR HUNGRY IRISHMAN 
No. 1 is not by | DISDAINS TO EAT, IS, WHEN THE DEMAND FOR YOUR ESPECIAL 


evidence. 
to Salmon ; but it seems only natural | |uxury Is GREAT, AND THE suPPLY sMALL, MANUFACTURED 
receive the first consideration. 


The division of the spoil enumerated below is somewhat arbitrary |INTO REAL TURTLE SOUP! 
but the fact that what costs nothing to produce as an article of food 


ultimately costs the consumer 40s., admits of no doubt. , ral tisti 
I.—The Unnatural Eity of of a Salmon, weighing, say, 20lbs., from | jnst published, the ~—~ ? athe irik Agricalt 
he River to the Kitchen :— "* Champions ” ‘of every imaginable sort are—in a snse—" 
No. 1, the Catcher, che him out of the abe, and is paid £ s. d.| everywhere just now, but many of them, ite of their 
by the Fish Lessee, say. 0 0 6\* ourishing,” seem to be ‘‘ very small potatoes ” bona 
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YOU ARE A FISHMONGER!” 
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** EXCELLENT WELL! 


HAMLI 


Fish SaLesman (indignantly). ‘DO’ YOU KNOW ME, MY LORD?” 


HAMLET. 





“NOT I, MY LORD.” 
Hamter. “‘ THEN I WOULD YOU WERE SO HONEST A MAN!!” 


Fisuo SaLesMAN. 
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Mamma (to Mabel, who has expressed a desire to see the boundary of Sussex and Surrey). ‘‘Now, MaBet, you Ang tw Sussex.” 


Mabel (disappointed). ‘It 1s nor Pinx/" 


[Expecting to find it colowred like the County Map. 








BOWLED, SIR! 
(At Lord’s— Gentlemen vy. Players.) 
Gusher. Ha! our bold Cricketers —— 
Y Yes, but Ill trouble you 


To spell it in this instance with a “ w.” 
edt bit too bowled, T think. 

ic. ‘“ 
Gusher. 
Cynic 


your scorn by. 


Pray 
Bowled Bartow, 1,” must Fgh dashing Honnsy. 


The power of G 

’ Well quoted. All the same 

I'll cap it with ‘the magic of an aim,’ 

Prate’s, namely, at his wicket. 

Gusher. 
A Peate fire of such balls, backed 

_ Might try the Polyphemus. 

tc 


. Just so. Sreet 
Seems not quite shot-proof. 
Gusher clined to six end wilt ph ala 
es sevens. 
_ Thanks cat brid A. H.— 
Cynic. A. Hi. ! got Evans! 
Gusher. The Gentlemen have won, though, after all. 
Cynic. Well, in the mi contest, Bat o. Ball, 
Ball round. 


scores to-day 
Gusher. And in such weather ! 
Cynic. You see there ’s nothing, after all, like leather | 


-_— 


Puate is killing. 
up by Puurse, 
% 





The Intense Heat. 
eee Meee Now’s 


remit. 


t ile sipping an American 
ath teers nat ta sae 


hot ¢ any means... . It’s 

breaks . . . if it does, then take the cobbler without 

tight, more - ieed, well iced. King Pemmery for ever ! 
© more from me. Your Exmavsrep Cowrarsoror. 


A CHIAROSCURO COMPANY. 
Setpom, if ever, has living writer had him the compli- 
ment implied in poh A pen Ban Ay FL Ime 


* & Sooening Soviet is about to be started for the stud pay a4 
the works of poet Browntno, and the publication | Ay 
and extracts from works illustrating them. Students and cluiews of Ti. 


are requested to write to 
Hill, NW.” 


ALL, a student and admirer of Mr. 
understanding Mr. Browne's 
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OUR AMATEUR ARMY. 


AMATEURS, as a rule, are not 

| treated with much respect, but 
an exception is made in the case 

of soldiers. The very name—a 

| great point in a country which 
| worships names—is softened into 
Volunteers. A Volunteer, looked 
at philosophically, is a tax-payer 
| who having paid to maintain a 
standing army, tries to do the 
work himself. If the Volunteers 
had succeeded in reducing the 
ever-growing | i * 
their position weuld be all the 
more logical, but if a master 
likes to keep servants per- 





form their duties, that isa matter 
which concerns the master and | 
no one else. The Volunteers of | 
course, are only k for home | 
consumption, but the more nu- | 
merous and the more efficient 
they become, the more they re- | 
lease the regular army for filli- | 
bustering expeditions. 
enduring many years of official 
| neglect, contempt, and opposi-| 
| tion, they are now in high favour, 
| and before long may possibly be | 
promoted to wear clothes in which | 
tew soldiers can live in the sum- 
mer, and no soldier can work in 
any where. 





| Lynch-Law in England. 
* Tue prisoner is tried and found 
guilty by several hundred news- 
papers, and the Judge and Jury 
are only called in as a matter of | 
form. If they come to the same | 
conclusion as the newspapers 
(which they generally do), the 
are a highly intelligent Judge an 
Jury; if they differ from the 
ne apenas, they are quite the re- 
verse. This only applies to highly 
important and sensational cases, 
as commonplace crime is left to be 
dealt with in the usual legal way. 








PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—NO. 41. 
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“IL DEMONIO” RUBINSTEIN-O. 


As THIS ACCOMPLISHED BUT SOMEWHAT ECCENTRIC FOREIGNER I8 
SAID TO HAVE TAKEN AWAY ABOUT TEN THOUSAND PounpDs ENGLISH 
Corn THIs SEASON, HE MAY BE CONSIDERED AS NOT ONLY HAVING 
COMPOSED DgMONIO, BUT HAVING ALSO MADE DF-MONEY-O. 


THEATRICAL NOTES. 
Mr. Toorx has finished 


S Fr 
ae 


= 
R: 


afraid that his sprain 
than it turned out to 
piece which was substituted for 
the Colleen Bawn, he had to be 
‘* supported by the whole stren 

of company.” It isn’t 

we hear of anything like a lame 
performance from Mr. Dron Bov- 
CICAULT. 





Fish Dinners. 

Waite the City Corporation 
are daily engaged, not so much 
in trying to reform Billingsgate 
Market, as in struggling to main- 
tain their ancient and unwhole- 
some 5 mg the food 
supply of > s0- 

‘* Market” is as rampant as ever. 
Last month it destroyed seventy- 
four tons of fish, or one hundred 
and fifty thousand dinners! The 
fish was said to be unfit for human 

ood, but one thing is certain— 
those who brought it to this state 
are unfit for human society. The 
lowest savages that ever lived 
never indulged in such an atrocity. 

















A SHORT C 





pedestrian 
we extolled 


Q. A local opponen’ 
qualitied for untair 
“abused, threatened, and 
after which they nearly killed 





A. The crowd applauded J 
crowd cheered 
unpopular. The crowd abused 





Q. You can go, 


[= 


Henley Regatta.—“ Claiming a Foul.” 
them a tremendous reception. When Mr. Myers, the American 


beat all amateur records in 
him to the skies. And when 
pedestrian, started at Birmingham in a walking race—— 

named Wrart, was very we 
7 Veen f 
Mrmns.” Is it not so 
Q. And how do you account for it ? Th 
roquois because it won its money. e 

the Stewards 


money. The fact is that off Peper 


Sandwich trial; and for the Butcher 


at Henley we gave 


ewaggered off home to the West, 


ATECHISM. THE THREE FISH SALESMEN. 
Q. The on which | Taree Fish Salesmen 
the English nation chiefly | Off home to the West-end of London town ; 
prizes itself are Sabba Each thought of his profits with unctuous zest, 
observance, political purity, And he hemes he’d done so exceedingly brown. 
and fair play. Prove this. | For fishers must toil, and the public must pay, 
A, The first is shown by | To swell and support the Monopoly gay 
the Seats that on ey we The Billingsgate are owning. 
close = bedemaegy ll Three hungry ones sat in a garret high, 
a ty ym WR In a garret high, looking pale and 


”s meat was too dear for poor people to buy 
And a glut of good fish had been kept till it stank. 


third, when an American For the And. ; ? 
, poor unger, the rich o’erpay, 
pores, sroqueis, wen the To swell and support the Monopoly gay 
by we cheered loudly. The Billingsgate are owning 
When the Cornell Crew ap- i 





a quarter of a mile foot-race 


, the American 


rly dis- 
which the lovers of fair play 

Mererit off the track ; | f 
> At Be 


Torrid Travellers. 





of 
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PRECAUTIONS. 


Angler (to his Keeper), ‘‘ YoU SEEM IN A GREAT HURRY WITH your CiiP! I HAVEN'T SEEN A SIGN OF A Fish yeT—NoT 


A Rist!” 


Duncan. ‘‘’Desp, Str, I WIsNA A BOTHERIN’ MYSEL’ ABOOT THE FUSH; BUT SEEIN’ YOU WIS NEW TO THE Bustness, I HAD A 
THOCHT IT WIDNA BE LANG AFORE YOU WERE NEEDIN’ A LEFT OOT 0’ THE WATTER YOURSEL’!” 


[—— 








—-_ 


ORANGES AND LEMONS IN THE CITY. OLD PARR’S PARS, 


“ REFORMERS are unpleasant,” “ AnD what is your motto to-day?” they asked of the old Plunger 
Say the bells of St. Clement. on Wednesday. 

‘* Yes, that is quite sartin,” ‘* Dominic dirige nos,” was the reply of the Veteran, whose clas- 
Say the bells of St. Martin. sical education had been somewhat interfered with, in days gone by, 
“Do they want a sermon daily ?”’ by his expulsion from Eton. But when the news came that inte 
Say the bells of Old Bailey. had won the Liverpool Cup, hundreds of people who hadn’t backed 
**T’m sure I don’t know,” him pointed out the advantages of an early grounding in Latin. 

Says the great bell of Bow. 
~ rds are in a fury,” ‘* GLADSTONE seems remarkably fond of Tennyson!” 
Say the bells of Old Jewry. “He ought to. Didn’t the Laureate write a poem on his place ?” 
“Will az eave us in the lurch ?” “4 $id 

Say the bells of Abchurch. ** Yes, to be sure. Enoch Hawarden.” 

**T’ve a beadle and a clerk,” 
Say the bells of St. Mark. What beautiful thoughts and remarkable aphorisms occur to one 
** Those two a church fill,” in that delightful dreamy interval which comes after you have ceased 


Say the bells of Cornhill. profanity at your man for bringing you your things, and before you 
“But here comes Lord Onstow with Census, statistics, and stuff; | commence anathematising the breakfast gong. ft struck me this 
And here come the Tories—O Mores !—to say we've slept quite | morning that 


long enough!” Italics are to articles what rouge is to women. 

Simple, clear, straightforward, and would be doubtless full of 
GOVERNMENT AND GALLEY. trenchant meaning could I but discov er, now that I am wide awake, 
THERE is no certainty in a statement suggested by Sir Earpiey what italics are to articles, and what rouge is to women. 
yas — of on a . ee draw et the _ 

0 MUND GALLEY, who, a y-five years of exile unjust 

und ¢, is unable, from want of means, to return to England.” The Cat in a Cupboard. 
Nobody can be sure that the Government intend compensatin “* Toe Naval Discipline Bill will not be pressed this year,” but in 
Epaunp Gater for the transportation he was so long Seaheneel the meanwhile, says Mr. TrEvELYan, answering Sir J. Hay, “the 
to, Cd te nef Op mabe which he was guiltless, and has| Admiralty has sent round a circular to the commanding officers, 
received a free . An innocent prisoner who, after a long term es that compen! Pant should not form part of the sen- 
of punishment, gets freely pardoned, is expected as freely to forgive | tences of courts- ial.” Though, then, the Cat, in = Navy, 

ave wronged him. He has no action against his country | cannot oo away with before next Session, it will 


imprisonment, nor does it signify that for some f ears | remain then shut up in a state of suspended animation. Next 
the lot of GALLEY was no better than that Feadinaen . Seasion it will be let out of the bag 
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THE G. G. G., OR GROSVENOR GALLERY GUIDE. 


| No, 133. gowe: « o,* “ Dol i for You.” By Waprer Crane. 
No. 135. Ga ir A. B. Paget, K.C.B. By Mrs. 
A. Muncn. Writike it m 


No. 143. Budley Water. Same Artist. Surely @ misprint for 





| Puddley Water. 

No. 157. Within ot Without. By Miss Aw Hoe fim 
fortable interior, and an uncomiettalio exterior ; or 
| and ‘‘ Cold Without.” 

No. 159. Zhe Roman merge 


on BR. Weevetre. oe her 
enough rope and hang her—in the 


No. 165. The Aieerey, A 6 ah ee picture by Sir N, Paton, 
R.S.A. Everyone remembers rh saat the Missionary,” 
here ’s another on the same plan the picture— 


Once I saw a 


Til bow ae an eh i. 





No.175. Coekle- 
Gatherers. J. 
Parker. Of 


course an adver- 
tisement picture 
| for the celebrated 
patent medicine 
which Colonel 
Burwasy tried so 
successfully on 
the Native Chief 
during his Ride 
to Khiva. Observe 
the action of the 


Cockle-lorums yy. 175, ‘Qockle Gatherers. Panxer. Dedicated 
gathering for Pil- 


to Dr. Ooms and Colsnd Faup. Burwany. 
Hingngete Market: aot be, propossl fr Club where th 
r. PARKER any Club where the 
medical element 


t is powerful, or he is 
safe to be “ pilled.” 








+ 


No. 192. B England. P. RB, 
Morris, A.R.A. It Septenents a rider 
i ~ two horses on a blowy 
i o, © should have called it 


Pa. 197. re fan 
poy coun’ 


Daie by Murmuring 

Buxton Kwicut. 

, and a nice young lady. 

What on | has the stream got to 
murmur about ? 


No. 200. The Finding of Moses. 
Mrs. Kare Garprver Hastixes. In- 
tended for a Law Court Cartoon. The 
Finding of na would y _ eee 

to udgment 0 nie 
Hones seems to have been knocked into 
¢ cocked. fhe hat. Moses was a great law- 
cay and yet there is only one “‘ find- 
got Moses ” left on record. 
6. 222. A Portrait Bust in Terra 
Cotta. Didit! All we can say is that 





No. 200. Finding of Moses 


in a Cocked Hat, An In- 
fant Moszs without any 
’Air-on. Mrs. Kate Ganr- 


DINER HAstTineGs. 


pg the explosion ”’ _ MonraLBa 
v Pm = ut the pieces to- 
, aad a vat is admirable. 


gether, 
How well the Artist would . 


do a portrait of Miss Exten 
Terry in Terry-Cotta. This \) 

bust is really life-like, and 
among the very best things 
in the Gallery. Such busts 
ought to make a t noise 
in the artistic world 


No. 238. “ ittageachlaf 
By AnTuuR UOHES. 

















SHOT OFF. 


Dr Carver challenged anyone to shoot him for £500 a side. 


rie Mr. Ancure Stuart Wort.ey, 
aken! Dr. Carver,” curtly. 


And then the amateur, dis- 
paint- 


thousand. 
high this weather. Bat Dr. 
Carver found had 








A BIBULOUS COMET. 
Here is some news that will be 


Lawson. We know thatthe Comet, to judge from his a’ ce, is 
a rollicking blade who only comes out at nights, and like all hi 
friends he is of very roving, not to say 
would have thought that he was addicted to habits of intemperanee! 
Such is the case, however, as we gather from the report of a French 
astronomer, M. THotion, whose investigations are communicated to 
Nature. He says ‘‘ The m of bands furnished b by the Comet, 
so resembles that given by the blue spirit flame, that I consider them 
identical.” Blue spirit! The Comet is evidently addicted to “‘ blue |. 
ruin,”’ for his spectrum is that of alcohol. After this, no respectable 
person will be able to take the slightest interest in our visitor. 





KING KALAKADA. 


He’s reall . most intelligent wight, 

Who’s looked on many a wonderful sight, 

And travelled by day, and oe by night, 
O’er rivers and seas and dry lands; 

But wrongly, it seems, his gone we say, 

And print it too in a horrible way. 

He ought to be called King Kataxava, 

King of the Sandwich wich Islands. 





Change for a Sovereign, 


‘““TRAVEL where you will throughout 
the civilised world,” remarks a Ti 
writer on the Trial of the Pyx, ‘the 
British sovereign is always ised 
and willingly received whenever ten- 
dered.” Quite true even in the Transvaal, 
although there they call the Sovereign 
a Suzerain. 





Sandwich and Stout. 


Dialogue at Derby. 
‘¢ Cheese and Butter are natural foes.””—7imes. 


Cheese. Bosh! you're a fraud, a failure—vile and utter. 
Butter. You rank impostor ! ‘Prove it, if you please. 
Cheese. You’re tallow, caul-fat, ev om, butter. 
Butter. And you decidedly are * not 











“THE CHILDREN’S CRY!” 


Mr. Poxcu announces with the greatest at poamie pleasure that the 
contributions to this fund for assisti ever eae in 


chen.” oe to an “ ne =. ol fe ys phe at the cl of f Bas ee Ae (Jul ~ fe hy 
close w y pounds. 
Are ther hang —— emia of anid panied By the to mene up ase ara 
cg a Quite — ads | estas tbution tra ner aot 9 ven ee 
“ ’ yu wi very 
SY. t * 3G of Hee ed hem or the tous. ie iate mage A is oqpns) oe soon as ; 
and capirizetion Sot eee is Ae 
Mvsteat.—The Rosa Gold Medal at the Royal Academy of Srees thors ave gt bern beter 
Music was awarded te eee, See Dery ne oe fr 
A great deal of P’reparation was necessary - =” 








£2 To Conansrompewrs — The Editor does not old hinself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, * ancums aun dens hasanenaainseemeane 
stamped and directed envelupe Copies show ld be Lee 
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FOR THE HOT-HEADED. 


Dr. ie F. inthe arow ey :— mf men weed vince fms ferns, or 
ot reen eed dy their or rushes 

oy Dendees cobitens of some kind Fan of their Be 4 

fewer casesof sun-stroke. This reventive is within 


mld fewer tyre. hi re 


Japanese Fan-cy Dress. ps 


The Watering-Pot Hat. 


The Refrigerator 
Costume, 


ow 


The Borage, or Insider- 
Cup Hat. Mr. Leafy, 


In-fern-ally hot! 





A LAST Mian ApoUt EVANS’S 


— has been uppearing, now it nies gone. Bo 
sted the lays of our boyhood when, on the even- 
ches, we in Eton jackets visited Pappy 
toes in their vs nna too, which latter 
the skins reminds us of the celebrated 
SKINNER, model of oo standing at the door in hig 
sleeves, 1 and conducting a strict and searching i 


shirt- 
a inquiry in the following | ** 


sty! 

What have had, Sir?” ‘A chop and potatoes,” replied 
the gu 3 p and. potatoes, two-and-three. Any stout?” 
= ot “i would reluctantly admit, “‘ I had a glass or two of 

stout.” wo Ratan) is eig ht, t, be and. potatoes three-and-two, 

and eight 5 ~and- four KINNER with the rapidity of a 

* An them me og whiske ” Here the 

am ve Lekitate, sat then it ‘to him had had 
wo glasses of hesitate, key. ‘‘And water?” moe} 8 

severely, as if it were no ~~ attempting to deceive him. 

water,” replied the t aruite at his 


“y, 68, 
questioner’s 


** Chop toes, four- 

the victim would reply, triumphantly, as tho 

ont bie ” 

Halls eset hack you, sir; much Ly nt, 

ir,” and the < orowd 

Mr. Summ 
Evans’s; the sui 
of the 

Giese aed @ and Crow,’ * My Gabrielle,” by the choristers, men 


ay 2 Rae toad faster th five- and- four ; sy whiskies-and- 
-four ; and,”—as an after-tho ught,—"* an 
ad? tha t m2 
he was for once. * No, no br 
KINNER. "8 mine, cag-tu0 © exactly. 
guest was pushed forward b 
customers — = settle with the ealctatigblo 
times was ~~ a9 A 
ot its Kid, the eo was not the best of ste ki d; but the 
“ The Hardy Norseman” “ The 
and were most When Eve was allowed to enter 
ana bere, crore mt cajorable. | When Eve was allowed 





A French Eviction. 

“Tr is supposed that Dow Cantos was ordered to quit France in 
consequence of his attitude ata religious ceremony on St. Henri’s 
day.” What was his attitade? Probably , but not to 
be tolerated by a Republican Government, which, were it strong 
a such Sretendors to remain 


RULES OF THE RIVER. 
(As they Are, and ought Not to be.) 
Sream LAavUNcHEs. 


As you will go faster than anybody else, you can chaff those you 

hag | ce O poatent. Complimen: 
where few] 
them a 


t rowers on their cos- 
their hats, and how much they paid 
on rows. ee “That’s the real 

“ Hanton, look alive!” 

” ooh “Time, beg ral time! Look 


with his wife, or sisters, or 
-faster-than-they theory, 

are so dear to the b eppeaice 
kiss your hand, them 
Aquarium last ‘night, t, and 
over, and come on board 


baa f shot between the thumb 

it hit him hard pans, 
to accelerate his s pooe. 

regards an empty cham- 

it is, as a rule, too great 


compelled to whistle while 
bid a ~~ But don’t stop 


to 


Rasboard soull is cae 2 where the 
and tell ey with that in- 
mah ak dist ‘ou, that os 

a, Step end and sh im up Semanal, 

the te 10°15 train from Hampton Court. 
eery select in yous rhe al Avoid rowdiness. Fill your 
launch with quiet, ge who wear white hats with 
black bands on the Bae of thei of their i~~ who will toss for ‘a bottle” 
and will take 6 to 4 about anything so long 
‘ yet more about the 
Fh ge aa toe your trip. t them | be sively mo as to 
their hair, and their faces 


the sivas | ae w a 
positively lavish use of bismuth, kohl, soak and poud 


Sartive-Boats. 

Says that penitel Hi little work, The Rowing Almanack, 
by our 7; friendly contem porary and centemporansous friend, 
‘A row-boat must aon wh way toa we. bert- vd 
launch. Therefore you can do as you darn please. 


Row-Boats. 


you approach the river leave all vestiges of decen 
behind ‘Asbane yrumey es and probably are, an tn boea’by clenck 


oung man, and never: but fo: that. Row 
Ot batens which, tf tan teed ie ‘cin Brance, would bring the 
police upon you in 


fifteen seconds. 
sod is 7” said amen. Belong to @ good Club 
er it is a rowing one or not. The colours of 
I Zingari are tasty. Wear a ca) ap pope feme Should any- 
one ask whether you are enti do so, ask him whether that is 


business. 
i ect of of supiag is health. Therefore 
S the river-side, where you wil immediately 


blished 
he Field, 
So must a steam- 


bye; but still {1 tisa ok 


You are ne bl ter Ho come u ra 
. Seventeen atved and a 


ean do no one any Whe te a’ gud eonditien. "Ne 

ways with Barmaids ; and as “ swagger” gives you 

gortanss, yo tn tar ” cide” —tiver-2 , of course. 
(To be continued.) 





A propos pv Texrs.—An unusually hot knight,—Gir Dow\:p 
CurRte. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD 





=> \b 


RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


Genial Host (meaning to plead for poor Jenkins, who has complained that he can’t find a 


Partner). “‘ Let Me inrropuce Mr. JENKINS To you, Miss JoNnEs. 


Carp ‘Can'r BE FULL ! a 


I’M SURE YOUR 








THE IRISH SOCIETY. 
Tue Honourable the Irish Society of the City of London, seems to be a very fine 


specimen of an ——~ 7 that ha 
rather worse 

Founded some 280 y 
desolation and misery to 
set. to work with hearty 
— task set before 


ving done a good amount of work in its time is now 


to restore the Saunty 
years 290 it had been reduced 
will, and to have thoroughly accomplished the some 


of Londonderry from the state of 
y Civil War, they appear to have 


aut, Sage —_ all they yy created to do, they seem to have dawdled on for 


tena Mt © Coleraine, as if they still 
of nutriment co 
their adversity. 


‘ill'necded in City of Londonderry, and the thrivi 


in their mature manhood, the same 


therly nursing that was so necessary to them in the LS of 


Fancy subsidising the Mayor and Corporation of Londonderry with a few hundreds 


a year towards their 
own Turtle Soup, 
subscribing five pounds to this 
pounds 
of course 
aig a ay rng the + 
y paupe 

incident to their pros 
_ To such a pitch 


to to redeem i it rad them! gf ley! 


if they go heartily and thorough! 


expenses, fellows, as if the 

eapesialy 28 os Conger Eels are so plentiful in their ne 
School, and four pounds to 
to a flower show, and eighteen 
it absolutely necessary 


could not afford to Ln for — 
urhood, 
that that Boat Chak and and — 


pence a week to two or three poor widows. 
that some 20 or 30 of their number — 


ear 4 distribute these and similar miserable who 
community by relieving them from the duties 


of di aa was the Corporation at one time reduced by this 
cp ie ae Bs my that it is stated by the Governor of the | ask 
ir Mace, and the Irish Society were silly enenge 


a better spirit seems to be over 


y into the new scheme that 


Mr. Punch, with his accustomed generosity, will condone the past, and 


hopefully to the future. 


appears that some £5000 of their L 
Fishes and, by one of those “‘Happy Thoughts,” for which Mr. Punch is so 


is being submitted 
look 


annual income is derived from their Salmon 


celebrated, but which he disdains to monopolise, 
, te roposed to dedicate that amount annually to 
developing the | the fisheries on the South and West 


— is ‘said by those best qualified to know, that 
at Baltimore, and off the neighbouring island 
of Cape Clear, fish swarm in almost incredible 
quantities. Hundreds of vessels from numberless 


wah Fag Wear agg ah on ear to 
> alien bao poor Irish Ia m4 


A few have been su 


a gracious Lady, w very name breathes of 
charity, and in so careful and so wise a 
way, as to take the welcome help any taint 
of degradation. The is lent for ears, 
without interest, yable by instalments of one- 
tenth per annum. No one man so assisted has ever 
failed to pay his amount when due, and, Cape 


Clear, which a very few was a nest of 
re el 8 pons, 

rosperous and con 

ay cap they better educated, better a and 

better fed, but such a fase has come over 

habits oo makes them altogether a different race 


of 

ren": ape, $ Gentlemen of the Irish Society, you 
have such ity of condoning 
offences as one t seldom to Fee a 


sine Wan, ae Haat, Ce 


Your predecessors nobly nectenes the difficult 
and important task committed to them. You 
succeed to their ae goodly aie without their 
grave responsibili Show yourselves y 
of Bar nd name—the > Honourable the Trish § Society. 
t is not honourable to waste trust-funds in 
absurdity or extravagance 

It is honourable, most honourable, to assist in a 


—os wae whi "the ly of 
rishi food for A ate — ~ he 
2Leadon, wil tthe we fe enable founds 


ives from the 
Socnhes ade dh sawate cul taleeby tn Whiah the 
people of Cape Clear exited a few years ago to 
the comparative comfort and contentment 


now enjoy. 
May this Honourable and by a9 doing itself worth 
ie Fie 


of} its iyo 
THE COMING MAN! 


in the b 
Tue School Board Boy, who, according to 
the Times report, gave this as an answer in 
examination :—- 

“M Charta was ordered by the King to be 
beheaded. He fied “to Italy, at was captured and 
executed ”— 
ought to have received a special prize. 
clearly a Genius ; a us is above ere heed, and 








He is 


above all rules. a youthful Mrxrow, a 
comin ee or de test Romancer 
that land has ever seen ? e shall watch his 


career (if we *ve time and opportunity) with 
rowed He is a Genius; and =p m bg 


awfully school-bored Boy he must be ! 


Sentimental Music-Halls. 


Tue Coffee Music-Halls Association are paving 
the New Cut, Tamabethe with on intentions. 
Like ag = well- _ people who aes 

ar business w nothing y 

ve unk the grater part of their capital They 
for more, propose to on the Coffee 
Music-Hall without any Music- If 
the ‘ Vic” is to become 








entertainment is given toa working-class audience. 
It is not meat i by a Committee. 
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TENNYSON AT BILLINGSGATE. wo STITT i | ll Shee 
Wide {ul _ 
Taxe! Take! Take! ebiasiid ike 

Oh grabber of swag from the sea, Al ] — 
And I shouldn’t quite like to utter i 

The thoughts that occur to me ! ial| Hi 
Oh, St Serie Sechormen pow cy 

be Cae Sens tele a dey, 

And ill for the much-diddled publio 
That has through the nose to pay. 








li list ari 
To his villa at Haverstock Hill, 

But it ’s oh for the number of poor men’s lives 
Food-stinted to plump his till ! 


Take! Take! Take! 
Oh grabber of swag from the sea. 

But you'll render a reckoning one of these days 
To the public and Mr. P. 


or Fare SE Vv VeVyeY.l|!.D 





THE WATER FAMINE IN PARIS. 
Reflections of a Parisian. 

We have a Water Famine. 
Paris thirsts. 
When Paris thirsts all the world is thirsty. 
Ca po ya bh ; 

ais c’est magni, ! 
The Municipal ‘Arinistration counsels one not to 


@ 4 cere 


oo eer 


waste water. 
It arrives then that I do not wash myself. 

N’ importe ! 

I will cheerfully sacrifice myself for the good of my 
country ! 


P° SRE oe 








Royal Academy Holiday. 


Some of the leading Royal Academicians contemplate 
a yachting trip. There is some talk of purchasing, if a 
the oun Wik wall or oe if the owner will let, the 

well-known acht Latona. It will be re-christened the THE ANTI-SEMITIC MOVEMENT. 
have nothing todo wiki. It's s boautital ‘sea| Distinguished Visitor (asking the Boys a few Questions in Sacred History). ‘* Cax 
vessel,” writes Mr. E. L. S-mp-nwe, R.P.A., “ only it) YOU TELL me ABOUT THE PLacugs oy Eoyrr! Now waar were tury! 

goes so Rowley.” Small Boy (promptly). ‘‘Jzws, Sim! 











a 
of 
yr 
ls 
8 
e 
Lo 
y 
f 
ye 


. for land! German ite approves. What was that you said 
DIPLOMACY IN THE DOG-DAYS. about algaria and Saloo{ea : phe 
i Austria to Russia.— , naturally we want a slice 
France to Ger net spncneiee ge ng RW — a You can have Crectentinarte, you know—that is, if you 
Suppose I shall used to it in time! How about Tripoli? | °*%,8e* ™, of course. : , 
You don’t object Mme annexing it, do you? It doesn’t matter a ae a preent val emp: yours | it Pujsnria, A. Never ! 
straw about England—but how about Russia, eh? : . hn on ve tees th Kegland and G me eee he 
_ Germany to France.—Go it, my boy! Annex the Great Sahara, t of it hac eh? Vile pe me ty voahCooat 
if you like. Quite right, who cares about England? Russia says Mi ! i . — . owen Sena Magy 
bound—ahem !—to respect independence and integrity of —— to Ru at gtr v. villei Alliance with ont 
ire, St SUE you need fear no stupid eppesition Germany against us! Why, we’ve got private letter from Lord 
Reelena a Can she do a revolt in Roumelia for you, to S-1-s-Rr, act ly in i Us to wall into Saloni el do it 
ance to Germany.—A thousand thanks, mon cher ami! M.|20W- Germany is only deceiving you. e’ve got alliance with her, 
Rovstan ordered to Vick a quarrel with Tripoli at once. Pocene ali |too. Where are you now, eh? You ean stew in your own bear’s- 
ready. How can we ever y you? e, Muscovite tricksters ! Troops ordered to meet yours at 
Germany to France.—W ell, of course you’)! let us take Belgium, Frontier. Au revoir! 
won’t you? And give us written promise not to interfere with 
Elsass again, eh ! ; ; 
place Proieg ete eters fem oy Know, teh | (From the Ball-Room Conversation Book—latest Knightsbridge Edition 
thousand furies! Pardon me, ’tis the hot weather; but we must} I wrix never believe the Duchess paid only £10,000 for these 
this at once. GampBeTta agrees. Troops for | flowers. 
00 Orders to wait on Alsatian frontier instead. 
Have just made offensive and defensive alliance with England. 
oat do you say now? Vile beer-swilling Teuton! Vandal! 


as BS 


—— 


THE WAY WE DANCE NOW. 





BUSH eae 


but don’t wish ideri I think it would be a great 

? Alliance wi England) Why, i i lowing his brains out. 
8-1-sB-ny when he was at Berlin! i 

~eater | 
iy ory hone Wel . ning, in ret Bankruptcy Court. 
» never R 

mind, again. Shall wetake Bulgaria| There,—come into supper, and never mind the mortgagee. 
o few months ? es, it’s a fact ; this entertainment has cost the subseribing hosts 
Russia to Austria.—Our entente cordiale delightful! Such a sell hundred and sixty guineas a-piece. fo 
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ESSENCE OF 


EXTRACTED FROM 


THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


ARCH 





§-il-v-n. 
y. F. H. O'D-nn-ll. 


MORE ‘‘ FORMS 


T. P. O'C-nn, 


) M. Beme 8, Gl-dst-ne, M 
J. L-hy, Juste eb-rth 


Sir H. J-i-s, 





PARLIAMENT. 





H. L-b-ch-re. G. O. M-rg-n. J, Ch-mb-tl--n. 


F-we-tt. 


OF THE HOUSE.” 


(By Blectrie Light.) 


Monpvar, July 16.~T. P. O’Conwon improves as the weather 
fxs a fling ot Her Matesty's Dudgeon Rhian” he ste” time bas 
148 & a’ er "s ‘ ” e sa seas 
come for him to tell the House what abinks ot a eituined 
partisans ” 

“Ourious,” says Sir Winutam » * what wpe a 
| certain class of paige 1 J . If they ’re in the dock they 
| throw their at him; out of it (and in a safe place) they how! 

at Dim, 

Pity, I say, that a young fellow like this should throw away his 

chance of betoming a ble jocrit 


| Chelsea who knows how to select the softest part 
| and to mutter between clenched teeth ‘‘J’y suis et j’y reste.” 


| Gheaper. 


| to a coruscation of perorations, and still 
| night, when he rose at the app 


when Mr. Cuapiyy, in solemn tones, and wi manner, 
said, “1 will raise ny pope enee for all!” At the prospect here 
| presented, the spirits of the House went up, much after the manner 
_ of the thermometer im recent times. ing metaphorically, it 
| may be said that they stood at 06 in the shade. tion only 
temporary. Presently discovered that this was only a figure of 
| speech. 
 He’s like that confounded sunte om tho quill bost-ot Palias that | 
went croaking ‘ Nevermore!’ through I don’t how many verses,” 
| said Mr. Cuampertany. ‘ His ‘once for all’ will inly last till 


|" I wonder now if this is true. 
| tainly seems to want some ex 


y: 

Yah, young innocent!” says Mr, Brices, who rather imposes on 
the accidental circumstance was in the House a Session 
before me. He is always coming to me reciting nursery to 
improve my mind, as he says. But let Barees beware. I never 
condescend to that sort of thing myself; but I have a friend at 
of a human calf, 
This, 
by the way. 

‘Yah, young innocent! T. P., is not such a fool as he looks. He’s 
going to the States to lecture in the autumn, and he knows that 
there could be no better advertisement than a little bullying of the 
House of Commons.’’ 

** What ’s he going to lecture on? Good manners ?” 
JAMES. 

** No, Bashfulness.”’ 


said WALTER 


T. P.’s growth in rowdyism cer- 
planation, and a man must want a big 
price te purchase such a character as this. It’s not nice, and it’s 
not clever. Any cos' could do it better, and would come 
As Su Wureiw Lawsow says, ‘ T. P. O’Connor shouts 
at Forster as if the Chief Seeretary had led him to believe that he 
was go to buy all the carrots in his barrow, and had finally 
announced that he didn’t want any.” 
Business done.—Got on with the Land Bill up to Clause 46. 


_ Tuesday.—Giad to see Mr. Cari get a regular ovation to-day 
from the Ministerialists, They are, asa rule, a little hard on him. 
When he pipes, with whatever melancholy air, they refuse to dance. 
He prophesies unutterable things, and they laugh. He treats them 


ropriate hour of midnight, with his 
suit of sables showing under the mockery of his summer dress, 
there was the accustomed despair 

“Jeremiah with a fres 
Woopa t, his customarily 
saddened. 


But the anticipatory moan was ehanged to a shout of triumph, 


the end of the Session.” 


ey are not happy. To-| 


of 4 
h cages of Lamentations,” said Mr. | 
ul countenance growing suddenly 


All this very hard on Mr. Cuapiiyx, who is understood at New- 
matket to be one of the chief orators of the House—one who might 

| any day step into the shoes of Mr. Grapstone. Of course thefe is a 
‘difioulty abeut Mr. CuaPioyn lending Libera. But this little dis- 
| tinetion not clearly visible from the Heath. Lord Rosesrny tells me 
| that there is always a flutter among the jockeys, whether at New- 
_market or Epsom, when the stately figure of the Member for Mid- 
| Li ire is observed. Also there is much shaking of the head 
| and melancholy foreboding in the Ring. 

“* He ’ll be a blooming Premier some day,” the jockeys say to each 
as they turn to watch him. ‘‘ He’ll never care for ’orses any 
|more. He’s one of them gents as might be anythink. He might be 
| Admiral of the Fleet, or he might turn out the Dook of Campriper. 

He comes amongst us cos it’s gentlemanly. But he ’ll be a blooming 


Prime Minister, and will turn up his nose at . 

All this of course I hear at secondhand, and it makes a pretty 
picture to think of Mr. Cuap.rn carelessly walking about the Hea’ 
or watching the horses at Epsom or Doncaster, and all these e 
full of sad forebodings, turned upon his unconseious figure. But 
fancy Lord Hartrneton must be speaking metaphorically when he 
> the pecien s bring Ganadve — to weight by slanply lying in 

at nig t thinking ing of the inevitable separation. 

| Business done.—Last Clause of Land Bill reached. 

| Wednesday.—House begins to understand the meaning of Mr. 
| GLapstonx’s recent visits to the Durdans. He spent the tsun 
| holidays there, and on another occasion found the peace of the Sab- 
| bath-day by the deserted Downs. This ed some weeks 49, 
and hitherto no trace discovered of results of his new studies. But 
to-day he comes forward and, slapping the despatch-box, offers to 
| "lay 10 to.” on Lawson against RATHBONE. : ‘ 

“A good start for a young ’un,” Mr. CuaPLIN says, looking with 

generous sympathy on the novice entering on a pathway which he 
Fimself is about to quit. setting up an umbrella and a 
large hat next, and with a money-bag with . E, G.’ stamped on it 
will do a good business at Epsom.” ; 

| Mr. Wanton has his doubts on the question of law. The House 
| of Commons is not licensed for betting p even the high 
| station of the Premier does not put him aboye A 

“8 & 9 Vict. ¢. 109,” Mr, Wanton explains to Mr. Warrier, 

makes it for any person bet in any street, road, 
way, or other open —= lace. Such ould 
and public place, and here’s GLapsTONE 
into a bet by offering him tet odds. Why 
a poor man would be fined? 1’ll give notice of aq 
Mr, Waxrton, snufling violently, goes off to write it out, 

Business done.—Clean through Land Bill in Committee, except 
new Clauses. 

Friday.—Quite interesting to watch the greetings of Sir Wi- 
LiaM Hagcovst and Mr. Forsrer successive evenings on the 
|Treasury Bench. Young Hexsert who sits imme- 
| diately ind them, tells me he hears them softly singing the 
little hymn from Dr, Warts, beginning— 

“ And are Wwe still rt. 
And see each other's a 


It must be a dreadful thing to have correspondence of the kind ad- 
Queenan tome eminent men. On the whele, ForstER’s comes a 


| 6s 


} 
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. With Hancover animosity takes a concrete 
form. Miniature coffins cunningly carved in wood, are 
what the trusty postman brings him, or rusty pistols, 
in which the darkli eye Bg wend adown the barrel, 
could behold a “‘ som: Postage on these not being 
Lead in advance came a little heavy. Forster has 
merel letters, though not of a pleasant kind. ; 

ow isour time: Forster to live, or I te die,” writes 

the san -minded Hicxre. 
“ “ If e doesn’t mind,” says Forster, ‘‘ I would as soon 
ive.’ 

“Yes,” says Harcourt, even in these circum- 
stances of sad comradeshi put matters pleasantly, 

‘yes; but this sort of fellow does mind.” 

‘Business done. ~ Considered new Clauses in Land Bill. 


Bean SHtanlep, 


ArTuur Pewruryy Sraxtey, Bony Dec. 13, 1815; 
Diep Jury 18, 1881. 


Wirs clear, calm eye he fronted Faith, and she, 





- here c 
But inward and tuning bo, o gentle 


Most gladly elem hits better part, 





FROM OUR OWN DODDERESS. 


I wear that there is likely to be a fo Be pers 

petual dark-euourey Roem I 

ave noticed several te which have bees booed in 

a gorgeous tints. This is a step in the right 
on 


Why does not somebody patent a new f 
Really, the present ones in use are very one 
and old- fashioned. Surely some more romantic pe 
stance than india-rubber could be utilised for the 
oo of these valuable additions to a bachelor’s house- 
old. 


The fashions of irlettes’ snoc snoods remain unaltered. 


I am hard at work on my little manual, The Rules 
Skipping- Rope Sor the Nursery, so no more this wee 


Yours girlettelishly, 
Serra ANNE, 





A WORD WITH ALDERMAN NOTTAGE. 


Mr. Atperman Norrace remarked the other day, 
when trying a case, that he ‘‘was aware that asking 
a a Tuline-ectatebe for his number was like holding a 

red flag to a bull,” and he seemed to think that an 
= a sufficient excuse for a Policeman takin 
ntleman into custody for demanding his number. we 


if a Policeman is rough or impertinent, bullies some poor | . 


little street Arab, or otherwise misconducts himself, the 
we Aa bday to bring him to justice is to take his 
gt ooernin He > S That is the reason 
push s peotegiion io a red to a bull, and it isa 
crying scandal that ae should the case. It isa 
scandal also that an Alderman, acting in a judicial capa- 
should encourage and not severely condemn such a 
Sedine cata morarage 2 





Ninety-Seven in the Shade. 


PurLosopuens say heat ’s a means of motion, 
a» eT) ay doubt it may be, but, methinks, 
a steam-engine, so I’ve a notion 
I'll just lis quiet, aad ave forty wicka® 
‘ * Yes, but he won’t lie quiet after forty ’winks—that is, if 


winks are as unwholesome as most shell-fish, But perha 
this is not our contributor’s meaning.—Ep. — 





THE CHEAP ASTHETIC SWELL. 


(Showing ’ow ' Arry goes in for the Intense—' Eat, Therm. 97° in the Shade. 


TworEnce I GAVE For MY SunsHADE, 
A Penny I Gave ror my Fay, 

THREEPENCE I PAID For MY StRaw,—Fornin MADE— 
I’m A JAPAN-ASTHETIC YoUNG Man! 





LUMPS OF TURKISH DELIGHT. 


A sumpLE-minvED Bondholder, at the meapting convened to express confidence 
in Mr. Bourke prior to that Right Hon. Gen departure for Constanti- 
peg wanted to know “ when the Turkle Covers Governmans would bay four per 


Mr, Punch has much 


When the Turk gives up his fez, and appears aie bones the Boreas § in a billy- 


eock hat. 


es ese arm Meets wo nary goresenne in 
ofan esa 


in T PasHa are quashed, and the case is 
e request of Sublime Porte) in the Central Crim inal Court. 
** Keal Turkish Sherbet,” et 06 9, penny # gians, Freon the Mow Kent Mead, 


ecessfully introduced into Stam 
ving Dinsitor of which shall be tho Ghalkvul idee ©? * Company the 


shall be the Sheik-ul-I 
jewels, gives up i crate annie 
iA 


moon in 





Solving a Problem. 


A Tuoventrvt Contributor raised a question last which he seemed 
wipenty sapbte to aunwat. oe pape thee So now wh Moy Breage et oe 


print w hat rouge is to women.” An Anonymous, or ye eorrementent 


writes thus: 


the 


“ 


Tho 


Ifthe italics occur in a pretentious leading article, then, like 
the intention is to draw attention to the cheek. Ui nate types stoopid |” 
a, & some is wth stcacaal, ty on, bat 2 evidently applied to our 
tful Contributor, the Author of “Old Barr's Pass” like it. 
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A SUBTLE DISTINCTION. 
Jones (who is of an inquiring mind). ‘‘ AUN'T YOU GETTING TIRED OF BEARING Peorie say, ‘THAT IS THE BEAUTIFUL Miss Bewsize !’?” 
Miss Belsize (a Professional Beauty). ‘On xo. I'M GETTING TIRED OF HEARING Pgor_e say, ‘Is THAT THE BEAUTIFUL Miss Besize?’” 








7 a : the rhomboids, the astragals, the friezes, the caryatides, and. the 
THE HAUNTED MINARET. coalides, the tetrachords, and the harpsichords of the Royal 
A Whisper from the Pavilion. Pavilion a certain tall Minaret—the very tallest in the entire Pastry- 


cook’s Palace, which causes the architectural critic to NasH his teeth 
Ir was the most eventful moment of the eventful afternoon ; and | with a he gazes upon it; and that Minaret Punch knows 
He was nowhere to be found. to be Haunted. Who but he? To that Minaret Punch d itched a 


, “ = here is he?” cried, with his usual impetuosity, the Mayor of | Little Bird; and this is what the Little Bird saw and — 
srighton. 


eur . on us Scenr—The Haunted Minaret. Enter the Ghost of H.R.H. G—r, 
., Wherever can He be?” eried the Mayoress. P.R. Curly brown wig as curly as ever, but a little the worse for 
7 an is he?” thundered Sir Atpeat Sassoon to the Twenty- wear. Smule as sweet as ever, only a little ghastly 
Sixth Footman. ’ 





‘Oh, where is He?” wailed, in doleful concert, the Ladies who| _ Ghost of G——e, P.R. Doosed hot! Think I'll take off my wig. 
were being rapidly converted (by the heat) into water souché at the Rather try "if these white kid inex pressibles. Wish I’d brought 
Aquarium. —— re well ” ag: ob pew Ss Ve \ —- Se heat . 
** He isn’t here,” obse i ; *g | bit. ucky fellow. en they all cheered ! ange e mo! 
on. isn’t here,” observed the stout man in the jersey, at BRILL'S | oian't hiss hip. ‘They used to hiss oe. Conlometed Redieain! 
‘* Haven't seen him this quarter of an hour,” grumbled the great | Hope he’ll follow me up here. Tipe him the wink while the 

| Reco: allo 


“2 f Special Cetreapentonte. . or | rder was reading the Address. ! here he is. 

‘I have not the least idea where he can be,” urbanely remarked Enter H.R.H. Avs-rt Epw-rp. 

Mr. J. P. gen 

Seid an Bott, General Manager of the Landon, Brighton sud) pine. Hope 1 don't intrude ? Seventeen hundred. and cleven 


— ’t been ” observ: t :.. | steps. Rather trying. (Zo Ghost, bowing.) I don’t think we have 
“ hemi ” ejaculated the - Mr. ape cag nde = Pier. | ever “ until we “i (smiling) | ‘think I may be entitled to 
And then al ightonians. ; ‘s¢:4,. | Say, ‘'O, my prophetic soul, my Grand-Uncle.” 

Messbass pty ts rick Cricket Gab end he ates Wagnttites | Ghost, You are right, Grand-Nephew. Iam your Grand-Avuncular. 
and the Volunteers, the fi the rmen, the bathing-machine |42d—ahem! the Finest Gentleman in Europe. So hot! (Clearing 
women, and the governesses pupils of nine hundred and ninety- | #* voice.) My Lords and Gentlemen, I continue to receive from 
nine Boarding-Sehools for Young ies (commonly called Ashby | Foreign Powers assurances of amity and esteem; but I regret to 


Sterryites), all burst out erying and sobbing, and repeated in |have to announce that the exertions of the Emperor of AusTRIA 


lespairi cana against the ambition and violence of France have—— ‘ 
j Berm Hy er , : . 7 Prince (interrupting). I fully see the force and soprepristenaes of 
ys ry mt re ie - a a. - our remarks, Sir; but I might, perhaps, be allowed to remark that 
5 ae m& ie in | err U ; ; ; 
He isn’t on the land, | ee eo am beginning to feel rather dry. I’ve come a long way ups 


I i , tairs, 
And he isn’t on the sea. | Oh! where is HRH?” to have the honour of meeting Your R-y-l H-gh-ss. It’s rather hot. 
Ghost (sighing). And I f a very much longer way downstairs. 

But Punch knew where H.R.H. was. Who but he? There is, | It is hot {ene ! x * “i . 


hot ! 
among the domes, the cupolas, the pinnacles, the pilasters, the| Prince (sticking to his text). But some slight amount of refresh- 
buttresses, the pediments, the architraves, the intercolumniations, es, . 
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SUSPENSE ! 


HIBERNIA WATCHING FOR THE GOOD SHIP LAND ACT. 
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Chest (pettishly). There; you'll find a cold roast chicken, and a 
decanter of euracos on aside-table. The Master of the Household has 
pe my to place cold fowl and curacoa in all the rooms of the Pavilion 
every day throughout the year [ Two minutes for refreshment. 

Prince ( 


Koalvely lighting tf has Laferme, and handing his case to Ghost). | P 


ames | a 
host (indignantly). Geek gracious, Sir! What do you mean? 
nasty, ungentlemanly habit! I wouldn’t make Dr, Parr 
av Lreign Hunt used to smoke, like a 


ee Lzeien Huwr’s Legend of Florence 
beer in ibe Rubens feom, at Windsor, before my Father and 
ren T wa I was quite a boy. 
Hm Hont, at the Royal Castle at Windsor ! 
Prince “iacghing) Yes, poe old Leren! He called you a Fat 
Adonis once in 
Ghost teseitediy), o didn’t ! He dared not say I was Fat, Sir! I 
wasn’t fat. He said I was an Adonis of Fifty. And I was an Adonis. 
But Vicarny Gress trounced the rascal with an ex and 
ELLENBOROUGH fare dan nit “ Horsemonger Lane Gaol. Was the 
seamp hanged, ev 
Prince Gaal, Moe at ‘il, Sir. Leten Hunt died in the 
of a handsome n from the Crown—a grecetal recognition of 
t ceupenantion for his sufferings. 
Ghost. Fiddlestick! Give me a pinch of snuff, Grand-Nephew. 
My nerves are quite upset ; and I’ve left my box down-stairs. 
gs vase (onngeen (waggishly). We ‘don’t take snuff in the England of to-day, 
snuffing to be a nasty and not too gen 
i mowerel, I hope you still put away 


resto I i 
am or my" 
your : oe of bottles after 4 inner. 
glass or two of —_ at dinner ; a glass of claret, 
or 20, after-dinner ; perha a little Apollinaris and 
— a we go to 


y 


gins ASTLEREAGH told me so yesterday ; BILLy 
TT ie “Old Baws Bags agreed with him. Let us change the aren 
tion. Who’s the Champion now? I don’t mean Drmoxs, the man 
in armour who rode on horseback into Westminster Hall, between 


WELLINGTON and AneLEsga, when I was crowned ; but the Corinthian 
Cheaney 
Wretling and Lewn-Tennis Champions; but I know of no Corinthian 
"Ghost (amazed). G gracious, Sir! Is the Fancy dead ? 
the last m S aad we neatly have the Pr-ne-ss and I 
been fleeced rg That = Old. nglyshe Fayre” was a caution. 
é Fell, TATTERSALL’s—— 
- Ghost (stam his foot). ‘Confound your Tatrersatr’s! The Prize 
in: 
oM yo Gutty, no LaNeaw, Any Bextasco, Dutcu 
, and Motywevx the B 
at degenerated into a 
y exhibition of fraud dism, has long since been 
prohibited oy Act of Parliament 
ny. 5 (in his most sensible manner). ow pls ns ting has 
r of ; and bull-baiting, badger-drawing, = rat- 
Sepen Nephew, now that the prin- 
in my time 


rince ( puzzled). The what, Sir? We have Rowing, Cricketing, 
ig Not at oe Re been to at least a dozen Fancy Bazaars 
t your bazaars. I mean the Ring. 
: a (semaine Be the Prize Ring, immortalised by the glories 
0 
Prince Prize- hin which 
(gravely). e-te ting, 
Ghost (much disturbed). And eock-fighting, dear old a 
A most elegant and refined Eng- 


races and all the theatres. I dine out continually. 1 
Views. Ihunt. I shoot. I take the chair at iy, 
am a y bored; but , get he - the fn thy as we 
can. I lay first stones 7 om tals. I travel a good deel: 

and, with the exception of Australia, | may say I have been all over 


Ghost (incredulously). All over the world ! Why, } 
Paris in my life; I was nearly sixty when 
Calais on ag way = A way 


vores 


ae 


1 


worst yap le 

rst landed 
Aren’t you afrai atraid of the Radicals 

while you are away ? 

Gani of anything to speak of, just now, in 


iy). o. I see! Fas admirable eyetem of policy oo 
the fan LDONS, re, my ASTLEREAGHS, and my LIvERPOOLS 
you all eat Conzerr’s corn and drink 

There, young Sir, I have de- 

eommon, 


ve got their own 
ou and I have nothing in 


or 
Something as a | these 
That is our way of doing things in 


— (dani) “Which accounts for the fact that pes land is 


Prince ( Little enough, Grand-Uncle. 
Chat oazig mag ed Go se Go 


irae’ View’ Views, ae Fay nee Concerts = 
‘elo and your . ennis. (So 
me your hand, Bertre. You’re not a 
autres meurs, I dary see ) I wae me, from your "Nan 
an eageriy)—just one ore we part. 
sl like ham Ft, Fair, whee ? 

Prince (laughing). Hare is a packet of the lect phetes of the 
Beauties of the Day by Bassano, Extiorr, and Fry and Dowwsy. 
7S Bere al Grand Nephew leisure. ‘Ta-ta! Grand-Unele! 


oe, hew ! : 
anis lodious Twang, attentively examining 
Py ody as he disappears. ie ae 


to — — SS 
= Romeaee, peat 

ar hittle.) Weil, 4 
fellow. Autres 





LATEST FROM BULGARIA. 


VA ly « 22nd.—Prince ALEXANDER has just this moment 
A and Revised Edition of nf his Addons to the People. It 
Trseeen that it contains some my duty to Pee 
iy owe it my to put to 
wllinethoth he be ae 
y 
Sekiee hadlon'ee uedondl 
Yor you to wotuth, Guy enower bus tho sight 
lar , a, eles 
against the test chance of an adverse verdict, I took 
the ve some of the advocates of your free 
Constitution while others, entirely without my know- 
were and stabbed in the S ublic streets. Under 
I am truly pleased to congratulate you all on 
unanimity with which you have chosen to accept 
go ee ge place of those P 
enlightened 
my own dev 
that oath to your Constitution which I took at my corona- 
4 pot bet Ah 
my u! convoke 
tetives of this country, and tell them w I want them to vote, 
pm a ll they will immediately proceed to vote y. 
and’ perseverance will be the distinctive characteristics of 
m ernment. With Dy Ady, Fe ih. 
crdered the Sato Prison at Sistora to A, an extra 
su or inconvenient ots. 
By of cotion fo Bulgarina, Atrocs Nee yp pepected that England, which has an 
objection Eales, Asrock ties, would have felt a little hurt at the 
suppression of liberties 
bit of it—witness tho most satis 


VM gah ce. Nota 
of the British 

Consul to add éclat to this p 

the persuasions and 


leasing soma when a People yields up to 
bayonets of its loving Prince the freedom which 
it never deserved and is too cowardly to defend. 


ALEXANDER. 








JULY NOTED. 


Cup Day at Goodwood, 








Irish s Poverty. 
Sanam Brewnanpt has been in Dub 


Birmingham, in Liverpool, in ny ny 
important own Brit. in pee or 


trodden condition 


SEASONABLE ExjJoyMENT.— Ocean cum dignitate. 


receipts eq 
owing to the - adhe 
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SALOON CARRIAGES. 
































PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 42. ey ne Pomme 

Tae great advan of ; now great pa- 
Salven, Cenpitees 40 eolten f triotic ery. We have all been 
the safety of } from Prada mapieny gs es 
murderous attacks been our cry now be Back- 
made manifest in America. wards! Free-trade has 
Murders take place in that AS. done all that was expected of 
happy country, as they do in “fw f WORT it. Let us return to Protection. 
England, but t is no pri- Mi lkve ZO : awe —— 
vacy, no mystery, no i t gave rent, 
ruffianism about them. What the manufacturers bounties. 
light of day. “A band of six to Fam out of lending string, 
ight o! y. six run 
or more marauders enter a Gas has not behaved well. 
saloon carriage, and begin by | us return to oil-lamps and 
shooting the guard or con- | tallow candles. yy 
ductor. To stop the train they much to answer for. us 
shoot the driver, and then return to stage-coaches and 
they request the passengers the waggon. Tele- 
to give up their property. and T have 
Unters dptates Sy ents Se r the Pom neil 
veller who turns back upon writing. Before 
the ruffians with con fangungy is 9 Ching ot the post. 
they abstain from let us return to quills, - 
murders, and leave the train oe and twopenny postmen. 
of saloon carriages at the ewspapers—the ones— 
earliest possible opportunity. have done more harm than 
The beauty of this system is good, and are multiplying in 
that the officers of justice a way to alarm the thoughtful. 
know what they have to do, Let us go back to Stamp Acts 
and > a When they come and Paper — # England 
up Wi ruffians, they pro- was something a ae 
bably shoot them then and when it was content wi 
there, and, in any case, they | Punch, John Bull, and the 
do not tell them that anything | , Morning Herald, price six- 
they may say will be brought — pence. If we can only revive 
in evidence against - Me — the T Millennium, who 
Every ruffian who is alive i ail yyy ; knows mayhappen? The 
twenty-four hours after the aarti alll M ¢ k United States may return to 
outrage, will live like a hunted Yy/ WY Z WP ™ their allegiance, apologise for 
tiger. This gives the news- Wi, Bunker's Hill, and help us 
papers very little material to A!) MTT ny to put a little life into our 
play with, but it delays the heady rickety colony, Canada. 
passengers the least possible i aaa ag atin 
time on their journey. SIR HENRY THOMPSON, ee RE ET 

— Great ARTist-SURGEON, WHO SO WELL I8 ABLE TING AN OBESE AND - 

Tae Intsh Lawn Bri..— To POINT A PENCIL AND ADORN A TABLE ? TATIOUS BILLINGSGATE SALEs- 
Three Commissioners at £3000 First In THE Ranks oF Men oF Licut anp LEADING, man.—‘ Oh art 
per ann. = £9000. Not yet paid. Ovr Best AvutHoritry on Foop AnD FEEDING, thou fleshified !’ 








WHAT SHALL WE DRINK ? 


Dean Poncu,—During the late “ hot snap” everybody has been 
asking this question. People generally seek something palatable as 
well as thirst-quenching. No, Sir, if we must drink at all, let us 


drink something nasty. 

Do you favour a drink? Try tepid water in which sorrel 
has bees — ~" apo walked miles on it. To La who dislike 
acidity one p' is an im t. ia, again. 
Nothing is more cooling than fa. Taken in skim-milk it will 
assuage the most raging drouth in the twirling of a mophandle. | 
always row on : i eak toast-and-water 
with a dash of is an excellent thirst-killer. Keep it by you 
when you have to work in a close room on a hot day, pos Tradl Barre 
drink half as much of it as you would of iced claret cup! Oatmeal 
and water is inexpensive, but three split peas steeped in a pint 
(some prefer a quart) of rain water makes a ‘i 
which you may drink any quantity without serious results, save 
perhaps a little temporary stomachic revolt, which prejudiced peo- 
ple are apt te onl semsee. It is a great mistake to condemn s drink 
yecause you don’t like it. Drink on till you do. When I have to 
work extra hard (say at solving scroatica) and rmometer is 
above 100, I coneoct a beverage which I potato-squash. It con- 
sists of a scraped der steeped in a bucket of soapsuds, and 
flavoured with a of snuff. It is most cooling and stimulating, 
and I have solved more Soci on it than on anything else. 


[ hope, Sir, that these hints may be of service to toilers, pedestrian 
and otherwise, in this torrid weather. 


When the mercury rises high and the 


f | label on it. 


| A GLUT OF GREAT NAMES. 


| Erruer a Parliamen grant of money, or, if that be denied by 
patriotic economists, a public su ption must soon be requisite ior 
| patrioti lic subscription must soon be te f 
‘the purpose of affording a chapel-of-ease to Westminster Abbey. 
| This, not indeed, to accommodate any excess of congregation above- 
ground, but to provide room for the remains and statues of the illus- 
trious defunct, with both of which the interior of the national place of 
'sepulture and commemoration is already inconveniently crowded. 
| The glut of soldiers, statesmen, historians, poets, and distin- 
| guished writers, serious as well as comic, whose mortal 
ing so copiously as to render 
honours to them a difficul 


| immortal y poner oh. y on accum’ 

| payment of sepulc’ and monumen: ) ‘ 

| of space, is such a credit to the nation as to reconcile Englishmen 
the expense. But wouldn’t cremation assist us? A in 
Abbey would then mean simply a few inches for a small urn 





How it Strikes Us. 


“The reports from the iron districts have become favourable without an 
exception. ... The men employed at three of the largest iron-works in 


Cleveland have struck.” —Daily Papers. 
Tue Iron-works p , on all sides one hears, 
That pig’s much in and trade better appears ; 


But the men have gone out—they remember we 
In the face of such weather, to strike while it's hot | 








p ; r , es in sun-glare blink, . 
But ann yet ‘Gahen Copan desu cis a Loup Cxoxconnr, the Captain of the Landa at Wimbledon» per 
A d , . . . . among - 
nd never whatsoe’er may chance, drink anything that’s nice. man. There’s a Landlord for you! But, being such a mighty fine 
Yours, &e. N. Oopte. | shot, wouldn’t he make an illigant Tenant ? 
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“THE SERVANTS!” 


Footman out of Livery (to Coachman). “Wit, SMITHERS, HOW ARE YOU GETTING OX ! 


You RE orF soon, I suprose!” 


Coachman, “‘ Wit, No; I’M A-GOIN’ TO SEND OUR PEOPLE ‘ABROAD’ AT THE END 0’ THE MONTH, AND THEN WE SHALL HAVE 


THE ‘OUSE TO OURSELVES, AND—WE SHALL SEE SOMETHINK OF YER PERHAPS!” 


[Her Ladyship making her appearance—Tacet / 








TRILLS FOR TEETOTALLERS. 
(Inscribed to Sir Wilfrid Lawson.) 


Waar ’s the best drink in hot weather? ’Tis a most momentous 
question, — 

And a full investigation might result in indigestion. 
Natheless I go forth undaunted to indite a Bacchic hymn, 
And to try whate’er is tempting in the form of Summer “ stim.” 
Horace by Bandusian fountain sang the praise of water bright, 
But he added ‘‘ digne mero,” and methinks the bard was right. 
I’ve a great regard for water ; it has value to my thinking 

a cool means of ablution, not for purposes of drinking. 
There ’s a happy combination makes a most seductive thing— 
Gin and soda, ice and lemon—euphemistically ‘ sling.” 
While a liquid guite teetotal will go down as soft as silk : 
Let the ’s effervescence foam upon a glass of milk. 
Renae -quethes, ehisheey-coektnlio—ell in turn are pleasant, very ; 
And Apollinaris Water goes extremely well with sherry. 


If preferring humbler fluids, you a mighty bowl would quaff, 

Beer and ginger-beer commingled will result in “‘ shandy-gaff.”’ 

Ginger-beer, too, mixed with cider, as our Volunteers can tell, 

Makes the pleasant cup called ‘‘ Bull’s-eye,” Wimbledonians know 
so well. 


At the Oval they make “ Hatfield” to reward a clever catch : 
Wot ye well its imbibition often makes or mars a match. 
Lemonade, with just a dash of Angostura, quenches thirst ; 
One ice-cream dissolved in soda is of coolers not the worst. 
Yet, amid a thousand liquids in which thirsty souls delight, 
Apwrov piv t8wp,”—PINDAR very possibly was right ! 





A PROTEST. 


We, the undersigned, being in all probability the largest con- 
sumers of Real Turtle Soup in the whole City of London, hereby 
most emphatically—we had almost written greenfatically—protest 
i terrible insinuation contained in your last number. 
Our long and large experience enables us te say, with a degree of 
assurance, the result of earnest, nay, solemn conviction, that there 
is a certain exquisite scrumptiousness and geepueumiens about 
Real Turtle, that never has been equalled—cannot ualled now, 
and, in ali human probability, never will be equalled ; and to 
endeavour to persuade us in seasons of scarcity and consequent 
tribulation, we are imposed upon by such a truly awful substitute 
as Irish Conger Eel, is to stab an almost mortal blow to the highest 
form of enjo t of which our nature is capable. . 
You can be but little aware, Sir, of how much your terrible 
suggestion has interfered with what constitutes to us one of the 
principal charms of life, nor how much internal discomfort has 
already been ca Whether the highly distinguished gentlemen 
who contract with us for our copious supply of Fine Lively 
Turtle, will consider it desirable to consult counsel upon the matter, 
will, we believe, depend upon your insertion or not of this solemn 
rotest. 
y (Signed) Bensaminx Gospet, Alderman and Pavior. 
Stymie Woottytune, Ex-Sheriff. 
Owen Wornorr, Clerk to the Worshipful 
Company of B. llows Menders. 
I wilfully indawses these Fax, countersined, 





** Ropert,” 





MILK ABOVE AND MILK BELOW. 

Tue Aylesbury Company hegan business as milk-dealers, and now 
they cbettion on teeeaitoeae, they are prepared to supply 
a very nutritious imitation of human milk . Perhaps, before , 
they will supply the milk of human kindness ? 
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BREAKING THE ICE. 


Alderman Gobbins (with friendly wink, to our Yi 
you pon’T noRFEN Git TurTLE Bovr, younc Man, J xwow!” 


Poet). **1 say, 





ON THE LAWN. 
( Goodwood, 1881.) 


Mrs. Lankastre Gayte. Pray enjoy yourselves as well as you can, 
good people. But, dear me! wood is not what it was. It is 
quite invaded by the lower orders—by the canal. 

Miss Harley. Bad as our dear hostess’s English is, it is better 
i her French. 

Mr. Albany. Tt couldn’t be worse. But in this case the mistake 
was ‘oe for her father was a bargeman on the Basingstoke 
Canal. 

Miss Harley. Really! I always thought he had been a convict ! 
How did he make his money ? 

Mr. Albany. Thieving, of course. No man can make . ee of 
a million honestly. pat what are om fal fellow- ests say 

Miss Torrington. Dear, dear Good Tthink Te I Shietly like it | 
because it is the end of that arcitel™ on “season.” And really Society | 
exacts so much from one nowadays that it will be quite a comfort to 
Yaad able to sleep, and not have to dress more than four times 
a Gay 

Miss Harley. She is a niece of old Garrr’s, and what Society has 
exacted from her has been to drop in once or twice in the evening 
after her aunt’s dinners, a pic-nie given by a third-rate solicitor at 
Burnham Beeches, and a couple of dances at Willis’s. As for 
dressing jon te times a day, if she had four dresses worth looking at, 
she would think re nearer heaven than she is ever likely to be. 

Mr. Albany. Well, she is well enough dressed to-day. That cool 
cream and delicate olive-green are—— 

Miss Harley. T: Court Road, if not 
man will ever heey =e! the mysteries of dress. 
say to their wives, * ear, 1 
marked thirty-five chi 


ware. But no 
have heard men 
7 a ogee dress in a shop-window 
y t was “lovely” 


| was the 1 ae hy five culling mn. a oan out of a shop-window ! 


Mr. Albany. All the same, it is wonderful how the lower middle 


| class girls do make themselves so well-looking. But why is Miss 


| sovereign to pass your lu 


Torrineton here ? 
Miss Harley. Loo Torrrxcton? Because Loo Torrreton is 


twenty-six, and her — ¥ wants to get her married. 


Mr. Albany. Money 


Miss Harley. Not a Senay Her father is in the Custom House, 
opens your trunks, I suppose, and rumples your pet things if the 
man of your party is too mean or too foolish not to give him a 
, and she is one of eight, and all the 
boys have gone to the bad "course, if she marries, which some- 
how those women with red hair and — eyes— What ? you thought 
her like Exten Terry? She is more that jockey there—manage to 
do, it will be one less for her aunt to keep. I don’t know why it is, 
| but one has to look after one’s relations. 


Mr. Camden. It is our national sport. The love of horse-racing is 


NDON CHARIVARI. 


| inbred within us. I adore it. My Mecca, my shrine, the town I 
| love beyond all others is Newmarket. 
Mr, Albany. Where a Civil Service clerk with a apatend and 
ey pounds a year is naturally in the habit of 
, Portsdown. Of course you were at Ascot 
, Santen, Would I miss it? Rather would I ene se phe — 
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po Dawe from Royal Ascot,"though \ eae. vous 
I Soe for we Y a4 stenguns cull terribly, and 
it net ‘toe Ca Powe, I don't know where my monkey on Mendes 


r. “Albany | Jerry "poce). From Somerset House, if you 


ha to be out. A monkey! He wasn’t ‘at Ascot at a 
yt on Petronel for the Cup. 


mt hy , Mr. Campern, that you are a dreadful 
“i Camden. Jus it. It is the fault of our family. 
_., - Ana Anns tha family! He will of the family 


irs. Lankatie Gaye Law, dears, here is the Prince! How 


Mr. Camden. you see his bow to me? He has a wonderful 
memory for 


Miss He He has had ities of Mr. 
iss Harley. 2 nee ee Oh there's 


} cape fre yg like his— in hai 
Oe bes ot Avperver ! - 
an, 4 

Mr Albany ape by . beauties ; but she 

wear hee * deabadedordecantegt snappy ” on 
¥ Pine that her enpeet 

ii. don No.1 ee St oe op safe ; 

tor in awe ieee, six or seven people oe ae at 


tod inten of eos 
_ Mr. ao Feminine jealousy. You would give your soul to be 


received a higher education, and been 
taught t talieve the that I have no soul, possibly I would give what I 
ven’t go 
Mr. Albany. There ’s the horn! 
Miss Harley. 1 ow we must get up an interest in this stupid 
racing. Thanks. ‘Yes —three dozen to one in long gloves. 





FROM OUR ASTRONOMER. 
War news of the second Comet? I’ve got none, Sir. You reties 














me to go out in the evening and be sure take a I 
- ff. too hired 

\\ ; — : strong ones. I’ve 
VANS | | a n out night after night 


2X | — / 


and taken my glasses 
stronger and stronger, but 
I can’t see that second 
Comet. Where is it? I 
tried to see it ays Green- 


wi Ww the 

tory is, also the Trafalgar 
8 ’t dine at the 
bse: , | was com- 





: delightful fish ‘curry 
at WINGeROVE’ 8, Think, as 
hot as the Comet. Glasses peak too strong here. Pommeny, 


74 or thereabouts. Deligh os oe saw'a lot of thin 
that baleony, but not ey Comet. gg ogy at bps ro 
Court. Sapier’s Pommery rather stronger, ba 
though we we toy it in ums, I Br ‘the Comet, 
the last train. Where is the second Comet? Let me ieestle 
you hear. Lovely weather for the river and sea-side. Shall try 
and get a glimpse " it from the sea-side. 








“THE CHILDREN’S CRY.” 


Tue Punch Fund for this Brig inert Pameh ha 
“ 


object now 
amounts to over two hundred ktmye oe ue ip erates 
pleasure in announcing that a been enabled 


aid towards the expenses of an outing ” for the nT. a: in ls the moe 

populous and the poorest quarters. At St. t pla of outings 

they have tried what appears to be an exellent plan 

= nm 4 in phe on the Les peru the i a age 
TKINSON’s Pamphlet = e subjec manages vea in 

the country instead of ~ But, i in this weather, if a it’s a 

day, what a real holiday to the children ! 





£@ To Corrusrowprrts.— The Editor does not hold hi:nself bound to acknowledge, return, or 
stamped and directed envelope. 


yfor Contributions, In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by @ 
3s should be kept. 
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WEATHER PROSPECTS, 


Rather Fresh and Glass Rising—a Light Breeze, Glass Folting--Bteray, with 


Cool, but " with some Showers. muc 


Very Sultry—Electrical dis- 
Tettunens of the Hair. 


ie 


A Strong Gale, then 
settled. 


Dull, with marked depres- 
sion—Cool and Fair. 


RULES FOR GENERALS ON THE RETIRED LIST. 


(1.) Taey will !¢ allowed to retain the seats they have 
for in the Service Clubs, and will be 





the F we ve not yet seen. 
ARRIS’s Youth comes out next Saturday. 
e ought to have been out now, so he’s a backward Youth. 








—-— 





NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


As we was rather slack a few weeks ago, I was left in charge of 
one of the nicest tho’ smallest Tayverns in the City. 

I never menshuns no names, fabbylus sums has been offerd to me 
to do so, but no, so long as, by your kindness, | am red in the face 
of all I shall decline to give up Litterytoor and 


uffs. 

Well, | was just poo oh oS pre comfortable little Coffee Room, 
when a Forren comes in and says to me, says he, “‘ Can I have 
a nice reel English dinner for 4 in a nours time?” ‘“‘ Yes, Sir,” I 
says, “that youcan.” “ Very well,” says he, * then I leaves it all 
to you, but every Guak ane be of the best.”” “‘ All right, Sir,” says 
I, and away he goes. ell, 1 sits myself down afore the Fire, as I 
always does when I wants to think deeply, and then down I goes to 
the Cook and gives him my orders. At 6 o'clock sharp in they all 4 
— a talking a larfing tagether, but not one we — I 
understand. down sets gives ’em reel Turtel Soup, 

lovely Tarbat ned then such a reel English Rum Stake 

as no Frenchman ever seed in his own Country, with about 3 duzzen 
reel English Native and I gives ’em only jest a nice slice 
apiece out of the mi then a second Stake just off the Fire 
just as they was reddy for it, and then lots of Game. They had 
unch with their Turtel, and a bottle of Joe Hanny’s Berg with the 
oldest Shampayne with the Stakes, a bottle of 

and just one glass apiece of our 47 Port 

em for Desert, 2 grand bunches of lovely 

and a dish of reel English Wornute and 4. 


Good grash they did talk and how they did eat, and 
how they did id drink! They had 3 more bottels 
of the 47 Port Nose of Corffee and a glass of 


Gentleman says to me, 
t afraid I looked just a little 
it come to £10. 5. 0.! He just glanced 
it and he says, says he, ‘‘ Waiter, what ’s your name ?” 
“* Ropert, Sir,” says I, ra inatremble. ‘‘ Well, Mr. Roszrr,” 
says he, “allow me to with you, and to say that you 
have given us the best dinner we ever had in all our lives.” ka 
then he acshally shook hands with me! He then said some gibberish 
to his friends and they al stood up and shook hands with me! and 
one of ’em said ‘‘ Rosser twa cur shame!” I think he must have 
been_a sort of Scotch Frenchman, like Squinting Durward, as m 

boy Wri11aM was a reading about last week. Of course T didn't 





know a bit what he meant, but this I know, that the Head Gent took 
out e urse and gave me two £5 notes and a suyverain, and throw- 
ing tin back said, ‘I don’t want that, and keep the change for 
our trubbel!” and away they went, larfing away just as they had 
un all dinner time. 
Well, it’s bin my 
men in the country, r the 
M.P.’s by the score, but, to m ng, the finest spesemen of a 
Reel Gent, one of Natur’s Nobbleems, was the Forren Gent as not 
ony Ook hands with me, a poor umbel Waiter, but gave me 15/- 
“ue said for 


bbel. 
wat a World it gould be if all Gents was like that Gent! 
(Signed) Rosen. 





SMOKE ! 


“Dr. Srzmuns moved a resolution declaring that the Ds ee 
dition of the of London had an injurious effect upo: 
and happiness of 

riorating perishable 


smoky con- 
m the health 


community, besides destroying public buildings, dete- 
fabrics, and entailing unnecessary expenditure.’’— 4. 


If you see yon fair Town-hall - 

Crumbling to its final fall ; 

While repairs for which ye pay 
expensive grow each day ; 

Little wonder that we croak, 

All that ruin comes from Smoke ! 


Men of Science! now we plead, 
Help us in our urgent need ; 


Clear the smoke-clouds off which 
fall 


Round us like a sable pall : 
Savants ! we your aid invoke, 
Save us trom this plague of Smoke! 


Ir ask me why I pine, 
Why so pale this check of mine, 
Why I never feel quite well, 
Dr. bids me tell, 
Loss of and that’s no joke, 
Comes from all this nasty Smoke ! 
If note my pensive mood, 
Why 1 oft refuse my food ; 

my gown, like my poor face, 
sgues tone y's ak « ; 
lame the city’s inky 
All this mischief 

Smoke ! 


from 








‘A Word with Alderman Nottage.’ 


Tue Clerk to the Justices at Guildhall writes to say, that the De- 
fendant (in the case we mentioned in our last) was ‘' not taken into 
custody for asking a Policeman for his number,” but ‘* for resistiug 
a Police Officer in the execution of his duty.” 
idea—to the Policeman.) But ‘‘ Justice to 
means, as he can’t have too much of it. 


Possibly the sa: e 
e Magistrate,” by all 





VoL. LXXXI, 
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THE CLYDE.— BEAUTIES OF SCOTCH 


SCENERY AS SEEN BY OUR ARTIST. 








A PROTEST. 
Dear Mr. Pouncu, 


Dip you see the picture in last week’s T/lustrated London 
News, called ‘ A Midsummer Night on the Terrace of the House of 
mmons”? Young and old Members enjoying themselves with 
ladies who, I am perfectly sure, are neither their wives nor their 
sisters—they may be convenient cousins—and only one elderly 
Chaperone, who ought to be ashamed of herself. Tumblers of iced 
drinks with straws in them—it’s the last straw that shows which 
way the wind blows—coffee, cigars, and, J think, one of the cousins 
with a cigarette in her hand. I can’t see it, but it is suggested by 
the attitude, and I am sure it’s there. Pretty goings on, indeed! 
Is this what poops them so late? Are these ladies the real obstruc- 
tionists? I’m Was it for this that my husband, M.P. 
for Stow-in-the-Hole, sent me down to our country house and 
r his inability to accompany me because he couldn’t ‘‘ find 
a pair’? But the I//ustrated has done us poor wives good service. 
It ought to have called its picture “ Pairs.” ‘‘ Pairs,’”’ indeed !— 
more like apples, I mean ‘‘ The Forbidden Fruit.’”’ But not another 
day do I remain at The Moated Grange, Stow-in-the-Hole, as sure 
as my name ’s Mariana, 








A PROMISING PLANT. 
THE su 


ggestion made by the World, that somebody should turn 
Baker Street into a Boulevard, is excellent. And in the recent hot 
weather no idea could have been happier. That a Londoner should 
be able to sit out and enjoy himself anywhere in the hot evening air, 
save on his own doorstep, seems to open up whole vistas of new soci 
ganas. But why stopat Baker Street? Why indeed stop at a 
evard? Why not let half-a-dozen military bands play every 
day in the Parks and Gardens of the Metropolis? Why not illumi- 
nate the ‘“‘ Zoo” and the ‘‘ Horticultural,” and give good music at 
cheap prices in the Continental style ? So plant the trees in Baker 
ible. If in a day or two, as will probably be 
be impossible to sit out after seven without a hot 
and an ulster, what of that? Let the wax figures from 
Madame Tussaup’s have an airing. Anyhow, let the movement 
commence, and who knows but before long the note of the nightin- 
= ag not be heard in the Lowther Arcade, and even the City 
be mercifully covered up in ivy ? 





PREPARING TO RECEIVE BRADLAUGH. 
(Eetract from the Diary of the Sergeant-at-Arms, ) 


Piondey.—Tp early. Practised with dumb bells. Walked two 
miles. half-an-hour with the gloves and the Professor—an 
ex-member of the P.R. Mi my , and got a nasty one, 
The Professor doubts whether Br-p.-ex is up to the dodge. Hope 
he isn’t. Rub down. Training-diet. Had a turn with Cornish 
Professional Wrestler. Threw me every time. 

The Rest of the Week.—Improving. Biceps firmer and firmer. 
On Wednesday propped the Professor with an upper cut that made 
him see stars. ve him another, just as he was recovering, that 
made him see comets. We shook hands. He says I’m his prize 

upil. Br-pi-eH hasn’t a chance with me. Experientia Gosssrr. 
hursday afternoon threw the Cornishman twice, and gave my 
Westmoreland Professor much better than he gave me, with a 
curious back-fall over the left eo is an invention of my own. 
If Br-p1-eu tries this, he’s nowhere. 
et I can’t teach my talented assistants in the House, but I’m 
id they ’re too old to Gave ’em a set-to on Friday, just to 
see what they were made of, but they all fell about like ninepins. 
They ’ll do very well to pick up my man, when | drop him, and their 
united efforts may carry him down-stairs (unless I’ve previously 
saved them the trouble by sending him down flying—to be left in 
Westminster Hall till called for), and convey him to the Clock Tower, 
where he might feel inclined for a ‘“ wind-up,” which would finish 
him. Keep up my training and my pecker till Br-pL-eu appears, 
and then, the two pose Suconh in Genevieve de Brabant— 
*T’ll run him in, 
I’ll run him in, 
For I am the Sergeant-at-Arms ! 

Sergeant! did I say? Why by this time, with my biceps as hard 
as sash, am in yy ysical condition plus m caelenal 
knowledge, I’m Ser-géant-at-Arms, and I advise y = 

say his reas to keep the Ser-géant at arm’s 
Il take him by both legs, and... . but there—why 
boast ’—he won’t be “in it” with me. 

After my easy victory I shall walk round and show my musele. 
The Home-Rulers willtremble. Might exhibit Indian club-practice 
with the Mace. All in good time. At present | am prepared to 
receive BR-DL-@H. 





Mr. O’Dowovan Rossa’s Morro.—‘ Dyna-mite is Right.” 
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EXTRACTED FROM 
THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


MownpAyY, July %.—Great Transvaal Debate to-night. 

Hrexs-Bracn led off in speech of immense 

depth. The speech pr some months ago 
proved with keeping. It lived night and ~ with Micnart, 
| and, naturally, has depressing effect. He will be better 
| to-morrow, as a man is after he has been cupped. But it has been a 


? 


MICHAEL 
profoun 
, and not im- 





Sheet Lightning. 


terrible visitation, and shows the —~ =y lengths to which politi- 

il animosity may be pushed. The House had the speech for only 
an hour and a half, and withered under it. Yet they permitted the 
Government to compel MicHaEL to go about with it for months, 
refusing him deliverance. No wonder his cheek has grown hollow, 
his eye glassy, and his’step languid. Old Man of the Sea a trifle to 
it. But all over now ; orator and speech doing well. 

** Reminds me of childhood’s happy hour,” Forsrer said whilst 
the Right Hon. Baronet was droning along. ‘Had a wicked nurse 
who threw a sheet over her head, put a phosphorus match in her 
mouth, whitened her face, and coming into the nursery in the dim 
twilight, made fearful inarticulate sounds rather alarming than 
pleasing to the infant mind.” 

Really gives a very good idea of Sir Micuaxrt’s style. 
assuring to hear Alderman Fowter cheer. Been rather quiet of 
late. Am told that Baron De Worms and one or two other Members 
sitting near have’ represented to him the necessity of moderating 
his transports. But to-night a great occasion, and the Alderman in 
full ery. Also Colonel Maxrns, who, as WitFrrmp Lawson says, has 
in him *‘ the makings” of a great orator, only he rarely gets Sepend 


** Hear ! hear tia 
Mr. Wanton absent during the early part of the debate, but 
n fine form to-night. Full 


came in in time to settle the Premrer. 

of exquisite humour. Joke is when @LADsTONE is making a point, 
to break in with cries of ‘Oh! Oh!” or with the loud laugh which 
Mr. GoLpsmIrH says speaks the vacant mind. So successful to-night. 
that the baited Premrer appealed to the Speaker. This looked 


serious ; and Mr. Warton was thenceforward dumb. But had done 


Quite re- 











of Mr. Wurrrry, and one or two others, who sit near him. 

Business done.—V ote of censure on Ministerial policy set aside by 
a majority of 109 in favour of vote of approval. 

Tuesday. 
sently.” ff was the voice of Mr. TREVELYAN, who on, hurrying 
into the House. I followed, marvelling. Lord Epmonp Frrzmavnice 
is what is called a Whig. But he was not on the green. Simply on 
his feet. I suppose it was a quotation. Wish I had laughed, instead 

f looking stupid. Always laugh, or smile knowingly, when literary 
men say anything you don’t understand. Sure to be a quotation. 

Lord EpMonp much moved by his own speech. House the same ; 
| only in this case the movement in direction of wondering when 
| it is going to end. House tL. full. Evidently something up. 

Opposition look pleased, Irish Members openly scornful, Liberals 

distressed. Gapsroxe in a mighty fume. Lord Epmonp not at 
ease. Wants to limit main portion of the Land Bill to tenancies of 
£100 value. Theneeforth suspicious that he is playing into the 
ha oa of the Conservatives. 

r. GLADSTONE up at last, firing 74 pounders all round. Thought 
we'd finished with the Land Bill, c" the unriv Silene 
speeches made by the Premrer. But here’s another. Supply inex- 
haustible, and Premier plainly unexhausted. Shrivele up his 
‘noble friend” with pitying anger; pulverises W. H. Surrm who 
| had ventured to offer a few mild remarks, and declaring that “* here 
| we firmly stand,” incontinemtly sits down. Mr. Branp tries to 








d| Tories, the Ministerial 


enough to establish his character as wit and humorist in the mind | 


—** Come on, Tospy; there’ll be wigs on the green pre- 


jsoothe the indignant lion, protest: 
|and if there is a true friend to the 
ling. But the lion only snorts 
impatiently, and presently comes 
oe Svinen. which shows, that 

the 


alliance of Whigs and 


that no harm is meant, 
d Bill it is your Whig- 


majority 
is reduced to 36. Suppose that’s 
what TREVELYAN ,means by 


4 od hy hed pe Ramsay?” 





Mounpeta said, when we met in 
the lobby. 

“Oh! ” I say, not going 
to be caught in. e’s 
Member for the Falkirk Burghs, 
humorist and distiller; makes 
jokes and Islay malt.” 


**No, I mean the other Ramsay 
who made poetry, of this kind :— 


ina : 

“ © Whigs and Tories scratch and bite 
Just as hungry dogs, we see. 

Toss a bone ’twixt two, they fight ; 
Throw a couple they agree.’ 


Nothing personal you know, Joby. Only it seems that sometimes 
one bone serves for both.”’ 


Business done.—Land Bill considered on Report. 


Wednesday. Raxvotrn, whom Harcourt calls ‘ the ome gr on 
CuaRLiex of the House of Commons,” has, after the manner of that 
eminent aemey ‘made up his mind for a .” Land Bill 
slowly working thro Report. Everyone sick to death of it. Was 
to have been finished ten daysago. Then the end was certain a 
week after. We were to have finished last Friday. We were to 
have ended on Monday. Yesterday was positively the last day. 
Here is to-day, and now to-morrow is fixed for the great event. 

Seems actually so near at hand that arrangements are made 
in respect of the Third Reading. Everybody there has been 
fight enough. Noone going to take a di ading. 





William bidding a temporary farewell 


to his little Bill, ‘* just taken up.” 


vision on 
RanDoLps looks round, surveying the unsuspecting House. NortH- 
core nobbled; Panne tt pacified; all going on smeothly. Happy 
| thought strikes Rawpotpa. What a lark it would be to drop into 
\the Assembly a bombshell in the shape of a notice of Amendment 
to the Third Reading! How Giapsrone would fume, how Norru- 
corr would fret, how Mr. Breear would grin, and how Mr. Hearty 
would once more be shaken in his allegiance, halting between his 
native chief and the kindred spirit on the bench below! No sooner 
said done. Ranpotra draws up an Amendment full of large 
words, and reads it out with great satisfaction to himself, and amid 
uproarious applause from Mr. Warton. | 
Business done.—Land Bill further considered on Report. 


Thursday Night.—Asumeap-Bartiett nearly tumbled over me 
just now. Rushing about in most excited style, with his locks 
floating in the wind like the anand of a seraph. Always like a 
\ehat with Asumeap, Wonderfully informing man. Knows the 





| 
} 





| 


} 





| 


secrets of 


Af 
Coming Events cast their Shadows by Electrikick Light. 


every Court in Europe. Folds and refolds Eastern diplo- 


macy as a man might roll a cigarette een finger and thumb. 
“ Nothi me wrong at Berlin?” I inquired, usly. ‘‘Isall 
| quiet in coed -Holstein? Does order reign at Warsaw? Are 


our relations with Portugal strained? Has the Volga marched on 
the Danube ; or is this true that Alderman FowLer whispers to me 
about the Revocation of the Edict of Nantes?” __ 1 

‘No, no,” said Asumeap, breathless, ‘it’s India, Tosr, India— 
Afghanistan. Ayous Kuan has beaten Apput Rauman. He’s in 

retreat, and Candahar is lost.” _ 
‘* Well, never mind; I daresay it will be found again.” 
“‘Tosy, I have always foretold this. I’ve warned GLADszoNE, 
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put pm ee: to Hantrnetor, spoken as plainly as I 
could, but they wars listen, and now all is over, and 
ina few weeks,  Perhe Seze, | the Russians will be sell- 

















































ing sheepskins Calcutta.” 
‘ Come, come pr be brash away that tear ; I dare- 
nobody buy them.” But it was no use. He 


waa not te comf and es onward with the 
same ang stride, and his locks floating in the ambient air 
of the lobby. Glad I know nothing of foreign politics. 
Only brings trouble on a man. 

Business done.—Finished Report on Land Bill. 


— ight. goo of the troubled Commons into the 

peacef There all glare and uproar and rancour 

and laughter and Heaty. Here dim lights, unbroken 

silence, empty ies, six Peers, and no Lord a 

foots a; y comes the ro of the Rom of man 

eet, an joctling, Pushing, “4 
the slene’ a and solemnity 


of the place. ~~... * euget tha Lord TauRLOw 
should take the Woolsack, which he rom ae he — 
sizes too small by reason of having neither ites ae eet 

Then Lord Monson moves that the Land Bi ye et 
First Time. There is no one to say ‘‘ No,” and the thing 
is done. Snaps chases of 8 coup "état. Lord Cork saw 








it first, and thus began 

7 Say, Monson, we we ’re in. a c+ Let ’s move 
to suspend . & <> a Second 
Time, rm BS it through nae oh take the rt, and 
read it a Third Tee Reich by ng save -” 
end of trouble.” as pee Monson paused ” he said, 


" peor ame talk.” So they read the Bill a First Time, 
and well 

Business done.—Land Bill finally left the Commons. 
Read a First Time in the Lords. 








THE BELLE OF THE SEASON. 


Tue Belle of the Season! How weary 
She must be of concert and ball, 
Preserving an attitude cheery, 
With chatter for each and for all. 
For her is the night turned to day-time, 


For her does the day become night, Dear Deaf Old Lady (to Young Swell), ‘‘AND WHAT ARE YOU DOING WITH 
From earliest dawn of the May-time, YOURSELF }” 

Till heather in August blooms bright. Young Swell (off-handedly), “‘1!—On, I'm on THe Stock Excuaneos.” 
Some solace she finds in her dresses, D. D. 0. L. * Ag! 1 THE Srocking TRADs! AnD A VERY Goop TRADE Too!” 








Dark-hued or with colours of flame, =— —— — 
are glory when fashion professes, 


OFFICIAL PROGRAMME OF THE INTERNATIONAL MEDICAL 
A wish for her milliner’s name. 










Dut whet are Se frills ond Se me tee D Grand Bang yet * 
es in ten-buttoned glove, rst Day.—Gran uet. nteresting experiments with various wines. 
When no suitor ever pronounces, Confidential exchange of experiences after the third bottle. 
Those words full of magic, ‘I love ! Second Day.—Grand Déjeuner. Surgical operations on cold fowls and raised 
She li h th pies. General investigation of [ae Valuable results obtained by taking a 
Society’ with the upper ten thousand, combination of cemneeme, 8 herry, port, claret, pale ale and chartreuse vert. 
Sh raft y = highest ie cards, Third ~ Part amination of the action of the muscles in 
© wens their smiles = 5 their bows, and the game of Lawn Tennis. Close study of strawberries and cream and cham- 
She conquers Her Maj uards, 


gne cup. Supper experiment at the Albion. Extempore lecture upon the 
aw the rs pero they follow benetita to to be derived by taking whiskey and water intently before retiring 


















But does the world never seem hollow Fourth Day.—Sel 
, Y. ect Dinner Party of savants interested in Food. Careful 
And life but a shadow indeed ? po comeng wee “ ~ Km] upon the wpm yd — waist, 
e mistakes canvas- uc and an entirely new with-your-cheese 
Conant oaal ad dl aoe Pes, e- -me-up made of sardines, olives, truffles, sete Ee pepper, tomatoes ones, 
Le jeu, does she fancy, ne vaut ll, erring-roes, fowls’ livers, and vinegar. Human capacity for absort ing 
ou know how it ends—ia chandelle. champagne in extra large doses practically tested. After the termination of 
Far better the maddest love marriage experiments, a long consultation with the Police. 
Which all society groan Fifth Day. fy Pie-nic. Exercise of the nerve power of the 
Than coronet, title, and carriag 4 lower limbs to th of a Military band, Sateresting | operation of a 
With never a heart | Ay we her A quadrille, a polka, and a waltz. Day finished with a scientific supper. Pre- 
parations of different kinds of meat. Practical lectures upon the anatomy of 
wPas then, O Belle of the Season, the fowl, the duck, and the turkey. Experiments in wine temperature. 
¥ Mapes flutter your day ; Claret seventy and qnenpegne four degrees below zero. Perambulating 
poy om rhyme has a reason, difficulties, and optical delusions. Exercise of the yocal chords :—Subject 
ly po it away. —** We will not go home till morni 
Y x ‘this be the 8 ultimatum, Sixth and last 1 Day.—All the foreign doctors ill in bed, tahing for all the 
While passing your life in review, English doctors. General prescription—Large doses of of soda-water | 
You'll find Vanitas ranitatum 





A motto too terribly true. 








Daneenovs Barret Orcans.—The Dynamite came 

| barrels labelled ‘ ” Comans’ The skirmiohing rich ‘Nikilists ha beve nee 
Suecrstion.—Why not revive, at the Grand Opera, idea of cemen the friendship between the two countries. We should 

Paris, the celebrated. Italiano in Algeria? Just the time | to pile Pelion on one shut him up ¢ oe: if it be true that it is he 

for it. | who has set in motion this infernal mac 
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COMPARING NOTES. 


*“*A Duut Season? I THINK NoT! 


So MANY PEOPLE HAVE GIVEN DANcES, YOU KNOW!” 


‘*Nor mn ovr SET, AT ALL EVENTS—FOR WE'VE NOT BEEN ASKED TO ANY!” 








THE UNFORSAKEN. 
Atn—" The Forsaken.” 


He stood beside St. Stephen’s gate, 
His feet were near the portal’s sill, 
And much he mused upon the fate 
Like to befall his cherished Bill. 
It entered. Mellow as a bell, 
His sweet voice followed in a song ; 
‘He will return, I know him well ; 
He will not leave me here for long! ”’ 


And there he stood as hours on rolled, 
Mindful of every groan and cheer ; 
He heeded, not the heat, the cold, 
But Cargys’s wrath and Saispury’s jeer. 
He heard the boom of the big bell, 
And still he piped the same sweet song— 
‘** He will return, I know him well ; 
He will not leave me here for long!” 


‘**He’ll never stay. In vain the ho 
They ’ll let him pass unchallenged there. 
| Amendments— changes—-will he co’ 
With all, in CanLinerorp’s find caso ? 
Would J were there, his foes to fell ! 
But, weakened, or still stout and strong, 

He will return, I know him well. 

He will not leave me here for long! ~ 








Another Eastern Question. 


We have received a prospectus of the New Mustapha Hotel in 

| Algiers. ** The necessity for such a place,” says ’AxRy in Algiers, 
“is quite evident from the name, ‘ Must ’are a ‘Otel.’” We 

| haven't any interest in the “ spee,” but we hope shareholders will. 


‘ 





NOTES FOR RIVER CURRENCY. 

Deauesee Antone find it difficult to sevens a 
and more difficult to get a good tag. Try Tagg’s 
ful Sunday afternoon in summer-time. Sure to have an Inn-spira- 
tion, and plenty of it. Select company here: only the Tagg, very 
few of the Rag, and no Bobtail. 

In CHar.es Dickens’s oaaeee the Second’s) generally excellent 
Guide to the Thames he, though a close observer, has not hit on the 
following remarkable fact: —When the weary and parched rower 
wants to find out that third-o’-the-way house where he may slake his 
thirst (‘‘ Slake”’ is a nice word—slaking with cup is an icerer 
he has only to look out for somebody on the bank fishing, and behin 
that solitary fisherman is safe to be a public somewhere concealed. 
Land boldly, ask him, don’t spare his blushes, and he ’ll tell you. 

A Guide to the Thames.—Bravo, Mr. Cuartes Dickens! But why 
should Old Father Thames want a Guide at all! Let us consider 
‘““why.” Well, CuaRizs my friend, perhaps it is because he wanders. 

But he’s not old—look at him now in this weather. Father 
Thames! Young Brother Thames! Sister Thames! See our “* River 
Plate’ this week. Who wouldn’t like to be one of those Trespassers ! 
As we look at them—and there are more where they came from 


title for a piece, 
Island on a beauti- 


and 
a lot more hidden away on this En e feel—you feel— 
everyone feels—that he could fe on trespassing until the shades of 
evening gather round, and we then cry out, ‘“‘ Beware! Trespassers 


beware—of Rheumaties ! ” 





Afghanistan. 


Latest News (by Russian wire).—Herat. Here-at-it again. 

Question to be asked by Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett, M.P.—Can we 
apply to ABDURRAHMAN to return the guns and rifles we gave him, 
= presented arms to him as AMEER, as he has no r use 
or them. 

Question to be asked by anybody who has nothing better to do. 
—ls ‘‘A Durham Man” in England likely to sympathise with 
AB-DURRAHMAN, late of Candahar ? 




















Sows sae ee 
ALD AOA 






































Za 
te 


~ AU REVOIR!” 


W. E. G. (outside the House of Lords, sings confidently), ‘HE WILL RETURN—I KNOW HIM WELL —’” 








(HE WILL—BUT HOW ?—P-vsca. 
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SEA-SIDE-SPLITTERS. 


Taking a Dip, and getting a Blow. A High Sea over the Bar. 








A UNITED FAMILY. 
(The Woburns talk over their Holiday.) 


Mrs. Woburn. You have not forgotten what I was saying te you 
last Ht sight Henry? 

Woburn CJocosely). I have tried to forget most of what you 
cai ‘to ms last night, my dear, and on the whole with 
success. 

Mrs. Woburn (meaning business). The twenty-seventh of July is 
too late in the year for what you consider witticisms, as far 
as I can make out, are mainly repetitions of femmes tabde to 
cage ae S Geet conductors. okies ¥ 

eorge Woburn (aged nineteen, starting a subject ‘denly our 
ideas i 4 the subject of breakfast, M Mater, are limited in the ex- 
treme. You seem 


on that with bacon, and ham 
have exhausted the —_ re 


Louise Waban a-T ll And : very good breakfast, too. You 
might paonge — many poor people there are who are starving. 
Suara pl 
the senseless and idiotic reasons for giving a man 


bad food, “het is the mo og! ean How on earth should do any 
harm to a sta 


a cutlet for breakfast ! 

Mr. Woburn. n't * Ae dot Geenen. It is a bad habit, and the 
sooner you get out of it the better. Your Ape rfectly oo ny 
We should think of those in poverty. 

Punch has got over two hundred nit to to take oy 7: Shildnes 
into the ee and I have not been so 
was yesterd y when I received an acknowledgment from the Editor 
for my modest haa Five pounds is not much, but it will make 


mer a yo one ha’ 
Louise. ve pout i And I had to decline Mrs. Russex’s launch 
trip to Glivcten oods, because I had got nothing to wear? Oh, Papa! 
sone. Oh, you are selfish! I say in this case, Bravo the Governor ! 
Pethaps —>S have jo en five pounds too? 
0) 


arn't most eertainl uld have, had Prudhomme won the 
Goodwood Stakes. 


Louise. ad spare us that horse-racing ! 
only sayin the other night, that at no time was stable talk pleasant, 
= that when it came from the lips of innocent children like you, it 

ps rey fo 
bey + Of course, I am nobody in my own house, but when 
you hey fm have quite finished shouting at each other 
across the ‘able, » pee aps you will let me ask when your father gave, 
0 


what I must ¢ r @ man in his position, this munificent, this 
“ao donation ? 


. Woburn. Why at Lodge the other night we all made a sub- 
ae 
ription Woburn. I thought so. You spent five pounds each on your 


ner—— 
Mr. Woburn. Five pounds! The dinner cost five-and-twenty 
ahitine 2 heed, wine included. 
am Woburn. re ay SEE ee 
: and after that you all got very. . . . sentimental, and threw 
away your money. what tina fps not have that 
Mi "Roburn. What As if the end of July there 
rs. at end o 
rir eat eee Pr po hy iB in 


Mr. Wi vbr Bogearn ey Scr, is not exactly the term to 
to the tate My 2 ale Cenmmans, who exe — moot 
to remain in town all August. 


tng Woburn, That’s so like a man’s way of argument! But 


to do it, 
Hired not yet 

Hoel vite eT alive legislation is ye 

<n 

a wy 3 A 


Captain NoRBANCK was 


given offices and made Post- 
ft Ov 4 ell, never mind. I thought we four 
ve @ nice holiday > 


roud for a long time as I | p. 





Mr. Woburn (dubiously). 
want rest and change. 
George. 1 weet -y an 
going ro 
what ; change will th 


Certainly. (Conciliatory.) We all 


about rest, though with Loo’s 
ilfisse ad thiad chase sommate, but as for 
Gm bo Bmw he ee As 


muy — 
Louise. Is that the boy with the Saha ane WH 0 petpetenl 
cold in his head, who is always coming you ? 

ET reke to take 


. When L , it was 
eae 


Ah, there have been lots of alterations in the last six 
a oo a 
my Frvcu.ey sa 
to away \from one’s ily. He has chucked over 
I they are going to the sea-side, and he’s going to 
over to Holland for a f ht, and has asked me to go with him. 
If he can aff dit you can’t. 
y tell you that letter from Crssie 
& aching mo to hap Wilh Gem ie Maritk for 6 
You will write this morning 


and decline 
Miss Curzon Preven "yg (7 (To her | husband.) 


dear 
ou will have to go 

more deeded wir) Fy tag hee: ting: Poll 

phy & I might be summoned at any moment to the 


Con Persuasively.) 1f you were to run down 


Wi (with determination), Hexny, out of this house 
I nor my children stir without you. You are the head of 
the ses your bee Sooper position & ot the head of the family. 


Rady hurt—evidently). My dearest, Lot | can you 
talk so? ») When will you be ready to start 
— This day week 


That means in a fortnight. 
It means this day wee 
» Woburn. And where are we going ? 
Mre. Woburn. Where we have often talked of going—perhaps 


ju can guess. 
"Gane. The W. ? . 

Mrs, Woburn. Oe Teds we ailly! North Wales 

Mr. Woburn, A idea, indeed. ( Aside.) It is a deuced 
gi pa place there must be some route from there to 
Che iran Se Siaen ont ase good fun there. (Aside.) 

eor, © ve some e. 
{can lone my way and get over to Hellarel o with Jimmy somehow. 
I’ll look him up to- 

It_oug te L.. Rendd jolly,» LT and I can have such 
capital sketching from ( Aside I'll write to Cus and tell 
her I wil/ manage to come ote to Neiotk 

[Ezxeunt severally to make their own separate arrangements. 





CARICATURISTS DUELLING. 


M. Atrrep Le Petit, the French caricaturist, having drawn Italy 
rire, has had to draw swords and encounter Signor MAN FREDO 
ASSETTI and talians in a series of duels, M. Lz 
Perit ins, up to - latest information, victorious—quite a 
Ne cke the cnisbalc, cotiee teakak tan Feat bee 
all e caricaturist, r. Pune 
insisted on all his Artists at once cabins Somune oli vanlene bande. at 
weapons, sapueme, Sees broadswords, magenet, quarter-staves, (to “ 
knaves’ costards withal ’’) pistols ond bowie-knives 
Mr. J-nN tg = somone Cartoonist, can ‘already snuff a 
candle at ten paces, and his man so as to leave him quyeuns 
- a daisy in something _ than five seconds, the salute ay 
e has also a weapon for Mr. 
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AN ILL-USED INVENTOR. 

Aw ingenious Austrian re- 
cently invented a new soporific 
which he appropriately called 
the Béandiger or ‘‘ tamer,” as 
a few drops sprinkled on a 
man’s head completely stupe- 
fied him. But instead of being 
hailed as a benefactor of his 
species, this unfortunate che- 
mist was warned that if he did 
not give up his experiments, 
and if he communicated his 
secret to a living soul he would 
be treated as a criminal. Why 
doesn’t this ill-used genius 
come here and bring the Ban- 
diger along with him? It 
must be a sublime invention ! 
Think of the glorious effect it 
would have on Messrs. Hearty 
and Biecar, on Lord Ran- 
DOLPH CHURCHILL, and Sir H. 
D. Wotrr, on certain mem- | 
bers of the Corporation of 
London, on London and Pro- | 
vincial on 





Society and at Clubs. Let 
this Austrian bring the Ban- | 
diger here as soon as he likes, | 
it is much wanted in this 


country. 


| 





Topical Heat. 

Tue weather lately has been | 
more Topical than Tropical. | 
can cae heat has ex- | 
cee anything ever - 
tered in Iceland, ys 
necessitated extra furs and| 
warm under-clothing. Pro- | 
vision merchants and cooling | 
drink manufacturers have not 
been the only sufferers. Seve- 
ral thousand magazine and 
newspaper articles and jokes, 
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he sotees — ny FICATION. — Mr. CHILDERS’ 
ave wn on -— Mr. 
MR. W. 8. GILBERT : i i 
of the producers. ' . scheme is pub 
pe and it involves s free use of 
BoT IN SPITE OF soME TEMPTATIONS the Alphabet. are the 
INDUCEMENT TO PURCHASERS. To TRANSLATIONS AND SENSATIONS, 1.0.U. South-West Infantry, 
Tue Index to TREVELYAN’s HE REMAINS— the R.8.V.P. Eastern Artillery, 
Life of Lord Macaulay is A Sorcersr Younc Man, and the P.P.C, North-Eastern 
ublished, and the price is a A PrinarorE Pirates Man, Light Cavalry. Let us 
ittle more than A BRILLIANT WHAT I CALL QUITE IDI-YACHT-ICAL that they will all turn out 
edition of the entire work ! Battapy Bas Youne May, XxX. 
| owner’s taste and his gardener’s labour. And the latter’s little boy 
RULES OF THE RIVER. | will thoroughly enjoy clearing away the empty bottles, greasy bits 
(As they Are, and ought Not to be.) | of paper, meat-bones, = of fowls and fragments of straw, which 
| you will of course leave behind you. ae 
Row-Boats (concluded). Be affable in your intercourse with Anything is fun 
Boru Ovrpa and Oscar WILDE are 


old and sad and sick, and there 


what may be derived from 
works of the above talented 


add to its mirth. Relate loudly and 


and bitters all over the shop 
wholesomely ‘“‘ ” 
no end of “ lush” over at the 
and Artuur Ko 


row, and nearl ‘run in,” at the of Waterloo Place ; 
at allie that yon ape teen be 
is almost a proverb that the 





the perusal 


when you di 
vilion, W 
BERTS—give imitations of 


that “‘ the world is very 


in the country, and a 


t fund of amusement 


will be 


is => mga left upon it,” save | pie-nie party, by your informing the oldest and staidest member of it 


pathetic portions of the 
therefore do your little best to 
y how you were having “ gins 
m, and you were 

at the Criterion, and had 
here you heard MacpERMoTT 
—and then had a jolly 





| that his 
| who is accompanied 


gas has been cut off in his absence. Narrating toa Gentleman 


bya Lady that his wife is coming up after himin 


a steam launch, or that her big brother is waiting for him at the 


next lock with a thick stick, will throw a fresh 


probably jaded careers. An 
solitary angler alone. Both 
—< ae a y 
much a pound for salmon 
that whale.” 


‘ou are 
?” or “ My eye, 


as 
a mess of it,” or 


4 win does 
it is a positive sin ve poor 
he thet throws the fy, end he who 


watches the float, will be enlivened by such remarks as ‘ Hullo, 


: 


old cove, you just missed 


Rowing is a sport which costs money, but the poor man can enjoy 


it equally with the millionnaire. 
a boat at 
| of nasty 


as 
the water i 


proprietor 


Sa: are @ poor man; you 
boa‘ Shepperton or Halford, and’ pu Tages 

there you | go away, and say no more 
Sangsases wenmenes 


) . an 
| immediately wiieae’ pout patronage from 


pull down to 
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“ SUPPLY.” 


Parish Clerk (at Vestry Meeting on the Question of Organ-Blower's Salary—the Rector in the Chair). “ You sex, Sin, IT 18n’T AS IF 
THERE WAS ONLY THE HYMNS, BUT THERE ’s THE Comin’ IN, AND THE Gorn’ OvT, AND THE ‘SPONSES, AND THE PRAYERS, AND THEY 








SOMETHING LIKE A (BANK) HOLIDAY. 


Model Dwelling Houses, August 1st, 1881. 
Dear Motty, 

You know as how I don’t like to break a promise when I 
have once made it, though I ama bit done up. So here goes to tell | Ba 
you how I’ve been enj ying, of myself these twenty hours and more. 

laxation—that’s what I’ve been having—genuine relaxation! 
And welcome too after the yy ge knocking about me and my 
mates have to Ec, through ever of the blessed year—barring 
Sundays and here Bank 4 P ys. I am sure we are very 
much obliged to Sir Jonn Lvspock, and we only wish the other 
** barts”’ were more like him 

You may bet that I was u hetlions this morning. As I was out ¢ 
bed a good while before the excursion s "for Brighton, I 
thought I would do a little bit of digging in my garden plot—which 
is likely to get forgotten when I have other jobs on hand. So I 
turned the ground about before breakfast. But that didn’t prevent 
me cleaning up and ae oon down -* London Bridge just before they 
closed the £ I didn t a seat in the train what 
was the odds? RE gt B ps that had to stand too, as 
the train was a bit crowded. Bat. the hours passed as quick as 
thought, what with the songs, and the jokes, and the laughter. 
bday heed sedigdn Fe mg as a matter of course, I took a stroll into 
the Aquarium, and the Pavilion, over the Downs, and to the Devil’s 
Dyke and back. Then, after ing on the two Piers, I thought it 


was about time to have a dip in the sea. I aos a swim! But 
I was soon out of the water wa - it, a a select party of 
twenty for half an hour or so. When we ww who should 


but cousin Jiu, who, although he s settled at Brighton, still heaps 


stood fora chap who didn't turn up a» Square and the balls being 
y, did a good deal of running before it was dinner-time. When 


was a pretty to-do! But it didn’t matter much, as Jim had a bicyele 





I got to Jrm’s I found I had lost the half of my return ticket! Here | five 


which he said I could take back > London, to wait for him there 
until he had time to ride it back. 4 I as fresh as paint, and 
cont S the next five hours a a going up hill whee dale, and th 
a lot of villages. When , who should I find waiting 
me but Bos, who fas our Volunteer Compe. 40K, mye 
~ ain’t turned up these three weeks—come and do a bit of 
Drill to “e our blessed Adjutant.” ‘* Anything for a 
7 life,” says I, and I puts on my uniform, and joins Bop in a 
gular fekd-day | oy See I was a trifledone up. So I tells 
Bop that I go to the Music Hall this time, for I remembers 
Se | to write to i SP See 5 enh WER Ge 
lessed paper before me a telling about it ! 
Bo as Lem a bit tired no seen ins Oe the present from 


Your Affectionate Cousin, JACK, 
P.S. I only ou have ed your Bank Holiday as much as 
T have. I don’t 5 what we labo folk would do with our 


every-day hard work, if we didn’t have a little real rest sometimes ! 





CONVERSATION-BOOK FOR TRAVELLERS FROM NEW 
YORK TO LIVERPOOL. 
wats is tha mol 4 a fizzing sound going on inside that barrel 
Our Captain has oy — seventeen Infernal machines to-day, 
stowed away among the 


Why have laced tit Farge box c x oy =r oy * Best American 
boslb~ad ey Pincad so close gine-room 


My new anti-dynamite fire-and-water- ‘roa ‘cult it of protective 
see | armour seems just a trifle heavy on deck in a bro: 
Next time I shall certainly go to Europe vid San bone SO 


his hand in at cricket. Thinking I shouldn’t mind a game myself, I and the 


f ome soe 4 safer Ae _ ayDeneras Rossa were on howe. 
we Landing Stage, are 
ueliemoen — y Orteetl Jivenpodl Les Yard poe =m the 





inside of the baby’s perambulator ? 
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THE DEFECTIVE POLICE. 


Tre seizure of infernal machines at Li 1 has been so clum- 
sily and openly effected, that all traces of the ruffians who would 
doubtless have claimed them are probably lost. It is one thing 


— SSS 

Gur Artist's idea of Infernal Machines. 

to receive information, but another Ge & know how to use it, 
A little less undisciplined energy, and a little more caution, would 
have done the State more service. The one ruffian, who, being 
beyond the reach of English law, avows with true Irish cou his 
conneetion, more or less, with these sneaking attempts at wholesale 
murder, has been promptly ‘‘ intervi ” in New York. How any 
res e reporter can sink to the level of questioning such a erea- 
ture, and how any respectable journals can sink to the lower level of 
publishing his answers, is one of the mysteries of newspaper com- 
petition. 





THE TOURIST’S ALPHABET. 
(Raihoay Edition.) 


A is the affable whom you square : 

s you to swear : 
C is the corner you fight to obtain : : 

D is the draught of which others complain : 
E are the enemies made for the r& 

F is the frown that you wear all the way : 

G is the get that you feel going third : 

Hi is the humbug by which you’re deterred : 

I is the insult you ’ll get down the line : 

J is the junction where you ’ll try to dine: 

K is the kettle of tea three weeks old : 

L are the lemon drops better unsold : 

Mis the maiden who says there ’s no meat : 

N is the nothing you thus get to eat : 

O is the oath that you use—and do right : 

P is the paper to which you don’t write : 

Q are the qualms to Directors unknown : 

Ris the row which you ’ll find all your own: 
8 is the that is ‘‘ nobody’s fault: ” 

T is the truth, that will come toa halt: _ 

U is the pointsman—who’s up the whole night : 
V is the verdict that says it’s ‘‘all right.” 

W stands for wheels he Sore curves : 

X for Express that half shatters your nerves : 
Y for the Yoke from your neck that you fling, 
and Z for your Zest as you cut the whole thing! 


guard 
B is the Bradshaw which | 





Culinary Martyrs. 
“In order to relieve the funds of the Land League, the ‘suspects’ im- 
prisoned in Ireland have determined in future to accept the prison fare at all 
meals except dinner.’”’— Times, July 29. 


We're not as we should like to be, each day becoming thinner, 
And so we ’ll take the prison tea, and give up eggs and toast ; 

The breakfasts and the suppers here shall serve us, but for dinner 
The League must still supply the funds,—for soup, and fish, and 


roast ; 
With just a little entrée, then a salad and cheese fritter. 
The co of a martyr must be kept up to the point ; 
| To noble souls imprisonment is always very bitter 


But think of dining every day, and always having joint ! 





Hor Dear !—‘‘ Shall Draxe have a statue?” Yes, if we hoe him 
one, at the Hoe, Pl Its in the very fitness of names. The 
| hoe and rake, and the debt’s paid /—Yours, Baron p’Hanwesrt. 








LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 


Tue Lerrer. 
Dear Pouncny,* 
My boy, are you crazy ? 
Why write in these bright Summer 


ays, 
And reproach me for being = ney P 
ou pay me on purpose to laze | 
My Pegasus won’t bear a bridle, 
A bit, or a saddle, or shoe. 
I’m doing my best to be idle, = 
And sing from my bass-wood “>” 
canoe ! 


Tre Lay. 


Oh Summer is sweet, and its skies are so blue— 
days are so long, and my heart is so light, 
When drifting about in my bass-wood canoe ! 


I’m skipper, and pilot, and eargo, and erew. 
The broez i pleasant, the sun is so bright— 


Ze 18 80 


Oh Summer is sweet, and its skies are so blue ! 


I in thinking there ’s nothing to do. 
moon and I ponder from morn until night, 
When drifting about in my bass-wood canoe ! 


My face“and my hands are of tropical hue. 
spotless white flannel my limbs are bedight. 
Oh Summer is sweet, and its skies are so blue ! 


But oh it is pleasant to dream the day ’ 
Half-hidden by rushes, and well out of sight, 
When drifting about in my bass-wood canoe! 


I erush the white lilies, ’tis almost “‘ too too ; ” 
I dream to the song of the dragon-flies’ flight— 
Oh Summer is sweet, and its skies are so blue! 


I know that my “‘ copy” is long overdue ; 
But who but a tyrant expects me to write ? 
When drifting about in my bass-wood canoe ! 


So, if you want verses, send quick, I pray you, 
An iced short-hand writer, and bid hi indite. 
Oh Summer is sweet and its skies are so blue ! 


Somewhere on the Thames, I can’t give you a clue, 
Be able to find me, he possibly might, 
When drifting about in my bass-wood canoe ! 


And if he is pleasant, and I’m in the cue, 
Through azurine smoke he may hear me recite— 

Oh Summer is sweet, and its skies are so blue, 

When drifting about in my bass-wood canoe ! 


Tue Lreation. 


Your health, dear old Puncuy, I heartily quaff 
In bountiful beakers of shandean-gaff ! 


* This is familiar. We only wrote to the Minstrel Buoy at the Nore, or 
wherever he was, saying, “ Now, Lazy Bones, wake up!” We called him 
“ Bones,” though we admit “ Guitar” would have been more elegant. Being 
a a =. or a Bohemian Boy, there is something of the “ Gitafio’ 
about him.— Ep. 





Naturalistic Information. 

‘The Worm will turn.” So will milk, if it’s 
enough. A Correspondent, signing himself 
RALIST,” writes to say, @ propos of this proverb, that “‘ he has never 
= seen a Worm turning, though he has a on the ‘y 

n the strength of this proverbial yg! 
Worms will turn if they’ve only got t 
positively swear to having seen one “‘ join 


3” and all by itself, too! 





Gas and Water. 


Whew the weather is exceptionally foggy and dark, 
always a ory of “‘ No Gas!” and when the weather is excepti 
hot, there ia a ory of “No Water!” The only cry i 

i hot weather, 
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YE GROUSE. 


A.D. MDCCCLXXxXI. 


(From a Rare Print of the Period.) 








NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


Rospert AT GREENWICH. 


I’ve bin a spending just a week or 2 at Grinnidge for a change of 
hair and a change of the Scenes, and its wunderfool what a difference 
one finds there tho’ its only 10 miles from Gildhall. 

In the Citty there’s a eal of sameness, the dinners is the 
same, and the Toastes is the same, and the speeches is the same, and 
we werry seldom sees no Ladies, but at Grinnidge the wariety as I 
finds in the same Tavern in a weak or too is somethink estonishing. 
Why some of my best and sollemest patrons will do that sort of thing 
at Grinnidge or Richmond on the sly, as werry few dares to do, 
except of coarse at Parris, where I’m told as how they all indulges 
in a style of High Life and freedom from everythink, as would make 
there pore wives stare if they was there, which luckily they never 
ain’t. 

For instance now, on Monday I waited on a little party of 4, what 
one of the Gents called a Party Carry, tho’ I’m sure I don’t know 
why, for I heard ’em call the Ladies Rosy and Topsy. 

Ah, they was a nice jolly party, they was! Everythink of the 
best and plenty of it. Plenty of fun and plenty of larfter, and no 
black looks when I took ’em the Bill, as there would ha’ been if 
they ’d ha had their poor Mother in laws with ’em. 

I suppose the Ladies was their Neeces. If I was to say as I’d seen 
the Gents afore, under werry diffrent circumstances, at the Ladies 
dinner of the Grocers’ Gssqeny Sor instance, where they was as 
sollem as Judges, I should having in a way as I shood be 
ashamed of; es as they gave me 5s. when they paid the Bill, 
and one of ’em acshally winkt at me with one of his eyes. 

Winks is rum things, winks is. I wunder who inwented ’em. 
The rule seems to be that if you winks with both your 2 eyes at 
wunee, it’s only a tempory weakness of natur, and you does it and 
there ’s an end. 

But if you winks with only one eye! Ah! what does that mean? 
In the case I’ve just eluded to, what did it mean? Why this is 
what it meant :— 

** Ropert,” it said, as distinkly as if it could have spoken, 
“* Ropert, we are old friends, so I can trust you to keep it dark. So 
keep it dark, Ropert, keep it dark!” And all this said with just 
one wink of one eye! 

What a pity we can’t inwent a langwidge of eye winks, what a 
lot of talk it would save to be sure. 

_ Well, on Wensday we had the Society for prewenting somethink 
right or encouridging somethink wrong, or wisey wursey, for some- 
how, after dinner the speeches got a little mixt, and were so awful 
long, that I couldn’t make tales nor heads of ’em. 

ell, at starting they were about as sollem a set as I ever seed, 
outside the Manshun House, and looked about as conwivial as so 
many Ceme Parsons, but by the time they had finisht dinner, 
the ices seemed to thaw ’em, and their tungs went like one a clock 





wen they got their deserts, and such was the grand effect of our werry 





Nutty Old Sherry, and our fine old Fruity Port, that before breaking 
up all stood up and took hands and sang ‘ Old Lang Sign !”’ 

On wv had a Cricket Club, and awerry different set they 
was. Full of and full of go, and with as fine a set of appetites 
as I ever stood and wund at. But what strange notions they 
seemed to have of the importance of Cricket! I werily believes as 
they thinks more of Docter Grace and his Brother than they does of 
the Lonp Marg, and his Sherryiffs ! 

Why to hear these jolly fellows talk, one weuld think that not 
only was hard hitting the one grate dooty of a Christian Gentieman, 
and good bowling the great aim of egsistence, but that the highest 
object of any man’s ambishun should be to run upa good score, 
That wouldn’t do for the Trafalgar, ’cos we never gives no credit. 

And yet they seemed as modest as they were jolly, and wen one 
Gent’s th was drank because he made the great catch of the 
season, he acshally blusht. Of course I thort at fust- he had married 
a nairess with lots of money, ’till Brown set me right. 

Another on ’em was spoken of as being the best long stopper of the 
Club, and he proved the fact by seeing them all out and going away 
last. They called their Chairman a Capting, but he didn’t seem to 
know much about the Army and Navy when he gave their Toast, so 
praps, as Brown said, he only belonged to the Horse Marines. 

Cricket must be a fine noble game to produce such a jolly set of 
fine noble looking fellows, true Gentlemen too, every one of ’em, 
and all werry libral to the poor Waiter, as all true Gentlemen 
always is. (Signed) Roper, 





DUNRAVEN. 


e Earl of Dunraven, in esting against the short time allowed for 
Peds K of the Irish apd Bill eed “he was nota strict Sabbatarian, 
and had even advocated in that House the desirability of enjoying reasonable 
recreation on the Sunday, but it was impossible that racking one’s brains over 
the tangled i ies of that Bill be considered wholesome recreation 
for anyone.””} 


Anp DuNRAVEN, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
O’er that blessed Bill of Bruny 8, puzzling at it o’er and o'er; 
Andhis eyes have all the seemingof a child’s that hath been screaming, 
And the gaslight o’er him streaming shows them heavy, red, and sore , 
And his voice from out its rises in a muffled roar :— 

“* Hang Bill! it is a bore!”’ 





THEATRICAL, 


Varney was far better as a villain in Kenilworth than as a 
composer of Opéras Bouffes, La Reine des Halles was the most 
idietic, wearisome, tuneless piece we ever remember seeing in Paris. 
It doesn’t seem to have gained much by being called Gibraltar, and 
gibr-altered (as its adapter, Mr. Morgay, would say) for the i 1y- 
market. ‘‘ Gib” doesn’t mean “going.” Munkay come up! it 
this is the un-varney-ish’d truth. 
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DISAPPOINTED TURTLE-DOVES. 

CHARSaES AND EMILY, WHO HAVE JUST BEEN MARRIED, MANAGE TO SECURE A RAILWAY 
Covurk TO THEMSELVES FoR THE WeEppING Trip. 
| JUST BEEN MARRIED ALso ! 


So po EpWIN AND ANGELINA, WHO HAVE 


_——_~- 





SONG OF THE IRISH LAND. 
(After Longfellow and Salis ) 


Lwto the Irish Land! 
Ah! who shall lead us thither ? 
I Clouds in the Western sky lees darkly 


gather, 
And household wrecks less thickly dot 
the strand 





Who leads us with a friendly hand 
Thither, oh thither, 
fj Into the Irish Land ? 
O Land! O Land! 
For which poor Pat hath plotted, 
Canes mild herald by kind fate 
0 . 
eer and with his blessed Bill doth 
To lead us with a friendly hand 
Into the Land whence we’ve long been 
parted, 
Into the Irish Land! 
“GOING NAP.” 
Prince NapotEon, during his Cousin the 
| | Em "s lifetime, was a professed Re- 
pub ican. Now, in a publi letter, he 
| am to the g' recollections of 
e 


S, First een ly = to yy age! 
whic rance joy’ the re ts) 
NAPOLEON THE 9 He Toleves 
—= ls that the mere title of a Government— 
whether Republican or Imperial—is alto- 
~ gether unimportant.’”’ He denounces the 
: present Government of France for sundry 
shortcomings and mi and, finally, 
‘demands such a revision i 
tion as will permit the Chief of the State to 
be elected by the direct voice of the nation.” 
In some said a great man, “‘ i 
is the Truest Modesty.” And so there is to 
be a Napoleon the Fourth, isthere? Yes— 
if France is caught napping. 














THE MEDICAL CONGRESS. 


Tue Medical Congress is o’er, and for certain 
Our friends from afar should some pleasure evince. 
At first we full royally rung up the curtain, 
And opened the play with kind words from the Prince ; 
While Pacer delivered a graceful oration— 
No Surgeon had ever a more honoured name— 
And welcomed the Doctors of every nation, 
With praise of the Art that has won them such fame. 


Came Esmancn from Kiel, and from Rome BusrNELtt ; 
Illustrious Vircnow was there from Berlin ; 
With Caarcor from Paris, and Krave and Casext, 
While Jenner came forward to welcome them in. 
And Lister, and AcLanp, and THompson, and TrypaLt, 
ont, Quvuaiyn, Cricuton Browne, Rispon Bennett, and 
SEALE, 
With Hewirr and Cormack, were there to enkindle 
The ardour for Science such Doctors reveal. 


The German attire, methinks, Mrs. Grunpy 
Had sneered at,—they spurned the white tie of to-day : 
Let's hope they preseribe “* Jute, cito, jucunde,” 
As authors of old were accustomed to say. 
Madrid’s representative, fresh from the Prado, 
Hobnobbed with Italians, wot ye the while, 
Some slight reminiscence of Sangrado 
Might cause just the ghost of a cynical smile. 


¥? = woe be Tey —/- noble peeteasten . 
ight might our Prince such a gatheri ace ; 
The art of the healer shows no oe had “a 
He works for the good of the whole human race. 
And Nature to guide him shows all her arcana, 
The lore that lies hid in the storehouse of Time ; 
In corpore sano he keeps the mens sana— 
A health then to Doctors of every clime ! 





THE NATIONAL SLOW-COACH LEAGUE. 


Unper this title a body, independent of party politics (and of 
common sense), has just been formed. ‘‘ Convinced,” the promoters 
say, ‘‘ of the practical failure of the I 8s (so called), which con- 
sists in the ready adoption in the Uni ngdom 1 Improve- 
ments (also so-called), Political, Social, or Scientific, notwithstanding 
the extremely limited extent to which other countries (such as 7 
land and Honolulu) follow our lead, this League is formed for th 
ae of preventing, by any means at its command, all advance in 

ivilisation in this country, which is not on the true principle of 
—— shared to its est extent by all other countries in the 
world. The policy advocated is thus explained :— 


1. Careful adjustment of the rate of amongst the nations 
to the pace of the slowest, it being ir that a Hottentot should 
be able to take things more slowly than an Englishman. 

2. Free adoption of all unprogressive or reactionary schemes and 
practices, in order that we may successfully compete i the prin- 
ole of ‘ Geokey ‘pomp pnd Lang wins) with Slow-Coaches, 

rowsy an e . 

3. Adequate, that is to say —— duties to be levied on all 
improvements (so-called) to removed only in the case of ali 
nations, from China to Peru, simultaneously agreeing to adopt them. 

4. A very moderate duty to be levied upon all schemes for 
the wheels of the Juggernaut of Progress which may emanate 
foreign countries, the same being admitted free from all parts of our 
own Empire pre’ themselves to adopt them. 

This League is to be affiliated with the National Fair Trade 
League, an Association formed on similar principles but with more 
limited seope. A donation fund of £10,000 a-year is to be raised for 
five years, so as adequately to fight the battle of Anti-Progress. A 
large portion of this is to be in the hands of a Special Partington- 
Committee, to be expended in the purchase of mops and brooms for 
sweeping back the tide of Improvement. 
scriptions to the fund are £ from Mr. 8. TickrnrHemup, Han- 
well, £1000 from Mr. E. C. Crawiz, the Treasurer, and £500 each 
from Sir Trxworny Srorrem, Bart., and Mr. Brocxer, M.P. 
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“THE LITTLE VULGAR (SCOTCH) BOY.” 
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Ir was a little vulgar boy, exceeding sharp, and Scotch, Says he, “‘ O yus, you look O. K.” (the boy meant “‘ Orl Korreet ”’) 
At Westminster y ot ih he stood the fish to watch. es You hear fon ve ig whales and things with backbones, I expect. 
He willingly had at them, but, helpless so to do, Yah-boo! you flabby, Sete = g, floundering flats, as ir as small, 
Indulged, hke little vulgar boys in general, in ‘‘ Yah-boo!” You ’re only helpless oe with not no spines at all!” 
He was a very cock-nosed boy, which tempted him, no doubt, The creatures in the T a ed his cheek to quite enjoy, 
**To put his thumb unto that nose, and spread his fingers out.” But took no other notice of that little vulgar boy. 
A REVISED VERSION. ONE OF BEN TROVATO’S. 
“ ApprogaTion from Sir Witt1am Harcourt is ponies indeed.” | ‘ Arrer the Session,” said the D-ke of Ano-.1, ‘I shall stay at 
Quotation from an adaptation of A Cure for the Heartache, to be| the sea-side.” ‘* Another Sea-session'” exclaimed Prof. Ta-n-Lp 
called 4 Cure for the Harcourt, by the Right Hon. W. E. G. R-e-rs. The D-ke smiled, and went jelly-fishing at a pastry-cook’s, 


4 
re 


> 
































64 





ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 
THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


Mowpay, August 1.—House of Lords full to-night, but chiefly of 

| words. Wonderful what tremendous long speeches noble Lords 
make when they get a chance. 

| “Don’t often get one,” Lord Cranproox says; ‘‘ only about once 

in three years, when something ’s going to be destroyed. Then have 

the privilege of the Dying Gladiator, and are permitted to salute 

Cmsar in a few words before finally caving in.”’ 

The few words grow into many. Doesn’t seem to be the thin 

1 the Lords to apenk under an hour. Lord Denman and Lo 

STRATHEDEN AND CAMPBELL look on, and shake their heads mourn- 
fully whilst the Marquis of WATERFORD pours forth a level torrent 
of illimitable speech. 

‘They never listen to me like that,” Lord SrratHepeEn says, 
‘‘ although I changed the eut of my coat to meet their prejudices, 
and though the topics I deal with are much more important.’ 

‘* And once they counted me out,” says DENMAN, with a tear 
in his voice. ‘“* And when I do the newspapers never say 
anything more than ‘ After a few words from Lord Denman.’ ” 

ord WATERFORD inly is ing the most of his innings. 
Seems that somebody is going to give somebody else ‘‘a lease for 
ever ;” but that’s no reason why hi ip should go on for ever. 
Benches rapidly thinning. Lord Saxissury solitary on the front 
bench, and begmming to wish he had let the e of RicumMonD 
take the place of er. A garland of Ladies runs round the 
sombre House. 

‘* They sit there like Patience in the Gallery yawning at WarTER- 
rorD,” Lord DunRaveEn says. 

Comicallest effect on the steps by the Throne where sit SrarrorD 
Noxtaoote, W. H. Surrmg, and Lord Joun Manners. Norrucore 
in the middle. Steps are low, and the three sit motionless with 
their knees curiously huddled up, staring vacantly into space. 
Faney they’re asleep. Very pleasing at first to ears aw with the 
eloquence of GLADSTONE, affronted by the constant cheering of 
the majority, to come into this and hear without contradiction, 
how bad is the Bill, and how the outlook. For first hour or 
two enjoyed themselves thoroughly. Then a sense of peace and rest 
stole over them, and like three sterm-tossed mariners wrecked on 
Lotos Land, they wrapped them round with the poppy 
mandragora distilled from speeches two hours long, a sleeping, 
dream that Mr. Brapiaven is running off with Mr. Grapstone on 





his back, that Rawpotr# and Mr. Heaty have gone on a provincial | 


| tour with a cheap-jack establishment, and that the Irish d Bill 


has been withdrawn. 
| Business done.—BSecond Reading of Land Bill in the Lords. 


Wednesday.—Came down a little early to-day, thinking to bring up 
my eerrespondence with my ‘ i Speaker took the 
. Curious coincidence ; 
same idea occurred to every- 
body else. The lobby, which 
at this hour on ordinary 
Wednesdays, is a wilderness 
crowded = yp wr, wall 
standing ut chatting 
thinking t, well now, 
they ll go into the Library 
— bring up their corre- 
spondence with their con- 
stituents. 

Just as I was going, who 
should enter but Mr. Brap- 
taucH! Haven’t seen him 

iy. Walked in with hasty 
step towards the door. Oddly 
here was Mr. Ens- 
KINE, |Deputy-Sergeant-at- 
Arms, on his way to his room, 
I suppose, to write up his cor- 
respondence. Also half-a- 
dozen messengers, and as 
many Police wrapped in silent 
meditation, wondering why, 
amid all this bringing in of Bills, no ome introduced a measure 
permitting Poliee in uniform to buy -stamps at the rate of 
thirteen fer a shilling. 





Mr. Snodgrass Bradlaugh “about to begin.” 
(Vide Pickwick, Ch. xxiv.) 


Mr. Brapiaves stood stock still in the 
middle of the Lebby, fielded his arms, threw back his head slightly 
on one side, as if he were about te have his likeness taken. 

‘* Leeks like NaPoLEeN crossing the Alps,” said Mr. Montaeve 
Scorn, whe, after leeking all about the Lebby fer a sycamore tree, 
had climbed up ene of the pillars and surveyed the scene at his 


ease. 
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| No use going to write letters now. Speaxer be here in a minute. 
| Everybody waited. Presently came the Speaker, bowing right and 
| left to the parted throng. Captain Gosser carrying the Mace with 
| one eye shrewdly fixed on BRADLAUGH, who may have called for it. 
| But Mr. BrapLaven smiles with friendly recognition on the Sergeant 
| with whom he has had many a pleasant promenade up and down the 
floor of the House. Looks as if he would shake ds with the 
SPEAKER, and finishes by bowing bareheaded like the rest. SPEAKER 
| gone in; prayers going on. But congregation remain outside. Per- 
aps we ’ll go and write our letters yet, and it’s no use disturbing 
| the House by entering and leaving. 
| “Mr, Speaker in the Chair!” Then Mr. Braptaven makes a 
forward movement. Mr. Montacvues Scott ins to wish he hadn’t 
got on the pillar. He has cried ‘Oh! Oh!” against Mr. Brap- 
LAvGH ; he has voted against him, and has consorted with RanDoLPH 
and Warton, and other eminent devotees. What if BrapLavueGH is 
now going for him with intent to lift him off the pedestal and per- 
adventure walk off with him? Much relieved to see him make for the 
door and the Deputy-Sergeant-at-Arms. ‘‘ Erskine ’s paid for it, 
dontcha,” as MonTacvE said, when subsequently relating his per- 
sonal experiences. 

The door closed and barred. Mr. Exsxrve stands squarely up, and 
Mr. BrapLaven continues his advance. Whereupon the messengers, 
roused from their meditation, fall him. The policemen, for- 

tful of their unfinished correspondence, close in upon him, and 
ci Mr. Scorr could scramble off the pedestal, Mr. BrapLaven 
was hustled towards the door, through which he disap ed, the 
| centre of a mass of flushed faces, clenched hands, disordered neck- 
| cloths, and stumbling feet. 


| 
| 


| 





| 
} 
| 





** Such a gettin’ down-stairs! ’’"—Alas! poor Messenger ! 


No use now to go and write letters. Members stream into the 
House, others go pell-mell down the staircase after the intermingled 
mass of limbs, above which the red face of Mr. BrapLaven burns 
like a beacon. In the House matters go on with a pretty affectation 
of there being nothing the matter outside. Someone asks a ques- 
tion about the Transvaal. The Premier replies amid a murmur 
of voices. Then Mr. Braptaven’s faithful co e brings forward 
the matter on a question of privilege; and whilst the Speaker is 
delivering his judgment on the case submitted, we can hear tho 
sullen roar of the multitude outside who have just caught sight of 
their hero pan g hatless, dishevelled, with his coat torn, and his 
stylographic pen broken. 

Mr. Bieear’s prophetic eye looking into the future, beholds the 
ibility of an undesirable precedent being established. All Mr. 
1GGAk’s social and religious principles are hostile to Mr. BrapLaveH. 

But statesmen must take a broad view of questions, and Mr. Biee 

with his thumb in the arm-hole of his waistcoat and his right han¢ 

extended to command attention, speculates on the probability of this 
hustling of an obnoxious Member becoming ‘‘a precedent.” The 

House plesing itself with its accustomed quickness at Mr. Biaean’s 

— of view, beholds in the dim future that estimable Gentleman 


rne shoulder high down the staircase by four and a 
fringe of policemen. A hearty and prol burst of laughter breaks 
in upon roceedings which, to tell truth, had a trifle 


cand a fttle sombre. ; 
usiness done.—Mr. Speaker’s action re BrapLaven approved. 
House in Committee on Supply. 


Thursday Night.—The Lords have got the Land Bill all te them- 
selves now, and are gnawing it as if it were atoothsome bone. After 
weeks of anguished watching from the gallery in the other House, 
after seeing without power of protest all sorts of restrictions on 
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the right of a man to do as he pleases with his own, the landlords 
have a fierce joy in laying with the Bill, and making it dance to 
taal saeee 1 GraNVILLE brought in in a chair, and on 
the Ministerial Bench ; where he sits, genially smiling as if there 
ings as gout or Tory majorities. 4 

” he said to Lord CaRLinerorD, who was getting 
uneasy at the wrec made of the Bill, “‘ don’t disturb them wi 
regrets. It amuses and it won’t permanently hurt the Bill.” 

usiness done.—Land Bill in Committee. 


were no such 
‘* The dear boys! 


His “ deadly feint ’’—a Bright Idea. 


Friday.—House of Lords gone through Land Bill like a yr | 
goes through a crowd of his wife’s relations. Lord GRrawviLLe sti 
sits smiling on the Ministerial Bench, with his legs bound in 
swaddling clothes and laid on a leg-rest. Curiously irritating effect 
this faci t has upon Lord Sarissury. Apple 

‘*What’s Granvitie always geri at?” the Marquis said 
gloomily to Lord Cargns. ‘‘ Doesn’t seem to me that there’s an r 
to laugh at in the way we ’ve Somers up the Land Bill. Looks as 
he knew some joke that we should hear of presently. Hate a man 
who smiles when m Fog to look cut up.” 

Business done.— Bill passed through Committee. 





HISTRIONIC HOLIDAYS. 


Tuer have given us cause for laughter and for tears that follow after, 
They have raised supreme emotion by their histrionic art ; 

So, the London Season over, many an actor is a rover, 
And for Continent or sea-side they are blithe to make a start. 


Bancrort goes to Pontresina with his wife, who oft has been a 
Star when acting there for Charity, and Irvine sails away ; 
ELien Terry, rest much needing, to some quiet nook is speeding, 
Till the provinces will welcome them in many a famous play. 
Hane and Kewpat too have left us, and the holidays bereft us 
Of bright Mrs. Kenpa’s presence; Boorm has crossed Atlantic 
wave ; 
But it seems as if The Colonel were to have a run eternal,” 
And Caries Coe¢Han still delights us with his manner cool and 
suave. 


All the Meininger haye vanished, Saran Bennuanpr has been 
banish’d 


To provincial towns astonished at her weird Le = face ; 
And there’s Toorz, that mighty mummer, ed away to see if 


_ Summer 
Still exists in merry England in this present year of grace. 


And right be they ’ve earned their holidays—we trust they may be 
jo 
They have 


wou ven us hours of pleasure, may their days as pleasant be. 


now can bore them, and no night-work before 


them, 
As they wander by the mountain or the ever-voiceful sea. 


* “Why cert’nly.” 


Charming lines. Nice man this poet. So sensil 
Pasi £ poe ble, 





Internationally Medicated Notes. 


Circulation in the World” was discovered 
Dr. Vircnow defends vivisection as to 4 
Doctor! ‘You need ne praise from us, as “* Viecsow is his 
own rey .”’ Says the same authority, ‘‘ Every cell in the human 
frame is a seat of life.” Ergo, the sum of all little cells must be one 
great cell. What is Life? One great “sell.” Nunc est bibendum, 


o TE 
VEY. 
Bravo, 


Har- 


THE IRISH SOCIETY AGAIN. 


Se Serta Oe eller of ee 
a 

3 oS ae to addr that very 

the Honourable 


&e., nearly £600 more— 
of banquets for them- 
reasons for their otherwise inexplicable 


conduct are easily un 
The to be dedicated to as noble a purpose as 
money can be dedicated to, might have somewhat entrenched 
upon the funds used for summer excursions and winter banquets, 
- 80, oS tion, the Committee’s favourable Report was 
once nega 
of the tae thecking the Stee for’ thee 
way, or their 
ie Ot BL i week, was and the 
conscience-strieken Common i refused to allow it to be 
in their 


first 
our assistance ; and our best and heartiest wishes to you, Sir, 
helping the cause of your truly grateful friends, 
Tuz Poor Peasanrey or BaLTimons. 
Baltimore, July 26, 1881. 





BELLES WITHOUT RINGS. 

Ir is propesed by a in the States, says the Standard, te do 
oneak the weddi a thy substituting o bepeclet with a clasp, 
which the Lady can snap as am i i Se tor her been 
Snapping t “these! The whole idea is a Snappy Thought. 
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| A PIOUS FRAUD. 


Emily. ‘‘Reatry, Joun, I pon’r THINK ir Nick, Just as THE| Emily. ‘‘Wett, Jonx, you KNow Best. By THE BYR, WHO DO 
PROPLE ARE COMING OUT OF CHURCH, FOR YoU TO SIT LIKE THAT, | YOU THINK WERE IN CHURCH, OF ALL PeopLE IN THE WorRLD? THE 
with A Pipk 1x your Moura, anp your Hat at THE Back oF | DucHEss oF STILTON AND LorD ARCHIBALD! HER& THEY COME!” 
your Heap, AND your CLOTHES aNYHow !" John (hastily getting off his perch, buttoning his Coat and Waistcoat, 

John. *‘ Bosu, Emity! I am porne No Harm, AND THEREFORE | and thrusting his Pipe behind his back). ‘*Goop HEAVENS, EmIty ! 








I pon'T CARE Wao sks ME, OR WHAT ANYBODY THINKS !” | —WHERE—WHERE / J CAN'T 888 THEM!” 
‘ | going on, the Rose by any other name would smell as sweet.) Joined 
A CANTERBURY TALE. by three other Canterbury Pilgrims. Dined well and wisely : ‘‘ passed 


‘ ey | the rosey”’: everything couleur de rose. Then we rose from table 
(From the Notes of a Pilgrim Father.) | and left The ny Hh ~ wee be ad pane yD vel —_ at 
Went to Canterbury. Came late on the ground. Crowd looking at | the theatre to see that latest thea novelty, umping Legacy, 
a match. "Couldn't see match on account of crowd. Believe it was | Played by the Old Stagers, with, I fancy, another equally new pices 
| cricket between the Gentlemen of Kent and the Gentlemen of England, entitled Zit for Tat | ,think— but <4 b ‘er be ed 
who, I always thought up to now, lived at home at ease, and how little | morning after—I can’t distinctly recollect—but— Happy ‘ded a4 
do they think upon the danger of M.C.C.’s, But this wasn’t M.C.C, | What a good advertise mut it would be if SS ea ne otel 
Never having been on this ground before, didn’t know the ropes. | 00 #ecount of its excellent liquor, and ed it an ~ — at a 
Soon made their acquaintance, however, by tumbling over a pertect | Well, as I was saying—‘u the stilly mpd ny — oe ate 
network of them attached to eaeh tent. Sever saw so many tents. | “!tement in Canterbury, four Pilgrims here pte observed in 
Decidedly most Aisthetic People—all in-tense !—ahem !—but_most | * trap—bat and ball being left to the Cricketers—pilgriming towards 
intent on the cricketing. Unfortunately found I had arrived in a a Se Sees See See eee Se Bee 
general way too late. Ev ing was fini except the match, | Thanet 11°154—a wonderfully quick passage. , 
and that was coming toa rapid conclusion. Hospitable people. The | Ten minutes or so allowed for refreshment at Sarre. Tip for Tap 
In-tents Ones, and in carriages too, deeply regretted my not having | the Crown, where Mr. Pay makes the Sarre Cakes, much patr 
arrived in time for luncheon. fo did I. Very hot: very dry | by the local superior clergy, who, kept in tin by their parishioners, 
work. ‘* What, no soda-water? So he died, and she very im-| and preserved in the sweet Isle of Thanet (easily obtainable here), 
Baw the’ Old Stagers.” occu bled. | inimitable style of Uncle Remus pf ynk ~~ oat toa 
sg “s " bs : E e 0 net emus, r 
Ob tea lease an Epilogue a his og oP titel its | * De cake good, so de wiksky, which make Brer Fox, Brer Rabbit, 
ae remarked that she was afraid ¢ Ly gd too long. That he hab ary eins,” OA wen Bear burst out a 2 bow Fox 
| Old Stager was indignant: it was a libel on memory, and— | he grins, - ‘ilgrims cigar ny a 
| Happy Thought—fancy a wife libelling her husband’s memory | 2nd the piper being paid, the Pilg-iane seemed Seale Journey, 
| 








during his lifetime. Didn’t say this, bat tit.) ‘ My dear!” | Pilgrims sought their couches—and luckily found them—and “ the 
| exclaimed that Old Stager, indignantly, “ it’s not J bit too long for | rest is silence ”—at least, it would have been, but for the snoring of 
me.” “* No, dear,” returned his wife innocently, with an idea of | the Pilgrim Brothers. Song— And the snoring on my own hearth 
soothing him—*‘ No, dear, I only meant it might be too long for the | was the only sound I heard.” Exit. 
audience.” Taking one consideration with another, that Old Stager’s 
lot was not a happy one—happy one. - 
Dined at “* The " , Brothers, Rose! Delightful seent of| Svcerstioy to THe Cowarpty “ SxreuisneErs.”—In future call 
dinners. (Happy Thought.—With the same amount of cooking | the Dynamite for your Infernal Machines, ‘* Demonite.”’ 
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WORK AT THE SEA-SIDE. 
(A Holiday Task.) 


“ Tue great wave of Democracy which——” 


What on earth is that old man looking at through a telescope? Is 
it a wreck ? No, it is too calm for that, and the Ladies don’t bathe 
there. Wonder if he sees 
anything? Don’t believe he 
- does. Who was it used to 
~~ collect crowds in Trafalgar 
jj; Square — not BRADLAUGH, 
lon 
looking at the Lion on Nor- 
//. thumberland House? That 
, old man has heard of this, 
4 and is trying it on. Idiot! 
@e Still, I wish I knew what he 
was looking at. 


AS 4 Thee wave a Demo- 
Yachtsman taking a Run from Cowes. the Mee nome oh pets. 
Pretty from here. Wonder if it is worth while taking a turn on 
the Parade, where she probably isn’t pretty from. Her voice settles 
her; it is not while. White dress, Gretna hat, —_ 
loves, flower ; a man has to look twice at a girl in that rank of life 
fore making out whether she is a lady or not. Wonder whether a 
woman is taken in the same way. Look at her companion. Decentish 
sort of fellow very likely—saves out of his wages, keeps sober, and 
is very fond of her; yet he wears a frock-coat and a pot-hat. What 
is there in the cad’s composition which always prompts him to assume 
on a holiday a pot-hat and a frock-coat? He takes her arm— 
another peculiarity of the lower middle classes, the great partially 
washed. Good name that! These two fat women with bright blue 
sand-shoes ought to be given in charge of the police. 
“The great waye of Democracy which came rolling over the 
Continent, arising in the far East, reaching its highest point-——” 

How children must hate the sea-side, that is children possessed of 
sanitary mothers. Look at that poor little brat. Of course he is 
frightened at the sea. That’s right, dip him under it, he hasn’t got 
his breath, dip him again, he howls and kicks, that’s right, slap him, 
harder, harder, that’s good, under again, more shrieks, more slaps. 
ee worsen oak on re ¥ a less spprovingly, —. - 

el y at one of their own order coming to grief. 
Ah! human nature !—but I must get on with this article :— 

“‘The great wave of Democracy which came rolling over the Con- 
tinent, arising in the far East, reaching its highest point midway 
between——’ 

What ’s that band playing in the next square? Lum, tum, tum, 
tum, tiddlity tum, tum. atisit? La la tumty tumpty la la la. 
Oh hang it, what is it? Curious I can always remember tunes, but 
— their names. Wonder if com cre are tn ee | that, 

uppose a composer were to write a dashing sparkling drinki 
chorus, and forget its name and label it Messe Solennelle, an 
play it at the funeral of a very dear friend. What would the 
mourners say? Or rather, it would be of more importance to the 
composer to know what the mourners would do. 


“The great wave of Democracy which came rolling over the 


Continent, arising in the far East, reaching its highest pomt midway 


between Vienna——” 

‘What was I saying? I shall miss the post. 
window i y will 
talk? I don’t want to hear the details of their squalid lives. What 
does that red-faced, bulbous-nosed, painfully habitual drunkard 
mean by bawling out to that emaciated ghoul on the seat? What 
does he say that there is a great swell on the outside, and the 
people coming by the boat are certain to be very sick ! Why, there’s 
the smoke from the funnel! I am off!! 


[And so he was. And a despairing, mad, sad Editor, who had only that 
morning received a letter, ‘“‘ The sea is doing me no end of good; I can do 
twice amount of work that I can in town,” sat late that night, and tore 
what little hair a life of continual disappointments had left him, at the non- 
appearance of the ised article. may the above lesson be taken to 
heart by all Contributors now taking, or about to take, holidays. Don’t dis- 
appoint an Editor. Tell him fairly and honestly that while you are away 
from town you don’t intend to do a stroke of work, and stick to your word 
even as this Contributor has said, and means sticking to it.] 


I won’t look out of 





A PRETTY GOT, 


’ARRY was reading that M. Gor had been publicly decorated with 


the insignia of the Legion of Honour. ‘ Ah!” cried the Irrepres- 
sible,” e's Got ’em on, eh ?” . 


before his time—by|; 


people come just opposite my rooms to| | 





FISHY EVIDENCE. 


I.—Tae Conventences or BILLINescare. 
Carriers, Vans are delayed on an average four hours! We get 
fish from Yarmouth in less time than it takes to get it into B 
gate. Sometimes a van is delayed eight hours in getting from 
Ci 


on 
Station into Billingsga' 
” 


te ! 

‘ostermonger we can’t move, we are treading on the 
top of one another. If you want to get to where a bit of fish is being 
80 ou are tearing one another to get round to it. A decent coat 
would be torn off your back. You’re shoved all over the . 
Fish Porter. The present system murde 


sun, and the Public gets it half 
where it is, you will never have cheap fish, 
Il.—Tue Price or Fisx. 
Sender. 1 sent last year about 340,000 potege of fish to 


, and the av price I receive all the year round for 
4 soles, haddocks, whiting, plaice, &c., is one penny and one 


pedo fe is really no fault to be found. My income as a 
Consumer ase [obtained from Pie a hy Ton 

¥ uth for one 

i gh y of different kinds of fish, 

t 


, ineluding carriage, of which I calculated the 
* . with nw 


as they are ! 
Ifl.—Tue System. 

Bish Sih Tad reve Bae ae ied of Gp Sak goer gute into the 
market at ot 

vs aleeman. I believe Billingegate and the parties who do business 

to be almost 

‘Pubnonger . There is no Ring in Billingsgate, such a thing is 

. 1 believe there is a Ring, and a very substantial one too, 

and it contains the cleverest men in the fish trade. Their ordinary 

commission is five per cent., but they often take off twenty from the 

price they sell at. They so distrust each other thet Car eomeage 

account sales in open envelopes, so that A. reads posts B. 


sales, and vice versed! They would ruin an inde 
acted honourably te his senders, in about six 


CONVERSATION FOR THE MEDICAL CONGRESS. 


(For the Use of Young Ladies—to be Translated into French, German, 
and Italian. ) 
Art a Garpen Parry. 

ARE you quite certain that it is not danger- 
ous to sit under the trees? ... Tell me 
all you know about the affections... . You 
are sure that it is wise to stroll towards that 
shaded walk? ... y as a Doctor do you 
think it well to avoid acrowd?... Do you 
always speak to a Patient alone? ... Is it 
necessary to my eyes to so much ex- 
amination? ... What you say has distinctly 

increased the rt 


of my heart!... 
WES 38 want my hand? Is it to feel 
my pulse 





At a Duvyer. 

7 It is so pleasant to have someone near me 
Zo te advise me what to take!.. No, I 
meant the dishes. Men can always take care 
of themselves. ... Idid not say I wanted 
an adviser always near me... . ’t you 
i. - squaticstion LF - water to your 
ii mn you are not a Hydropathist. ... 
Love is a fever I do not understand in the 
1 ... You have made it a special study. , 
must be much obliged to you. . . What ?—only during the last 
half hour! n your experience can be of svalue.... What? 
a Patient suffering from it yourself ! ou will soon get over it ; if 
you don’t—consult a colleague. 


At a Batt. 


From a medical point of view, is a “ 
er 


A Royal Guardin’ Party. 
What an absurd idea ! 
east. 


round” better ‘than ‘‘a 
What do you want with a flower from my beuquet ? 
o make an experiment’... Neo, I am not to anyone. 
But surely that scarcely a seientific question! ... Oh, . 
it is for you to say w I could live as happily abroad as in 
England! ... tt yeu really want to know asything more, 
ALPHONsE—well—yes—you may ask Papa ! 
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SUPPRESSIO VERI. 
Small Boy (construing). ‘‘ Bur Tux CrocopiLz——” 
Schoolmaster. ‘‘I aM sURE you Gor ‘CrocopILE’ ouT oF A CrIB. 
Small Boy. ‘No, Sir! Inpegp, Sm, I prpn’r.” 





Schoolmaster (severely). ‘‘I1 KNOW YOU DID. AND AS YOU'VE TOLD A LIF ABOUT IT 4 
[Prepares cane. 
Small Boy (terrified). *‘ No, Simn—tnvgEED I pipn’r TELL A Liz, Six! Pease, Sir—1T’s 
‘ ALLIGATOR’ IN THE CRIB!” [Tableau. Cane comes down heavily. 








A WARNING TO SWEEPS. 
Tue death of Grorck WerHERLY ought to be a warning to all those who follow mf 


| trades. He fell off a house-top in the mi of his work, and though his ribs were 


phn refused ee to ng L - LAL he by cS v oak. No doubt, = the 
cleanly- view, were ‘. Ww e present race of Sw 
dies out and the I Hospitals will, of course, help boyy exterminate them), let us hope that no 


degraded creatures will come forward to supply their place. Every householder ought to 
cleanse his own chimneys. 





THE LORD OF BURLEIGH. 
(Slightly altered from the Poet Laureate.) 


To the Bill he whispers gaily, 
_‘* Land Bill, I the truth must tell— 
You ’re a nuisance; but believe me 
That I really love you well! ”’ 
ie een ee ish Maiden. 


Only a few amendments 
Prune a section here 


All he tells her makes her queerer, 
Evermore she seems to yearn 

For her Commons and her Giapstone, 
And the moment of return. 

And while now she wonders wildly 


Proudly turns the Lord of BuRiEicn 
**T have drawn your teeth, I think!” 


| an all over 

e emerald) green appears, 

As he Kicks her down the staircase, 
’Mid their Lordships’ wicked jeers. 

But her GuapsTonE upon her, 
Lying life worn, and spent, 

And he said, ‘* Your dress is ragged— 





THE ADJUTANT’S HOSS. 
(A Diary Picked Up in Militia Training 
Quarters.) 

_ July.—Came off duty and went to the sea- 
side. Spent a pleasant month within the 
shafts of a bathing-machine. 

August.—On duty at Blackheath. Rather 
hard work on Sundays and Bank Holidays, 
being let out ata pennyaride. 

September.—Sent to work at a mill. 

Once — ee as an extra horse in 


cheap funerals, to wear a false tail 
on these melancholy occasions. 
Senter Cae as a leader in pleasure 


vans until sent home by an Officer of the 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 


8. 
December.—Stealthily worked as a second 
horse for a night four- . Discovered 
ge eh 
‘anuary.— a onger. 
oa ory teed in et - by temp 
to a 
sherry with the Clown. : 
March.—Acquired by an Artist as model 


for the princi in a pa to be 

called ‘ anaine an Secch in the Desert.” 
April.—Sent to knackers, but returned. 

‘ay.—Exhibited as a living skeleton. 

June.—Hurray! Onactive service 

Hired by Adjutant of 3rd Battalion Roy 

Blankshire Regiment (Militia), to carry him 

on parade during training ! 
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ORGANISED ROBBERY. 


THERE are many who hold that 
mad-houses contain all the reall 


these incorrigibles, before they 
even dream of touching foreign 
—_ Pr poe te our scanty and 
isgraceful markets, London pays 
nearly double what any other 
important town in England pays 
for its fish and vegetables. Be- 
tween the City Corporation and 
the Duke of Muprorp, the me- 
tropolis is made to suffer more 
heavily in health, patience, and 
pocket, than any other city in 
the civilised world. 





The Best Club in London. 
Ir the House of Commons this 
Session has done little work for 
ee _— = — vn 
e grea’ yers e count: 
—beyond the reform of Receipt 
Stamps, it has looked after its 
own comforts. It has overhauled 
its hment ment, 
threatened poe its caterer, 
and proposed to in: a new sup- 
plier of food with the appropriate 
name of Tuck! Fry-er Tuck? 





A Reporter on a very hot 
oy, Sane very hard work, sa 

- ’s many a cup ’twixt 

lip and the slip ”—before the slip 
appears in the jo 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 44. 





RIGHT HON. G. JOACHIM GOSCHEN, M.P. 


Tas 1s A Joxe-’1 Goscuen Picture oF A Wisk MAN FROM THE 
EAST, AT PRESENT ASCERTAINING WHICH WAY THE WIND BLOWS, 





AN OPENING FOR HIM. 


Mr. Brapiaven’s recent per- 
formance in the will 





** Fair is Foul, and Foul 
is Fair.’’ 
A mre eg Fair 
with « conttal of Fifty Thomeed 
P anda inelud- 





Femace Surrrace in France. 
—Is M. Gamperra an advocate 
of Woman's Rights? As the can- 
didate for Belleville ought to 
be a Ladies’ Man. 











THE WISE MAN 


THERE was a Wary Man lately home from out the East, 
Where high-jinks Ambassadorial he had led, led, led, 
He’d a brain as broad and bi 


As you’d find in 


And a crisis never knocked him off his head, head, head. 
And this Wise Man from the East, coming back to join the Crew 
That on special secret service he had left, left, left, 
Found the Vessel’s ccurses set 
Oa a tack untravelled yet, 
steering 


And demanding novel trim and 


And this Wise Man from the East cast his weather-eye aloft, 
And says he, ‘‘ Now I should rather like to know, know, know, 
If it’s safe all sail to crack 
‘ On this same uncharted tack, 
And which way the wind is likeliest to blow, blow, blow. 


** As a ‘ candid friend’ of G.’s, I’m di 


Are a little bit more risky than 


Fore a favouring 
Is, no doubt, exciting fun, 
Jf on hidden rocks or quicksands you don’t strike, strike, strike.” 
So this Wise Man from the East takes no hand 
But he gives his snowy slacks a hitch behind, ’hind, ’hind 
And in silence standing by, 
c Cocks aloft his weather-eye, 
Like a wary salt a-watching for a wi 
Says the Skipper, ‘‘ Dash my Whigs! 
Shall he up and join the Scotchman? "T 


FROM THE EAST. 


Whi “y 

of —~ Chorus of Benchers. Capital! 
Mr. Purple Bagge, Q. 

I see Solicitors want to 


nephew in my brother’s 
— a ¢-- to — 
inners for ing, 

Mr. Purple Bagge, 


Mr. Serjeant Wii 
how it can hurt ay 

now our names, 
We shan’t lose 


estige by it. 
cuclons thine | green, of A 


Mr. Purple Bagge, Q. 
Exactly! Really thisk 


deft, deft, deft. 


ThE see Paes Sate ease 
e, like, like. 
wind to run 


at sail or rope, 


wind, wind, wind. 


rigs. 
ms pe were 8 rise, rise, rise!” i 
0 ma on promotion, 

To the real Land of Geechen, 
If the Wise Man from the East 


I dislike these shirking 





twas quite so wise, wise, wise!” 


right pentipie. (Genially.) 


e . 
and the rest of it. So it won’t 


A BAD BAR-GAIN, 


in Benchers’ Room at 


Mr. Serjeant Wigle nishi: a op 
dessert). Ha! ha! =f Unit non course | got my refreshers, when 
poor young Puuwky had to whistle for his fees! 


Profession too crowded ! 


C. ing himself to wine). By the way, 
be “lied atten a year’s dinners. " 
Mr. Serjeant Wigley. Why not? Fact is, I’ve 
who’s going to join us. 
make him go through three years of bad 


4 
-C. Quite so. Can’t see what the Junior 


t a young 
ow it seems 


Pass the port. 

¢). And don’t see 
ublic believe in us. 
hurt the Profession. 
thing if it affected us !— 


Serious 


°C. (ez ade ae before drinking) 
. ‘amintin ° 
as th wineg eg * Tt J 
Solicitors the better. Nothing like eompetition. 


[Scene closes in—upon Mr. Briefless ! 
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SOCIAL SUCCESSES. 
Mrs. Ponsonby de Tomkyns at Home—Small and Early. 
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| 
| FRAGMENT OF A BRADLAUGHABLE BALLAD. 
Atrn—*“ Lord Lovel.”’ 


He strode and he strode till he reached the landing, 
And then he couldn’t “‘ strode” any higher, 

And there he saw Mister Inspector Den wie, 
Who asked him at once to retire—’ire—'ire. 
Suggesting that he should retire. 


He tackled the Sergeant and his deputee, 
A Messenger too in the Lobby 

When in came a lot of Constabularee,— 
Mister Brapiavueu he collared a Bobby—’obby—’obby ; 
But was collared too by that Bobby. 


They fought and they tussled away down the stairs, 
With many a gasp and a guggle, 

And poor Daddy Longlegs, who won't say his prayers, 
Lost his collar and tails in the struggle—’uggle—'uggle. 
Lost his temper and tails in the struggle. 


Who profits by this? The reply ’s not remote, 
Not the Rough, nor the Bobby, nor Gaoler, 

But as Mister BrapLaven must have a new coat, 
*Tis a capital thing for his tailor—’ailor— ailor, 
A very good thing for the tailor. 








Two Words about Wages. 


By accounts from Ireland we learn that, at a meeting 
of Irish Labourers lately held at Drogheda, a resolution 
| was “* adopted declaring that a fair day’s wage should 
| be given for a fair day’s work.” It was natural of 

Irish Labourers to adopt that resolution, which, how- 
ever, to improve their condition at all, obviously requires 
to be adopted also by Irish farmers. 

Query for the next Social Seience Congress :—In a 
climate like that of Ireland, or England either, are a 
fair day’s wages sufficient remuneration for a wet day’s 
work 





Revival of the Unfittest. 


Tne custom of having a prize-fight as a supplemen- 
tary amusement to horse-racing, which originated this 
year at Epsom, has been continued at wood. The 
patrons of this entertainment were all ‘‘ well-known to 


; - : the police,” but were too distinguished to be prosecuted. 
Brown (who is fighting his way in—to Friendly Party, who holds out his hand). There. is all the difference in the world helween those 
‘* An, How p’y'po, Mr.—er—I seEM TO KNOW YouR Face. OFTEN MET YoU 


HERE BEFORE, I FANCY, HAv'N’T I?” 


Friendly Party. ‘‘ Very tikety. My Name’s Ponsonsy pe Tomxyns!” 








who fill the Court Guide and those who live in Alleys. 
Interesting publication an Alley Guide would be. Many 
of the residents would prefer an Alley-bi. 











THE REWARD OF MERIT. 
(An Imperial Tragi- Comedy—not adapted from the French.) 


| “The Civil List Pensions are a miserable recognition of the claims of 
| Literature, Science, and Art on the part of the richest nation in the world.” | 
ACT I. 


Scene—A Public Banquet. Distinguished Literary Celebrity dis- | 
covered in Chair, su by Highly Enlightened Minister, | 
and surrounded by brilliant gathering of Social and Artistic | 
Notabilities. Much enthusiasm. 
Highly Enlightened Minister (concluding the speech of the evening). | 
And now, as 1 am resuming my seat, let me make one brief but very | 
sincere avowal. Flatte as I am by the generous welcome that | 
you have accorded to my unambitious remarks, honoured as I feel 
by association at this banquet with the cultured, the learned—I may | 
say the splendid—company I see around me, beliéve me, to me the | 
great, the unique privilege of my present position is the distinction | 
it confers on me in allowing me, in ever so humble a way, to support | 
the illustrious philosopher, sage, and genius who, on this occasion, | 
has condescended to adorn our Chair. (Loud and prolonged cheers.) 
Yes, my Lords and Gentlemen—and that hearty expression of sym- 
pathy gives me the courage to confess it—whatever may be my ulti- 
mate bourne in the Wathaila of official renown, no event of my 
public career will impress me with a deeper sense of dignity unwor- 
thily conferred, than the proud, the supreme moment in which I had 
the honour of shaking hands with the great President around whom 
we are assembled to-night. 
[ Tremendous cheering, during which the toast is drunk “‘ three 
times three,” amadst indescribable enthusiasm. 


ACT II, 


Scene—An official room. Highly Enlightened Minister, discovered 
looking over papers, and giving general instructions to Well- 
informed Private Secretary. An interval of twelve months has 
been supposed to elapse between Acts I, and II., during which 
Distinguished Literary Celebrity has been carried with much 
honour to a suburban cemetery. 


Highly Enlightened Minister (concluding morning’s social gossip). 
Yes, and the Old Earl behaved handsomely all round, The butler 
has been pensioned off; and all the old de nts have been 
generously treated. And quite right, too. service should have 
its meet reward,—eh ? (turning over several documents). Talking 
of service, I hear that t capital cook at Duvover’s only gets a 
hundred a year. 

Well-informed Private Secretary. Dear me ; and he’s worth five! 

Highly Enlightened Minister. Quite! (Selecting a paper). Ha! 
Here we are. Old What’s-his-name’s daughter: why, it’s only a year 
ago I met the old fellow somewhere—some public dinner (¢urning 
paper over). Hum !—the claim is backed strongly—so, I suppose 
she must have a slice (refers to note). Ah? I see it’s settled; so you 


may as well write and let ’em know. I dare say somebody ’s 

Well-informed Private Secretary (taking papers). Thanks, 
(Looks at them.) You didn’t mention the re. : 

Highly Enlightened Minister (already deep in something gies), 
Fifty. (Still reflecting.) Fancy Dusover’s cook only a hundr “ ! 
Why, it isn’t the salary of a crossing-sweeper! Ha! ha! That it isn’t! 

| Goes on with his business, while Well-informed Secretary offici- 
ally removes “* somebody's anxiety” as Curtain falls. 


| anxious. 








4 To Convusrowvents.— The Rilitor does not hold hivnse!f hound! to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contrivutions, In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by a 


tian je @ cleat enpels 





pe. Copies should be kept 














ESSENCE OF 


PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 
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THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P, 


| 
| 





Lord Ch-ne-ll-r. Earl Gr-ny-lle. Duke of -IL 


MonvaY Night, August 8.—Great thing to have in the House a 
Member with a voice, an impressive delivery, and an order) 
mind. For the class of Members who do not follow up a 
questions, a plain statement from a man of this kind is of inestimable 
value. Here’s the Gorrmy case, for example. Been before the House 
on and off for some Sessions. Confess that up to to-night, having on 


all about. Had a notion that Mr. Gorriy was the gentleman who 
kept a dust-heap and Mr. Silas Wegg. But Mr. Ramsay, who 
knows Sir WALTER Scorr’s romances by heart, tells me that was 
Boffin. Gave Gorrty up with the nae Men = sorrow» of SEcocENT, 
the unmitigated labours of LiancaBELELE, and the story of the 
wrongs of Mr. Jonw Crarr, who invented several things, amongst 
others, various opportunities for Mr. Biccar to occupy the time of 


ouse. 

Now know all about Mr. Gorrry and his ease. Sir James CLARK 
LawRENcE, standing well out on the Bench behind Ministers, and 
lifting up his full voice, has put the whole matter ina nutshell. It 
seems that Mr. Gorrin was formerly employed at the Home Office ; 
fell sick ; took leave of absence; Doctor saw him, and reported that he 

i ing; consequence was, discharged, losing his position 

msion. On what ground did the Doctor attribute 

mali ing? Ha! here’s where the story begins to get exciting. 

He states the Doctor, prescribed for Mr. Gorrrm, who, at this 

stage of the story it turns out, had something the matter with his 

foot. On examining the foot one morning, found traces of iodine. 

Doctor knew he had not ordered iodine, therefore, clear case of 
we. Hence and dismissal of Mr. Gorrr. 

“Years roll on.” (Wish I could enter in my diary Sir James's 
voice and his impressive gesture.) Some papers disturbed. Whether 
they were Mr. Gorrin’s, or the Doctor’s, not quite sure. But there 
hidden away, not a will, but the original prescription; and what 
do you think was found? Why, a direction to apply iodine, which 
the Dector had ordered and forgotten! This proved no malingering, 
just as the iodine had proved the offence. Mr. Gorrrn made appli- 
cation to the Home Office to be reinstated. They replied—and here 

in the diary loses the advantage of Sir Jamzs’s flexible voice— 
‘We never o what we have done.” 
is is case of Mr. Gorrrix, who very naturally objects to 
being charged with malingering, since it is now proved that the 
Doctor prescribed ‘ 

Am so pleased at having fathomed this case, that I go about asking 
Members if they understand the case of Mr. Gorrm ; and when the 
say “‘ No” (as most do), I tell them. Told Munxpetia, who says 
have made a mistake, and that this thrilling story related by Sir 
James, has nothing to do with Mr. Gorrry, who is a schoolmaster, 
and is charged with too great anxiety to > get his pupils on. Sir 
James, MuNDELLA in. just remembered it in the middle of his 

and thought he would tell the House. But I know better. 


I make of the case of Mr. Gorrny. 

Business done.—Talked till two o'clock to-morrow morning ; then 
began to deal with the votes. 

Tuesday.—Don’t think I ever saw a lot of men so com y 
knocked over asthe crowd in the Smoking-Room, when at -past 
ten to-night someone came in and announced “The Black Beetle on 
the floor of the House is killed!” The notion that our own good 











Marquis of S-1-sb-ry. ord Sh-rbr-ke. 
MORE “FORMS OF THE HOUSES.”’ 
(By Electric Light.) 


listened to every word of this beautiful speech, and this is what | ¢ 





Lord C-rns. Duke of R-chm-nd. The Bishops. : Earl of D-rby. 


Gosset was no more, that we chow mover look on his cheery 
face oe Gagne i of his manly legs as he bore 
to and fro, or danced the stately minuet with Mr. Brap- 
Members sat dumb for a moment, and 

ts, broke exclamations of, 


hand much business for my constituency, didn’t know what it was} the 


t 


i walked up the floor 
if it were about 
Outraged 

of procedure ; 
ween Mr. Parne.y 
, when the former 
; stood about on 
the floor after the 
division when order had been 

~~ called; behaved in the most 
“\ insulting manner to the Leader 

“ When Greek meets Greek |” of the Fourth Party; ostenta- 
tiously strolled in the direction 

of the seats below the Gangway, on the Conservative side amid 
immense excitement: Land Bill forgotten; Lords’ Amendments 
as nothing. Was the Fourth Party about to receive a recruit, even 
i ion? Dreadful moment of suspense for RanpoLru, 


li 
el 


FEE 


so late in the Session 

who sat perwousty ctnoking bie moustache, Kp Saw = H if oe 
to him. e and survey 

soornfully at Ranwpotpa; winked at WourFr; 

Mr. Gonsr, and then, before the watching 

, turned its back, and made straight for the rising hope of the 

i the Gengway opposite, in 

‘ all the Virtues, 

ing Member, having 

Senate, than did the 


Wednesday.—Cavunpisn Bgwrnvcx in great form to-day. When 
{say to-day I mean this moraine towards ock-arow,_ Hous 
wi on mm. 

Attorasy’ Genanal fer Intlend o listle seized ; chaws 0 disposition to 
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** DENUDATION.” 


Niece (after a header), ‘‘On, AUNT, YOU'RE NOT COMING IN WITH YOUR SPECTACLES ON?” 
Aunt Clarissa (who is not used to bathe in the ‘‘ open.”) *‘ My Dear, I POSITIVELY WON'T TAKE 
OFF ANYTHING MORE, | ’M DETERMINED !!” 





regard hares as wild fowl. CavenpisH bursts into the controversy, and is received with 
prolonged and hilarious cheers. CavENDISH seems to think the Premrer (who hasn’t spoken 
since C. B. came _ has been saying something, and turns upon him, with lofty assumption 
| of superiority in all that relates to wild fowl. But C. B. is generous, even among his political 
| animosities. Premrer knows nothing about wild fowl; why shouldn’t he learn? C. B. holds 
out the wing of friendship, and s ts that under its cover he should run down and see a 
little wild-fowl shooting. As in his mind’s eye he beholds the picture of himself and the 
Premrer out on the lonely moor or adrift on the sodey stream duck-shooting, with only stars 
for companions, he grows positively enthusiastic, and his words tumble out over each other in 
the haste of their hospitable intent. . 

Happy thought this. GLapstowE wisely varies the labours of the week by spending Saturda 
to” ae in some rural spot. He has been to The Durdans, and must be getting tired of M 
Hill. Why not go out for a quiet Sunday with Cavenpis, hunting the snark and other wild 
| fowl dealt with in the Act 27 & 28 Vict. c. 27? b nape = Bey tet fr over the moist 
_ land of Hampshire and Dorsetshire, these two eminent men might become better acquainted. 
ne.—Lords’ Amendments further considered. 





Business 


Friday Night.—Great excitement in the 


| lobby of the House of Commons, and in the 





corridors joining the two Houses. Houses 
themselves pretty placid. In the Commons 
Mr. Rrrenre and Sanpon i 
Protection and Water. In the Lords, to 
outward appearance, equal placidity rei 
Couple of hundred | ony engaged in 
scratching out the Commons’ Amendments 
to the Land Bill. Quite a game of nine- 
a The Lords, in their pla way, 

nock over three-fifths of the as it left 
the Commons. mons painfully rein- 
state them. To-night, the Lords, more than 
ever playfully, knocking them all over again. 

**T’ll show ’em how to steer and saila 
ship!” says my Lord Marquis. ‘Stir up 
the fire, pile on the wood, get up the steam, 
and I’|I sit on the safety valve.” 

Business done.—The ’ “‘gutted” the 
Irish Land Bill. 





DEMORALISING EFFECTS OF 
THE HOLIDAY SEASON. 


Most of Mr. Punch’s Young Men are 
“on the wing.” Our Bilious Contributor de- 
clares that he is on the ent wing, having 
a bake-on the sands. attempt at 
a pun we do not remember bei 
even by Aim. Another writes to say that 
he is down by the Dee-side, and Dee-sidedly 
means staying there for some time. This 
is how he puts it :— 


I live, a Mill-er hale and strong, 
Beside the river Dee, 
I lounge and smoke from morn till night. 
(What a lark to be sure, dear P ! ) 
And this the burden of my song 
For a month I nebo — 
I care for nobody, no not I, 
And,the public may go to—the Dee! 


(He adds, incidentally, that the Public 
couldn’t do better.) A third Y. M. informs 
us that he finds Dawlish so Dawlishous 
ae pee < we  ~ .e missive in 

isgust. or four of our younger 
Young Men (whom the gods evidently do not 
wee are ‘‘gone yachting,” which appa- 
rently is the nautical equivalent for ‘‘ away 
in the ewigkeit.” One sends us (from no- 
where in particular that we can see) the 
following unintelligible (but we suspect 
impertinent) piece of doggerel :— 

Sammy would a yotting go, 

Whether his Puncuy would let him or no. 

With his Rowley—bowl-along bowsprit and 
Spinnaker, 

Yeo-ho ! says Row.ey ! 


Another informs us‘ that he is as sick of 
hearing Mynheer Van Dunk cited as a type 
of bibulousness, as ever the Athenians were 
of hearing ARISTIDES _*Just_ so.” 
(Here he gets a little unhistorical.) He is 
therefore off to the neighbourhood of the 
ety + take bee pe out of the 

utchmen at eep-dra potations. 

1, The few Contributors who do remain in 
town are sulky, and as crabbed in their 
** copy ” as in their tempers. 

When our Poet is not venting bilious strictures, 

He’s as busy with his Bradshaw as can be. 
When our Artist isn’t adjectivising pictures, 

He is brooding glumly o'er his A. B. C. 

They swear that town’s all swelter, smoke and 
smother, 

They vow the rambling chaps have all the fun. 
No: take one consideration with another, 

The Sage’s life is not a happy one! 

During the Holiday Season at and 
the sooner it’s over potter. both for 
Mr. Punch and his beloved — though 
bothersome—Public. 
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THE SWEETS OF LEARNING. 
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Punch to the Vice-President. 


‘‘ Progress unbroken, continuous, steady” ! True “‘ sweets of learning.” Jonw Buxt will “ stand Sam,”,Sir, 
Bravo, MunpEL1a! Our praises are ready. With pleasure, all round, only don’t over-cram, Sir. 

7 ik ry = of passes is 81°2,” Sir ? This “ fight for the Standards” is gallant as any, 

Well, that, for the present, will probably do, Sir. | And wiser than most, but—well, don’t raise foo many. 

** Four millions now on rolls.” *Tis a number Verb. sap., modern guard of the spring called Pierian : 

Which shows that the Lord of “ Three R’s” does not slumber. | And here ’s to your th, Sir ; long life, and a merry ’un! 








A Timely Warning. Absolutely Perfect! 


Turse are the days in which the advertisements of house-agents,| Tue Criminal In{veletiqntion Depectnnent has issued its annual 
heuse-seagmeeeers and house-letters are rampant, and it may be well and the Defective Police is declared to be absolutely perfect. 
to warn the too trustin Cockney of one or two signs by which he i made to the undiscovered murders in Bloomsbury, 
may infallibly detect the hidden trap. Advertisements beginning Hoxton, Euston Square, Burton 
“To lovers of fruit,” “A perfect paradise,” ‘‘ Opening of the plum | . &e. The Chief of this Department, like 
season,” &c., are to be carefully avoided, and any advertisement iday-making. Let 

with Rusin Urbe should be classed with the ‘* Confidence of Lieu PER is still at 
Trick,” or the “ Three Card Trick” in the railway carriage. i 
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THE PLEASURES OF “YOUTH.” 


Draory Lave has got a hit that will last as long as The World— 
even with two comets about. Messrs Harris and Menrrrt are to be 
congratulated, especially Harris. The piece is of the Formosa type, 

y without the Formosa epigrams. It depends upon its action 
rather than on its dialogue, on good situations, striking tableaure— 
they're always ‘‘ striking” the tableaux—and, above all, strict and 
careful drill, and intelligent rehearsal. 

\ct. 1.—Exterior of Beechley Church—not at all a beechly church 

look at. Service with organ of course (never without an n in 
stage-worship) going on within. Mr. Rrper appears as the Vicar. 
The last time we saw him was as a Mendicant Friar, but he 
has now settled down as a us Anglican Vicar, with, we 
hould say, judging from the cut of his coat 


, decidedly High Church 
Were the height of his views to be maomuned. | by that of his 


hat, they would be beyond anything at present known to Ultra- 


| 


| ton has only to 


| own showing, he did go it rather, and 


| ** Hester 


| 


| 
| 


| 





| clerical pot hat with very broad 


| think him a jolly old humbug, 


Ritualists, but the notorious fact that these latter religionists never 
wear tall hats, but have a weakness for black wide-awakes and a 
oad brim, which might be worn by a 
saves him such an imputation. Unlike 
_ 8. Gruzerr’s Vicar in the Sorcerer, who sings of old Loves— 
Ah me, I was a pale young Curate then,” the Rev. Mr. Darling- 
look back to his pre-ordination days, when, from his 
knew his way about slightly. 
It is ra’ hard on him 
twenty-three years after 
he has given up his 
wicked ways, and become 
a Vicar’d man with a 
wife and one son, that 
he should be suddenl 
ys ee Soma Mrs. Wal- 
singham (Miss LovisE 
Wits), whom, in his 
re-clerical days = 
ope it did happen be- 
fore he was a pes young 
Curate, though he never 
_, distinctly states the fact) 
6” he had—not to put too 
fine a point wu 
ruined and ’ 
Mrs. Walsingham starts, 
and calls him ‘‘ Joszra!”’ 
—he starts, exclaiming 
‘TER !’’—whereupon she becomes Hester-ical, but soon i 
herself together, asks him “7 Lage mex Oo let her the cottage 
she was born in, in this very village of Beechley. Just think of that ; 
and Mrs. Darlington—whom, f pe nyt the schoolboys (ca: 
schoolboys they are im Act. I., an quite capable of any lark 
sort) call “‘ Old Mother Darlington,’ 
what stones! what throwing there would be! The Rev. J 
foresees it at a glance, thinks to himself ‘‘ Not for Joe/” 
Mrs. Walsingham’s request being refused, she, true to her name, 
vows that she ’ll lead him a pretty danee. Alas! poor Joe!’ Then 
he leaves him—‘‘ old Joe peas w? ahind and afore, and the 
yellow gala kicking up behind old Joe!” But the Rev. Joe has 
brought it on himself, and the audience to a woman are down on 


cardinal in mourni 
Mr. W = 





Tableau 1.—The Vigorous 
Vickar’d old Voman. “After as 
years, how sweet it is to come,” a 


m it— 
Vicar and the eserted 


ita 
the 
—within a stone’s throw! And 





Tableau tts | a A Change of Scene strongly recommended 

y the Faculty. ‘‘ Striking” effect. 
him from the first, have no sympathy for him from this time forth, 
ide his excuses, and how! at his 
sentiments. No matter what he says, religious, m or purely 
sentimental, the audience ‘‘ Joey” him, and form themselves into an 
anti-humbug society on the spot. If the Rev. Joseph had only 


j| that in those dog-days 


j, | Slightest compunction. 








behaved handsomely—if he had been “‘ handsome Joz” in that early 
amour—all might have been well; but he was “‘ sti Joz,” and by 
his own confession as mean a cuss as ever stepped, and so down 
comes Mrs. Walsingham as his Nemesis. Poor Joe! he can only 
look back and say, ** She was werry good to me, she was;” but he 
was werry bad to her, he was. s 

So his son Frank (Mr. Aveustus Harris) goes wrong with Eve 
de Malvoisie (Miss Marre Lrtron)—some relation perha of the 
Sieur de Framboisie so celebrated under the Empire—and after a 
scene in a canoe, and a good deal of canoodling in the Boat-Cottage 
Garden, he marries her. But Eve is an adventuress, and really in 
love with a Major Randal Reckley (Mr. W. H. VeRnon), who is a 
thorough-paced villain, and can’t act cor-reckly on any occasion. At 
any moment we were prepared for this nefarious person’s being killed 
by some one (probably the comic convict, Mr. NicHOLLs), who would 


exclaim, ‘ Die-reckley!” and would then and there shoot him. 
But no, he lived 


to the end, to be 
ouly punished 
wi . = — 
wic people. 
Poor peng is 
run into — 
extravagance by 
Eve—they live in 
what the Authors 
modestly term 
= ” which 
show us what, in 
the opinion of ‘; 
Messrs. GILLOW «< 
& Co., who de- 
signed and fur- 
nished them, a 
young man’s 
‘Rooms” should 
be. We question 
the policy of this 
advertisement on 
the part of this eminent Firm. ‘‘ Heavens!” any parent will 
exclaim on seeing this small portion of a palatial Japanese residence 
situated somewhere overlooking the Serpentine—though we never 
remember to have noticed it—** My boy mustn’t go to Grttow for 
his rooms and furniture if this is the sort of thing! Why, the lad’s 
only got a hundred-and-fifty a year; and if this is the eminent 
Firm’s idea of A ents Furnished in a Model Lodging-House, 





Tableau 3.—Frank's 


Rooms— in Buckingham 
Palace. Figures to Scale. i 


ha 
“7 Black Business. 


pulling wai shall be a Flat myself to let him go there! ”’ 


e Rev. Darlington visits Frank, oo him coin, confides to 
him that he has been a youn, dog himself once on a time, and boasts 
had never trained a young gazelle to glad 

him with her bright blue eye, but what, when she came to love 
well, he could always leave her at a moment’s notice without the 
Heartless old Joe! His morality receives a 
severe shock when he hears that his son has actually married Eve. 
Then Frank is condemned for a forgery which the Reckless Reckley 
had committed, serves his time as a convict, where we see him in 
prison condemned to the hard labour of, a tly, making mud-pies 
on a tray, the proceedings being varied by a t deal of conversa- 
tion a murderous assault on a warder—which involves one of the 





Ly - 
Tableau 4.—Mr. Harris embarks on his successful Stage-Manager-Ship. 


best hand-to-hand realistic struggles between Mr. Hants and Mr. 
Estcourt that we ’ve seen for a long time. Frank a ticket-of- 
Indi-reckley 


leave, enlists, goes off to India—in spite of Reckley, w 
tries to stop him. 
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The Embarkation Scene is excellent—that’s where the Stage- 
Manager-Ship of Mr. Harris comes in—and goes out; and the 
Lessee of Drury Lane may pride himself on possessing not only the 
—— share in the Theatre and the Piece, but the Biggest Property 
in the world—and yet the Public will see this ‘‘ Vast Property for 
Sail” for many a night to come. 

We were glad to recognise our old musical friend and Composer, 
Mr. ArTuHur MarTruison, as the Colonel—no, not at the Prince 
Wales’s—but as Colonel Dalton, and we fully expected a ea 
But he didn’t. Once there was just a chance of it—during 
Embarkation Scene, at a very critical moment, when that villanous 
Major Reckley wanted to overhear what Mrs. Darlington was say- 
ing to her son Frank. Mr. AntHur Matrutsow took him aside, and 
at that moment the band struck up a plaintive melody, so that it 
seemed as if the military musician, out of consideration for 
Darlingtons, had just said to the Major, ‘‘I’ll hum over a little 
thing—air and words all my own—while the band does the accom- 
paniment.” The Major perhaps objected to the Minor, and the 























NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 
I was a setting on the Sands the other evening a watching the 
waves bobbing up and down, and thinking what a lot of useless 
trouble they was a taking, and how mu — was like a man 
making a long speech when nobod it, when a Gent and a 
remarkable pretty young Lady with very blue eyes and a 

e face, came and sat near me, to have, a8 

k at the sunset. What folks can to 








to cast his ore en Bile Fase 
word from a umble Waiter, this 
. Don’t goa taking that butiful 
evening, to see the sun set, and 
just before that time, and give her 
ice j um Stake, a leetle 

of oysters = half a pint of 












Tableau Hawk's Point. Daring Bravery of Brith Troops. | OF SGI" nd thea “where ts ing without, this Seats of Naeosn 
Extraordinary Escape of an Afghan. blessings Literally Nowheres! Fancy a Great tion without 
a appytite ow long could it last ? 


subject was dropped. At Hawk’s Point Colonel Marruison again 
distinguished himself, by making a splendid declaration about the 
** sacred .” and then, as far as we could make out, he got care- 
fully behind everybody well out of danger, standard and all. 

The Afghans may be a very artful people deceiving us with false 
iam but they are a feeble folk, and the first of them who entered 
while the British soldiers were firing away like mad, appeared to be 
simply a harmless deaf old gentleman bearing a strong resemblance 
to venerable Indian who still sweeps a crossing in Regent Street, 
who, having somehow lost his way, was repared to apologise for 
the intrusion, and was quite surprised, in fact, at there being anyone 
about at that time. : , 

But this was, of course, only his artfulness, as in another second 
he was followed by a very stout Afghan, and several other Afghans 
vaguely wa their swords 
without any visible effect on any- 
body, and all, like the 
strongly resembling the aforesai 
erossin tac sat so that they 
might have m an army of 
crossing-sweepers. Who was 
victorious we couldn’t qui 
ascertain ; but the Comic Convict 
had his sins forgiven him by 
Colonel Marruison, without 
which ceremony, he a 
couldn’t die comfi win | » and 
aN gy Sa Ay 

oing som or 

hry cther which, in the last A was 

e cause is appearing deco- 

& caf rated with the Vitoria Cross, or, 
Tableau 6.—Captain Augustus Harris, 98 it may appositely be term 

decorated with the Reward of on be’ ot his collaborateur, 

Meritt, bows his acknowledgments. the Order of Meritt. Anyone 

applying for another Order of 
Meritt, must be informed of the necessary conditions on which 
alone it can held :—** Evening dress indispensable, and Not ad- 


“1 all the bad ’ punished, the good rewarded, and 
course uns are re 

the last Act is short, for everyone wants to get out, quaff the 
** flowing bowl,” wash the der of Hawk’s Point out of their 
throttles, drink success to the I Play, and, if there are any ey put 
them down to the follies of Messrs. Hannts and Merrrr’s Youth. 
And may it be Youth-full for months! 


. t 

ROWN says, “it would get small by d and beautifully less,” 

till It disapyeared eltogethor, and then, whats left behind?” 
(Signed) Roperr. 





SUMMERY PUNISHMENT IN THE ARMY. 


Tue new rules for punishment in the Army are called summery, 
becmens hig cuvtsiniy &n.aak ann on tp aie of severity. A refrac- 
tory soldier, dul i Court 




























ve PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





[Avevusr 20, 1881. 





aed 


ii 


aut 


i" | 


iit 


Hi 
Md |) 
{|| 


4, ou 
i! W 
LETC 


hy ‘d 


' 


} 
if 
Bo 


; 
' 


RM 7 EN: 
i ey 


4 thy 


\ , — P 
Ah Linh }) 
AK OI 


py) 
iy, 


\ 


Si V ifs 
‘th 





, Ff Hi r : “ 
’ J HY Tae | 
HiNareiel q 


{ 


AM 
bu yr] 








SIR GORGIUS ON THE ‘“ CONTINONG.” 


Sir G. Midas (to his Younger Son). ‘‘ Taene’s A Giass 0’ CHAMPAGNE FOR YER, 'ENRY! 


Down wir iT, My LaD—AND THANK 


"EAVEN YOU ’RE AN ENGLISHMAN, AND CAN AFFORD TO DRINK IT!” 


_——— 








THE INTERNATIONAL PLUNDER COMPANY 
UNLIMITED. 
DIRECTORS. 


Signor Fra Diavo.o. 


M, Carroucue. 
Sropman Pasma., 


Jeremy Dippier, Ese.* 
Secretary.—J acquEs Srrop (pro tem.). 
AxBRipGED PRosPEcTus. 
Now that the British Government have notified to the Gentlemen 


| Brigands of Europe and elsewhere, that the National Treasury will : rte on i : : he 
not be available for the payment of the ransoms of Englishmen | — highest-priced establishments in Europe, be et rag 


| an undertaking kindred in character to that 


captured in the ordinary way of business, it seems probable that the | y 


Bandit Profession on the Continent will gradually pass into decay, 
and perhaps altogether disappear. This being the case, it will be 
patent to the meanest comprehension that a great deal of first-rate 
talent will be available for developing other branches of the same 
industry. 
it has occurred to a financier who has enjoyed a lifelong experience 
of swindling in all its ramifications; that the Gentlemen Brigands 
who have recently been so greatly successful in Italy, Greece, and 
Turkey, would be willing, nay anxious, to connect themselves with 
which has hitherto been 
their sole occupation. Fortunately a business is ready to hand, and 
— | requires to be suggested to be immediately adopted with 
enthusiasm by those brave spirits who are ready not only to die but 
to ‘‘do.”’ For many years the Hotels of Europe have worthily com- 
peted with the mountains for pre-eminence in the great science of 
extortion. Where the Brigand has demanded a traveller’s mone 
with a knife, the Inn-keeper has made the same request with a bill. 
On the whole (although both have been successful in obtaining the 
object of their mutual desires) the Inn-keeper has had the best of 
the bargain, as Ae has had nothing to fear from the gens d’armes and 


| other unpleasant officials. He has had neither to fight nor to bribe. Of 


* Who will join the Board after the shares have been allotted. 





| 
| 





- -— 


late years, however, the Proprietors of Hotels have added in some 

cases physical to moral force, to obtain the accomplishment of their 
emands. An instance of this kind may be fo in the treatment 

of some travellers a short time since in Switzerland, who had the 

audacity to ask more than once for a bed in a mountain hostelry. 

In the case referred to, although the waiters acted with admirable 

rae the assistance of a Professional Brigand would have 
en simply invaluable. - 

It is believed that the present Hotel Proprietors will weleome the 
new blood with the utmost heartiness, and make common cause with 
their more unconventional colleagues. p 

The object of this Company will be to acquire the goodwill, &c., of 


ning their ment with the above specified recruits. > 
EREMY DIDDLER kindly consented to act as Managing Director 
when he shall have joined the Board. : 

The only agreement that has at present been made is one between 
Signor Fra Dravoro, on the part of the Company, and Mr. DippLER 
on behalf of himself. The paper (provided by Mr. DippLER) bears 
a sixpenny stamp, and the signatures have been written in blood at 
the instigation oF Signor Fra Dravore. Copies om be seen, (per- 
sonally,) in Deadman’s Cave, Southern Italy, (on episto: 
application) to A.Z., Post-Office, Seven Dials, on, England. 





Lamb’s Fry. 
Sarp rash Miss Lams to Parson Frrer, 
‘*To marry you is my desire.” 
Said Parson Fryer unto Miss Lams, 
** Not much in love with you I am.” 


Thereafter he reflected, ‘‘ Zounds ! 
That ’s cost me just a Thousand Pounds ! ” 





Srovr Consgrvatives.—Men of Weight in the City. 
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SKITTLES ! 


Noste Barman (‘‘ boldly and manfully'”). “I CAN PUT ’EM UP AGAIN!” 
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QUALIFIED APPRECIATION. 


Sculptor. ‘1 DELIGHT IN MODELLING YouR Face, Brown! THERE ’s 
SUCH IMMENSE VARIETY IN IT’’—(Brown begins to smile pleasantly) 
—‘‘ONE SIDE OF THE FACE IS 80 UTTERLY UNLIKE THE OTHER, YOU 
KNOW.” [Brown's smile extends to the wrong side of his mouth. 








WILLS AND BEQUESTS. 
(From the ‘‘ Willustrated London News.”’) 


Tux will of the late Mr. Promermevs, C.E., of Vulture Chambers, 
Beak Street, was proved on the Ist instant by the executors, Messrs. 
Maceéor and Braryworm. Some difficulty was experienced in 
obtaining probate, owing to the circumstance of one of the executors 
being temporarily resident in Colney Hatch Lunatic Asylum, and the 
other an inmate of St. Pancras Workhouse. The testator leaves his 
once valuable but long since expired pawnbrokers’ duplicates of his 
Cross of the Legion of Honour and numerous other foreign decora- 
tions, his deceased wife’s wedding-ring, his theodolite, mathematical 
instruments, and aluminium watch to a Grateful Country. To Sir 
Priurtvs Porsorer, Bart., of the firm of PornorLer, GRINDNosr, and 
Kittrosr, of Leadenhall Street, E.C., who pureh from the 
testator for six hundred pounds all his patent rig! ts in a machine for 
darning silk stockings, from which the Leadenhall Street firm are 
now making fifty thousand a year, he leaves a letter from the Secre- 
tary of the Charity isation Society, to whom Sir Pious 
PorsorLer had referred the testator’s application for a loan of five 
pounds, stating that, under the circumstances, the Society could not 
recommend that such loan should be granted. To any ingenious 
Americans who may like to take them up, and claim them for their 
own, he bequeaths his perfected inventions and models for Aérial 
N es erage the Prevention of Shipwrecks, the Abrogation of Railway 
Accidents, the Storage of Sunshine, the Transmutation of Metals, the 
Manufacture of Diamonds, and the Production of vane Articles 
from Mealy Potatoes. His heart (broken) he bequeaths to the 
Society of Hearts, and as much as is left of his liver to the Royal 
College of He commends his orphan daughter (a cripple) 

Relieving Officer. 

The will, with thirty-five codicils, of the late Frrepnass NeTHERBY 
Mritstore, oy Oy ld Broad Street, E.C., and Portland Place, was 
proved on the instant by the executors, the Earl of Firwt and 


ppssanas property was 
ar sae | he leaves 
of Epidemic 
the Viviseetion of 
of Sund 
Loge go of bg eae 
Corporal n - 
the , £10,000 ; to 
2500 ; to Association 
Cabmen, £500; to the 
i Criminals from obtain- 
£500; to the Widows’ -Denial 
a the Anti-Vaccination Society, £100; to the 
gly Club, £1000. are nwmerous other 
ble institutions, To his on! 


me fy £100 in 

his b : 

8 Duties Pont. To his only son, THOMAS 
~ 


the | he iy bath teal of 


sister, Tz 
exican do. 
s Stone, A.R.A., and 


. The residue 
the Provost and 


’Dear of Ballyshindy 
was off 


to 
P. for Count 
iuetw t by The GDownnan, ALD 


J BERRY ; his gold snuff-box, studded with emeralds (the gift of 
Prince SxzEzor?) to the Committee of the Beefsteak Club; and the 
whole of his valuable stock of Dunvriie’s Whiskey, with a silver 
flask the touching inscription, ‘‘ It is never too late to mend,” 
soll eal pessapel propesty, comqtolmggotaigs ta Soump Iepitesoen 
» comprisi in nt ithereen 

as sforesid, New liver Shares Groat Wor-Ner-W esters Debentures, 
Preference in the London and Domdaniel Line, pictures by 
reg: ~ by _ J. E. Mrrrais, Rh. of = 

, jewe orses, carriages, and a 
thirty thousand volumes, incl ten first folios of the ere of 


8 all with the poet’s autograph, the first edition of Dow 
oaneam, fn Roan, ethane & ter from CERVANTES to his 
i time loved 


on inquiries being made, it was dis- 
n had thrice bank- 
this life in a condition of complete insol- 





What He Meant. 


turned Bicyclists ?”’ cried Surra to Jowns, 
The notion chills me to an icicle!” 
t rep airy tones, 
* Don’ !” replied his friend, in ai 
‘* A ‘round of shopping’ is the Lady ’s Buy-eycle.”’ 





ON THE WRONG SCENT. 

“A Tave-Brve Tory,” seeing it announced that Lord Mounrt- 
TEMPLE at a meeting of ‘The Commons Preservation 
Society,” thinks that in these revolutionary times, he would have been 
better ing the maxim Noblesse oblige by starting a Society for 
the Preservation of the Lords, 





Grartcrrous Insvuit.—As a bald-headed to join th 
Society for the Preservation - 4 } retin a = 








Tue Proper Tuixse ror Anpun-Ramman.—Abdur-cation. 











| great attractions to the ‘‘ Contingent Remainders” in town during 


|} encored, as was also Miss Exty Warnots in “ Crépuscule.”’ 


| applauded. Mr. A. Gwyitirm Crowe go on Crowe-ing, by all 
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“THE REINS OF 


Conductor. 














GOVERNMENT.” 


** Any GEN’LEMAN RIDE OUTSIDE TO OBLIGE A Lapy ?’ 


Stout Wife of small Methodist Parson (promptly). ‘‘1 CERTAINLY WON’T ALLOW THIS GENTLEMAN TO GO OuTsIDE! THERE’s AN 


East WIND, AND HE'S VERY SUBJECT TO—— 


[Conductor bangs door, and the other Passengers (Ladies) look quite gratified | 








“ALL A CROWE-ING, ALL A BLOWING!” 


(At the Covent Garden Concerts. ) 


Tue Classical and Miscellaneous Nights at Covent Garden offer 


the Augustan era of the great grouse time, which to so many offers 
‘metal moor attractive” than metropolitan amusements. The 
Floral Hall as a huge smoking-room is a first-rate notion : here the 
‘* Miscellaneous ”’ can enjoy the tt weed while the ‘‘ Classicals ”’ 
are having it all to themselves in the Concert, and vice versd. 

Miss ORRIDGE is as charming as ever, which we feel is an Orridge- 
inal observation. Her ‘* Star vicino al bel idol,” by Satvator Rosa 

some relation, we were informed (not being well up in these 
things) of Cart Rosa’s—was deliciously given and enthusiastically 
That | 
funny man, Jack WacGe, who was in the box—* Jack-in-the-box,”’ | 
as he said, which threw us into fits—said that he was absolutely | 
nuts on Miss Warnors, and several other things of the same | 
kind which might have been expected from a recognised joke- | 
cracker when he gets such a name as “‘ Warnors” to crack. 

rhe Overture to Der Freyschiitz was an effective finish to the first | 
part on Wednesday last ; and in the Miscellaneous portion the solos | 
by Mr. Rapcurrr on the flute, by Mr. Haprrexp on that elephantine | 
instrument the trombone—(should like to hear a trio between trom- 
bone, banjo, and tambourine)—and by Mr. Eerrron on that melan- 
choly Wandering Minstrel’s instrument the clarionet, were warmly 





means : 





ARRIERE PENSEE. 
_ “I say,” said ’Arry, to a friend, “do you know what the idea of 
keepin’ ’Ounds is in French ? ” 
“No. What is it?” 
“ Why, a ‘ Harrer Ponsay,’ of course.” 





THE BALLAD OF BACILLUS, 
Dedicated to Professor Virchow., 


“The same Bacillus as that found in hay was produced. On the other 
hand, the innocent organism found in hay might, 4 a different method of 
cultivation, be made to acquire virulent properties. Fed on a vegetable Bet, 
it was tame and harmless; but, transplanted to another soil and given anima 
nourishment, it became savage (verwildert) and virulent.”—VrrcnHow’s 
Address. 

On, merry Bacillus, no wonder you lay 
Quiescent and calm when at home in your hay ; 
You never meant evil in hayfields, no doubt, 
Till cruel experiments worried you out. 

An innocent germ on a sort of probation, 

Oh, why did pathologists try cultivation ? 


We hear you were harmless and charmingly tame, 
So why did our Vrrcnow besmirch your fair fame ; 
Why should he transplant you, with infinite toil, 
To new and to wholly unnat soil ; 
When food vegetarian kept you so quiet, 

Why tempt you to fury on animal diet ? 

‘* Verwildert !” says Vincnow, who surely must know, 
You are, when transplanted, and cause us much woe ; 
So prithee, Bacillus, don’t travel so far 

As us, but stay peacefully just where you are. 

You ’re innocent now, an ve no wish to ravage, 

And we ’ve no desire, dear, to render you savage. 





Ficrme Arrarrs.—Another ‘‘ Movement” is announced, and 
another ‘‘ Pan ;” the former under the name of the latter—an united 
effort at the regeneration of the Empire, entitled ‘‘ P: 

to P. licanism ; Pan- 


lamism.” Opinions may differ as : 
but there can be little question 


slavism may or may not prosper; 
that Pani ism is a pan pretty sure of going to pot! 
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CRUMBS OF COMFORT. 


A GREAT many people have 
left town, and many more are 
preparing to take holiday. 

n a great ay te cases, 
too, . yo = ve been 
made for repairs, paperin 
and the like to be execu 
during the vacation. How 
sweet a thought then for the 
holidays is suggested by the 
evidence given in a burglary 
case the day. It appears 
that = ome De of a 
gang of burg! was a car- 
penter, whose share of the 
swag was earned by the in- 
formation he gave as to the 
Sestueings of the doors and 
windows on premises ere 
he had been employed. ‘‘ He 
also kept a general look-out,” 
it was said, ‘‘ as to where the 
valuable was kept.” 
be curious to know 
Susseempleetions onan 

mp keeping a ** genera 
look-ont™ on plate-boxes and 
jewel cases, and with an eagle 
eye to the spoons. How plea- 
sant for Pa ilias when 
taking his ease by the sea to 
reflect = the British work- 
man at home is picking up 
information regarding the 
doors and ieon, and 
keeping a ‘‘ general look-out ”’ 
as to the situation of the 
strong box! Such a case 
ought to make people quite 
comfortable when they go 
away from home, and leave 
the carpenters in possession. 





A Snootrre-Box.—An In- 
fernal Machine ! 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No, 465. 





OUIDA. 
**O fie! ‘tis an unweeded garden.”—Hamlet, Act I., Scene 2. 


POLICEMEN AT PLAY. 


Loca Hampshi 

nant titel a ee 
picious for all 
cerns than a Police Cricket 


of the Boro Police force 
and those of the Metropolitan 
(Portsmouth Dockyard) Police. 
So httome antes a 
e ving a’ 
Haslar. Not only, therefore, 
on one doy but on two days, 
and that during the present 
year, the Portsmouth Dock- 
yard Police and the South- 
— Borough Police have 
sufficient leisure to admit 
of eleven of their number on 
either side being told off to 
exercise — J ey 
es in manly 
Sochonsl. and thd 
rough, in which the dangerous 
classes require so little looking 
after that, at least on two 
distinct days, there was no 
occasion for anybody to cr 
a are ‘olice ?” 
and receive for answer, in- 
cluding both sides, ‘‘ Twenty- 
two of them gone to play 
Cricket!” 





A Satty sy a Scor. — The 
Militia, as well as the Regular 
Army, said Lord Morzey, in 
the House of Lords, will be sub- 
ject to summary jurisdiction. 

ven, observes AULDJO, during 
the Autumn mancuvres. 





Tue Enp or THe SrAs-on. 
— Getting to Calais ! 








—_—  —- 





HOW A BREACH OF PROMISE WAS AVERTED. 
(4A Story with a Moral to it.) 


THe church was crowded with townsfolk eager to witness the 
ceremony. The bride looked sparkling and triumphant. And 
Hoessrizze, the German animal-painter, who was then eng: on 
a series of scriptural frescoes for the ancestral home of Mr. Lewis 
Moss, the agreeable money-lender, declared that never until he saw 
the Rey. ApotpHus SPoonLeEyY’s countenance at the altar, he been 
exactly able to do justice to the face of a sheep, at the moment that 
that meek animal was asing sacrificed. The happy pair departed for 
their honeymoon, and the honeymoon was ecli by their return 
home. With love on neither side, hilarious domestic happiness was 
scarcely to be for. The Curate found himself growing 
younger, instead of older, every day. Seven-and-twenty when he 
married, he was four-and-twenty at the end of the honeymoon. 
When he endeavoured to becom 


e master in his own house, he sank 


back to the age of nineteen. When he would attempt to argue with | us 


his wife, he knew himself to be a schoolboy. Instead of a wife he 
had married a step-mother. He was afraid to ask twice for tart, 
lest it should look childish, and was more than once discovered by a 
chu en gazing in at a pastrycook’s window. He had been 
noticed for playing a neat hand at whist, but he gave up that game. 
Not at the request of his wife solely, but because he felt that 
he would be more at home with marbles. The Sonatas, which 
had been his delight, he now found dry, and he would secretly 
whistle ‘‘ Billy Barlow,” and “‘ The Dark Girl Dressed in Blue,” 
melodies which had ny my inhis youth. He suffered no more 
from ape and a w an gave x. ooneaen, pt he, = 
nervous by apprehension measles, and painfully afraid of the 
mumps. The he grew, the older became his wife. The loss 
of 0 given a ten years increased age, the 
fact of her being mistress in somebody else’s household another five. 
When entered a friend’s drawing-rooms together, the husband 
timidly f behind. At the Rector’s Apotruus had nearly 











told a new butler to announce them as ‘‘ Mrs. and Master Spoowier.”’ 
She took up fads. At one time it was ferns, which she dried in her 
husband’s best folios of Divines, at which he felt that he had been 

inting the engravings in the choicest gems of his grandfather's 


ibrary. Then it was dogs, and when her poodle bit him in the leg, 
he was as obsequious to animal as he would be to a Bishop on 
whose toe he had en. Then it 


was phohegneehy, and he looked 
in the pulpit as if he had just rushed away from Bt. James’s Hall to 
do a second ‘‘ turn,” without having the time to get all the black off. 
Then it was nerves, and he longed for a quiet pipe in the Powder 
Magazine. Then it was ia, and he envied those of his 


parishioners who laid in a good headache on Saturday night at the 
‘ Bull and Bottle.” Then it was ene and he sat up all night, 

till he wished he was the parish , administering saumllion 

Then it was a wrong bottle, and then it was a coroner's inquest. 

the billiard-room of the 


** Of course,” sai young FLASHLEY, in 
‘Spotted Leopard,” “ the verdict was accidental death. He didn’t 
mean to poison her, being a Clergyman, but if it had one of 
‘* Wars and rumours of wars,_—”’ said old Brows, thinking that 


something biblical was demanded of him for the occasion. 

Canon Spoor er is one of the most deservedly popular men in the 
Church. His wife, whom he for money, is a c 
companion, and a most able helpmate. He has risen high, the atten- 
tion of a great personage having been called to him after the delivery 
of his touching sermon on the death of his first wife, and gossip 

ints him out as the next likely Bishop. He is beloved by 
Rock, on whom he inculeates the beauties of youthful marriages, 
and he is never so severe, so caustic, as when a breach of promise 
case comes under his notice. 





Toast ron InzLanp.—‘‘ May the Land Bill (when 


me | : hen passed) super- 
sede the principle of /aissez-faire by the rule of fair rent.” 














~ 
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“ CROQUIS ” 








The Jetty. 


BY DUMB-CRAMBO JUNIOR. 


Going to Margate (Market ?). 


TOO-TOO AWFUL! 
A Sonnet of Sorrow. By Oscuro Wildegoose. 


“ According to the Cape Argus, the Town Council of Gra- 
hamstown lately had a serious discussion on the subject, ‘ What 
is a Dado?’ and the Mayor vaguely conjectured that it was 
possibly ‘ an ecclesiastical term.’ ”’ 

Dark Continent? Yea, truly 
And blind as bat noctiv: t. 
The soul to find this noodle rout of Nox 
Floundering in such an ignominious fix. 

Is life w living? Matiock,no! Blank niz 
Symbols its worth in nescience so conplste, 
Dull to high Light, unsapient of the Sweet. 
Back to the days of lanthorns and rush-wicks 
Prone plunges palsied er at the though 
Of that crepuscular Council. Life ts nought 
Till Culture’s crescent grows full plenilune. 
* What is a Dado?” eep till all is blue, 
Ye who had hoped to see our planet soon 
Lapped in the Elysian Limbo of Too-Too ! 





Me 
| 

it 
ape 


dark as Styx, 
It shocks 





Lord Rosebery. 


Now that the Seldom-at-Home- 
oung, active, and reforming lieutenant, in 

rd Rosesery, there is some chance of a little i 
legislation. ‘The Meddlevex Magistrates, Mud-Salad 
Market, the Defective Police, and other subjects that are 
not or heroic, or within the domain of Universal 
Politics, may possibly get a little attention. Lord Rosg- 
BERY has started well. He has resigned his connection 
with the Greeks. 











FOR GAMBETTA OR WORSE ? 


(4 few opportune hints to French candidates, picked up under the table 
of a Belleville Restaurant.) 


Berore soliciting a suffrage or giving a vote, remember that the 
élan of yesterday may carry your programme of to-day much further 
than you expected to-morrow. If it does this, do not forget your 
| dut y to your unified country, which is your duty to yourself: Go 
| with at! 

If you are an elector, bear in mind that the 
you lene padepstand is that to which you should most devotedly pin 
your faith. 
Statesman, who never passes a week without “saving the country,” 
tells you to vote for the eandidate who will ensure you the ‘solidarity 
and indivisibility of the Republic,” go blindly to the ballot-box, and 
await the future with the calm confidence of an easily satisfied 

atriot. Do not forget the aphorism of your great countryman, “a 
‘renchman if you will,—but first a fool.” 

If you are a candidate for election, see that your qualifications are 
adequate. The authorship of a few scurillous articles in an obscure 
provincial paper, should prove to you a valuable recommendation in 
theeyes of the electors. But be array sure you havenot studied politics 
for more than a fortnight, and keep before you continually the vital 
fact, that the less you are practically acquainted with them the 
better qualified you will be to direct, and possibly complicate, public 
affairs. If possible, be at the mercy of some wire-puller. This will 
make you even still more useful to the vast Genius that controls the 
destinies of your country. And above all, s without reflection 
or reserve, remembering that the true, that is successful politician, 
does not court the intelligence, but flatters the whims of his audience. 
lf warmly cheered, speak in one sense: if faintly, in another: and 
impress yourself with the conviction that that policy alone is sound, 
which, promulgated by you with applause over the soup, you are 
prepared to execrate and to hoot with the dessert. 

Finally, all of you, candidates and electors, remember your last 
duty to “ L’état.”” Need I remind you who personifies that ? 





The Medical Congress. 


have enjo 

become of the unfortunate patients? — are some 

get better, and some worse, when their Suplty Deshes 

In the first place it is bad for the Doctors ; in the second 
the patients. 


themselves immense] 


eaves them. 





“A DAY IN THE COUNTRY.” 
(According to Mr. W. Fowler.) 


Ox, it was a dreadful sight ! 
Here was a noisy roysterer of some six summers (and as many 





latform shibboleth | 
If a great, illustrious, and singularly disinterested | 


Tus gathering of all the talents from all parts of the medical 
world, has probably not broken up a day too soon. The Docters 
a y, but, in the meantime, what has 

tients who 


winters), wickedly sucking a demoralising s -stick! There was 
another infant (equally ess) deeply drinking 
a foaming goblet of maddening sherbet ! ho 


could behold such things without a shudder ! 

And see, the Van approaches! It has stopped, 
before entering the forest, to—(oh, the shame of 
it!)—to water the horses! And the result? 
The abandoned children (abandoned in every 
sense) have setnelly been treated to corrupting 
buns and heart-destroying lemonade! Nay 
more! Amongst that giddy, delirious throng 
— are — who have —- freely of that 
malignant beverage, ginger- | 

Oh dear! Shame! shame! shame! 

As it has already been written (in a letter from the House of 
Commons to the Times), “‘it is shocking, even to the easy-going 
parent, to see children thus ‘treated,’ and that great ‘ reverence 
which is due to the young, apparently forgotten by those who are 
for the time in the parents’ place.” 

Oh yes! Shocking! shocking! shocking! 

And it is far better to denounce these horrible things (even when 
the denunciation is printed in an obseure corner of a back column on 
‘our outer sheet”) than to send a contribution of a widely different 
kind to a Fund giving thousands of poor children one happy day a 
year in the country! 











A Revelation. 


I porep, I’m free to confess, on her hair. 

It was wondrously long and so charming]. fair ; 
And so when one evening we walked on the Pier, 
I whispered the tenderest words in her ear. 


Then a strong wind uprose, and she blushed rosy red— 
As it blew all that beautiful hair off her head ; 

She was bald as an egg, and I blest that hard breeze, 
For disclosing that fact by the shimmering seas. 





EPISCOPAL METHODISM, 
Ow Wednesday, last week, the Bishop of Sr. ALBAN’s consecrated 





it is bad for 


a new parish church, replacing an old one, at Wesley, near Colchester. 
Oysters! Boney 0 Bishop conascrating 0 Wesleyan oxides! 





@@ To Comeasrospaewrs — The Bditor does not hold himed/ bound to acknowledge, return, 7 gen fer Compaen, In ne case cum these be returned wnless accompanued by « 
‘ops 


damped end direcied envelope. 


whould be kept. 
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ce 
PLETHORA,” 
Coach. ‘DEAR, DEAR! How cAME YoU TO FAIL IN your ‘Exam.’? I 
THOUGHT I HAD CRAMMED YOU SUFFICIENTLY !” 


“ Plucked.” ‘‘ AH—FACT I8S—YOU CRAMMED ME 80 TIGHT, THAT I COULDN'T 
GET IT ovT!” 





—_~ -s- a 





BOUND IN RUSSIA. 
(From a Correspondent who has got due North.) 


Waer you travel in Russia you are supposed to leave Western civilisation 
behind you, and so you do. You leave the Channel-boat, a vessel which a 
cynical writer said was constructed to diminish the distance between pitch-and- 
toss and manslaughter; you leave such a triumph of French ingenuity as 
Calais Station, which is like a railway terminus of the Middle Ages; you leave 
such a German am of lost, stolen, mislaid, Custom-House-worried, and 
useless travelling lumber-luggage as Cologne; and you leave the ill-paved, 
overgrown Vi of Berlin, across which for several miles you have to be 
bumped in a hack-cab in order to catch your northern train by the skin of your 
teeth. For two days and a night after leaving Cologne you pass oe & 
country that is like slices of swampy Essex laid between slices of smoky Lan- 
cashire, until you reach the frontier of Russia, or rather another part of the 

and divided kingdom of Poland. Here the passport and Custom-House 
system is a reality and not a sham, and you feel like a criminal as you stand at a 
bar and watch a small army of —\ ees examining your ‘ papers.” 
member of the Secret Police probably walks round you on the platform, or 
accompanies you in the train to St. Petersburg. There are few or no news- 
papers on talls, as most of them have been suspended, but there are 
plenty of naughty French novels. The stalls, however, are open at all hours 
of the night, which is better than the nine to six arrangement in England. 

When you leave Western civilisation behind you, you find other changes. 
The refreshment-stations are like food foreign hotels, and the waiters meet 
ia in clean, full evening dress, and serve you in white gloves. There is no 

ustle and no hurry. The train travels at the express rate of from fifteen to 
twenty-five miles an hour. There are few junctions, and no cross traffic. You 
seem to pass no trains, and no trains seem to pass you. A child might toddle 
across the line in safety. Noone perspires; no one seems flurried. The car- 
riages are divided into little rooms for two or more persons, and there is ev 
accommodation for sleeping. It is only ineurably dirty travellers like m . 
who go round the world with a woollen shirt and two paper collars, who are not 
as presentable on a platform after forty-eight hours in a train as they would be 
at a Flower Show. It is hardly fair, perhaps, to call it a train; it is more like 





a travelling monastery. The bells at the Stations make 
the faintest sounds, being a combination of the English 
muffin-bell and the Belgian chimes. They seem to ring 
you drowsily to a meditative service, and not to a 
journey. You look calmly out of the window, and have 
ample time to study the country. You see the peasant 
ape tilling his ground, raising patches of pro- 
uctive culture amidst acres o g-land and fir- 
forest. e of the low-roofed wooden villages are like 
coll of Indian wigwams. ere is no excuse for 
dilapidated walls and roofs in a country where plenty 
of wood can be had for nothing ; but, such as they are 
are not as bad as the turf huts in the West of 
- Itis the old story—drink. A revenue as large 
as that of England is drawn even more largely from 
om. Russian financiers are not the wisest people in 
the world; they eat their candle at both ends. 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
THE PINK OF PERFECTION. 


Wirn manly step and stalwart 
The ana paced the pier at 
And as he shook those hoary locks, 
He aor the pink, pink 


And while his m 
’T was thus the pe nm ad pe 





1 
With frocks and their wearers to 
zle my eyes 
Their glories, I searce dare to sing 
em: 

I timid] e and I glance in surprise, 

At bewdtien in Pehl a and gingham ! 
A Paris I feel in this Garden of Dress, 

And, had I to make a selection— 
The Apple of Gold, I most freely confess, 

I’d give to the Pink of Perfection! 


I. 
It must not remind you of raspberry ice, 
Nor cheek of a milkmaid or cotter ; 
A lobster-like redness is not at all nice, 
Nor feverish glow of the blotter ; 
It should not recall a Bardolphian nose, 
Nor yet a po te bisection— 
Throughout. the whole garden you’l! scarce find a 


rose, 
A match for the Pink of Perfection! 


In. 


A strawberry crushed, almost smothered in cream, 
Nearly matches the colour it may be ; 

The Jungfrau just flushed with the earliest beam, 
The hue of forthe a baby: 

The faint ruddy tone you may see in a shell, 
The rosé in a young girl’ 

All or any of these, it is 
Will pass for the Pink of 


Iv. 

This frock when it’s made with most exquisite taste, 
And fits like a glove on the shoulder ; 
oke and full pleats and a band a 

if giadden the pessing beholder ! , 

lace and with buttons of mother o” pearl— 
You ’ll say, on maturest reflection, 

The best of all garbs for a pretty young girl, 
No doubt is the Pink of Perfection ! 


the wait, 


With 
Wi 
With 


v. 


Then if such a dress you meet down by the sea, 
And find, when you ’ve carefully eyed it, 

In make and in fashion ’tis good as can be, 
With a neat little figure inside it ; 

And a sweet little face peeping over a ruff, 
Which laughs at your length inspection, 

ink you’ll admit I have uite enough— 

You ’ve found out the Pink of Perfection ' 
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TO ARTISTS. 


THE BEST KIND OF FASEL IN A Hicu WIND. 


ONDON CHARIVARL 
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A LEAF FROM MR. BRIGHT’S DIARY. 


Monday Morning.—I awake from a most pleasant dream. Thought 
I was in “‘ Bonny Scotland” (which one of its own poets has felici- 
tously described as ‘‘ Land of Grandeur ’’), and that I was engaged 
in the seductive pastime of fly-fishing. When I awoke, found 
myself grasping towel-horse firmly in one hand, and—imagining it 
to be attached to a line—was endeavouring to throw into the centre 
of a delicious pool for trout! Consequence was, nearly threw it into 
washhandstand basin. This dream makes me long to be on my 
native heath. Why will Parwett persist in cetiiing, and when 
will the Tories be at rest? If I wasn’t a Minister and a Right 
Honourable——but there ! 

After reading one or two of CosppEn’s Free-Trade Speeches, a 
chapter from one of the Minor Prophets, and an oration of Demo- 
sTHENES (Bown’s useful edition), go down to breakfast. 

Letter from a foolish person who signs himself ‘‘ An Inqurrine 
Yorxksurre Yours.” 
and wants to know my opinion of it. A well-meaning and evidently 
nervous young man. Says ‘‘ his mind is disturbed on the question.” 
Allusion to his mind obviously absurd. Leave breakfast to write 
scathing answer at once. My family send in to beg me not to kick the 
furniture about quite so much. explai I am only giving 
arguments about Free Trade. Family retires, apparently satisfied 
with explanation. (Find afterwards that family conceal all letters 


| addressed to me with post-mark from any Yorkshire or Lancashire 


town. Also find the most valuable articles of furniture removed 
rom my sendy. Can only kick a second-hand sofa and iron-legged 
chairs now . 


Resume breakfast, and peruse my reply to the “ Ineurrine Yorx- 


| surre Yours ”’ with much satisfaction :—‘‘Those dunderheaded and 


irreclaimable idiots who presume to talk on a subject which their | 


feeble brains could never hope to comprehend ’”’—that will show the 
Inquiring Youth the advantages of Free Trade, I fancy. Person- 
ally, I like this vigorous style of controversy. Produces same effect 
on my mind as mountain air—(‘‘ Bonny ” again)—on my 
body. My friends think it a little violent. I call it simply bracing. 

In the House.—Find that fifteen returned convicts are trying to 
break in down chimney in SpPEAKER’s private apartments. Go and 


nquires about the “‘ Fair-Trade League,” | 


look on. Observe that, as Inspector Denyine pulls them out one 
after another, they seem oy and somewhat disarran 
owing to the narrowness of the flue. It a they wanted to 
| steal the Mace! Go back to House and about making im- 
| passioned speech—as matter of Privilege—on the ‘‘ deathly pallor” 
of the fifteen returned convicts, and advisability of giving the Mace 
to the r fellows, to be melted down, by way of compensation. 
Conclude not to do so, and go off home early instead. 
Tuesday.—Examine my flies in bed before rising. The old red 
hackle the best after all for salmon. Read a bit of Isaac Walton, 


and to breakfast. 

5 p.M.—House again. Very ——e Most of the Members have 
| gone off to Scotland! They are not Right Honourables. irri- 
| table, and am just rising to remark that I consider Lord Satispury 
|a Demoniac Peer, when GLapstoy£ pulls me down by the coat-tails, 
to remind me that I am a Right Honourable. Very provoking! A 
| seat in the Cabinet has its disadvantages. _ 
| Fortunately have brought my ey with me. Spend rest of 
evening in showing Forstrr how I hook a twenty-pound salmon, in 

quiet corner behind Speaker’s Chair. 

Wednesday.—Second and last letter from ‘‘ Iyqurrinc YoRKsHIRE 
Yours.” Thinks my arguments mnene yf unsatisfactory, and 
has in consequence oined ‘‘ Executive Committee of National 
Fair-Trade League. t an idiot! 

In House again.—Lords still amending Land Bill! CHamserr- 
LAIN tells me privately he feels very much harassed about French 
Treaty. French won’t buy Bradford cotton. What i CoppEN 

|say? Poor CHAMBERLAIN never knew CoppEn. Rather afraid Cuam- 
| BERLAIN has been got at by Sir Epwarp Suttrvan, Mr. Ecroyp, and 
perhaps—who knows ?—by the Duke of Mancnesrer! Feel sure 
CHAMBERLAIN wouldn’t yield to any Protectionist short of a Duke. 

Midnight.—Owing to continued impossibility of fotze off to 
‘‘ Bonny Scotland,” nerves out of order. Make rather be anger 
| speech, GuapstonE being tempo’ y absent. Don’t remember any 
stronger expression in it than ‘feeble and futile opposition of a 
popped aristocracy.” 

Thursday.—Hurrah! Letter from W. E.G. Says he feels sure 
I yout, pang of air. Won't I go off to Scotland at once ? 

will! 
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From many a strath and moor they_come, that’s fanned by Norlard | They gather at the Quren’s command where Arthur's Seat looks 
reeze 

From where the wild Atlantic breaks upon the Hebrides ; A couchant lion keeping watch o’er all the ancient town ; 

From Fifeshire, where the 

From Sutherlandshire, where the winds come howling from the As when, beneath Saint Andrew's (ross, they warred with us of 


North 


; old. 
From Perthshire and from Lanarkshire the gallant troops will press, | But lo! the ancient feuds are o’er, and Scotch and English ride 
And Aberdeen will fraternise with lads from Inverness. Together, ‘neath one banner now, to battle side by side! 





THE GATHERING OF THE CLANS. 


=~ tp i 


down, 


golfers play beside the foaming Forth; They show that Scottish faith is leal, and Scottish hearts as bold, 


es Ae 
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PARLIAMENT. 


FROM 


F TOBY, M.P. 





Lord Ch-lmsf-rd. 


Duke of Ab-re-rm 


Lord C-rl-ngf-rd. Earl of Sh-ft-sb-ry. Archbishop of C-nt-rb-ry. 


F THE HOUSES.”’ 


(By Electric Light.) 


Monpvay, August 15.—Mr. Macpoxaup came down to-night deter- | 
mined to ride upon the whirlwind and direct the storm. “‘ Joby,” | 
he said, turning back the skirts of his coat, and thrusting forward | 
his swelling chest just as I have seen a pigeon do, “‘ this is a case | 
where the people’s moving, and I’m Vor populous. Bunrr’s too| 
quiet, and that there Broapuurst’s trying to cut me out. But I'll) 
show ’em to-night who’s who.” 

So he did; only House seems to have known it before. Fine| 
opportunity for a modest man to come out. Great heart of the| 
country raging because my Lords have been coming the Marquis | 
over the Land Bill. Great heart even now beating against the rail- | 
ings of Palace Yard, or as near to them as a vigorous police, in good | 
practice, will allow it to come. House crowded; expectancy 
written on every face, and a copy of the Lords’ Amendments in 
every hand. Presently hear a sound like the beating of the sea on a 
distant shingly shore. 

“They ’re cheering Gtapstowg,” Harcourt says, comforting 
himself under this misappropriation of popular esteem by softly 
stroking the swelling of his chin. 

Presently GtapstowE comes in, looking a little flushed. Cheer 
taken up from Ministerial Benches, and rings out again. Lord 
Laxspowne, seated in the gallery over the clock, looks down, mar- 
velling. Had no idea of this sort of thing. Marquis of WarTER- 
FoRD, who had recently occasion to believe accepted view of his 
career a mistake, and that he really is a statesman, begins to doubt. 
‘‘Thank heaven,” said Lord Brasovrgye, who has studied all Mr. 
DIsRAELI’s sayings, ‘‘ that there’s twenty feet between us and the 
Commons !” 

All the while Macponatp “ wisibly swellin.” Excited with the 
cheers outside, demented by the cheering within, gets a curious 
notion that it is himself all the enthusiasm wells up around. Nowis 
the time to strike. The Hour demands the Man. Perhaps if he 
doesn’t make haste, GLapstone will be up claiming to have some- 
thing to do with the matter. So MacponaLp rises, and standing 
well out on the floor, so that he may be seen of men, ‘ wants toknow 
whether it is comp’tent to any Hon’ble Member to move the rejection 
of the Lords’ Amendments as a whole at once.” 

Why this ribald laughter? Wherefore this snub from the SpgakER? | 
and why this hearty reception of GLapsronz, when they had only 
laughed at him ? 





all very well them sayin’ they like the workin’ man. But let a workin’ 
man’s Member show that he can dress as well as them, wear watches 
and chains and rings like them 


ready at any moment to lead the House, and then you’ll see where 
they ll be. As SHAKSPEARE says, Scratch a Corsack and you’ll find 
a Tartar.” 

Business done.—Lords’ Amendments to Land Bill knocked over 
again. 

Tuesday.—Quite an affecting parting with Mr. Rytanps just 
now. Prrer has gone home a sadder and a wiser man. Not even 
the excitement of pairing for the rest of the Session with RanDoLPx 
has raised his spirits. ‘The Session has been a blank to him, broken 
at the last by two acute disappointments following sharp on each 
other’s heels. When the Liberals were in opposition, Perer had 
rather a good time of it. No week passed but he had some 


Henvy, Toby, henvy,”’ said Mr. Macponaxp, with a sigh. “Its | 


é ‘use words even bigger than them, | 
talk about his ‘noble friends’ like some of them, and show hisself | 


tremendous Resolution on the Orders, and frequently made a 
speech. Now, with his party in power, he is evilly entreated 
when he would table a Resolution, and howled at by, his neighbours 
when he would make a speech. ‘ : 
All this he bore with great patience, though he tells me, with 
tears in his eyes, no one knows what he has suffered. But he saw 


| reward almost within reach. When Grant Dorr went to India, 


Perer felt that the only uncertainty was whether GLapsTonE 
would offer him the Under Soesstay peer at the Colonies or in the 
Home Department. Prrer rather fancied the Colonies, as offering 
a wider field for an Imperial mind. Went and looked over the 
Colonial Office in a casual manner to make some inquiry, and 
thought Grant Durr’s room 17 plessant, a 

Dreadful blow when a fail and forgetful Minister youd 
him by. Fresh gleam of hope when crisis arose with Land Bill. 
Rumoured that if the Lords stuck out, GLapstonz would make a 
fresh batch of Peers. se 

** How would ‘Lord Burniey’ look?” Pxrer said to me only last 
Friday night. ‘‘ Or do you like ‘ Baron THetwaLw’ better?” 

Didn’t know what was in his mind at the moment, Thought they 
were alternative titles for a novel. Butall clear now. The Under- 
Seeretaryships are filled; there are to be no more Peers ; and F 
wearily wends his way homeward meditating on man’s ingratitude. 
It was in this humour that RawpotpH, who knows about Mephis- 
topheles and Faust, got hold of him and opened friendly negotiations 
by proposing to pair. Fancy from something Perer said we shall 
hear more of this next Session when the Fourth Party may appear 
with a notable recruit. 
Y ned done.—Lords accepted Commons’ Amendments to Land 


Wednesday.—Singularly pleasant man, Sir Wri11am Harcourt, 
when he is Si casel with timself, a thing which often happens in 
spite of ill-natured remarks to the contrary. Came upon him this 
afternoon with a piece of paper before him, softly smiling to himself, 
and gently gereesing Mie chin. 

sd What do you t 


paper. - on ‘ 

[thought a great deal of it. Reallyacapitalidea. Sir WILLIAM 
at the Lord Mayor’s banquet e some utiful remarks about 
Mr. Giapsrone, full of tender feeling, high appreciation, and enthu- 
siastic personal devotion. Am told several dermen wept when 
they heard it. Some discriminating person has had the passage 
reprinted in letters of gold, and Sir Wit11aM a few spare 
copies. 

** Beautiful!” I said, “admirable! touching! But don’t you 
\think it would be nice and appropriate to add, Page in letters 
| of silver, the few remarks you offered about Mr. GiapsTonx in the 
| early months of the Session of 1875, when he sypeered to be in such 
| low water that there seemed never a chance of his holding his head 

up again? Don’t oy remember how you turned upon him as he sat 
eh your side on the front Opposition bench, and how the Tories 


cheered, and how 

But he was gone, after giving me a look as black as thunder. 
| Suppose I must have said something, Always putting my foot 
| Im it. 
| Business done. —Mr, PaRwELt moves Vote of Censure on Mr, 
Forster. 





ink of that, Toby ?’’ he said, showing me the | 
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ed 
a delightf 

their 
veo 


thf a s have thought it would be 

tish Members would make 

ee Le language. They could say 

liked, a no one could call them to order. 

Common *s got hold of my idea, and ly 

ue oh it to-ni ht. Talking about Mr. Forster's rule i in 
Ireland, he said, *‘ it was, without sahn-frars, tyranny.” 

Don’t know what this means. But it sounds picturesque. 
Asked Sir Cuantes Ditxe. Under Secretary for Forei 
Affairs must know foreign languages, including Irish. 

Sir CHARLES oars tickled at something, but too 


polite to la 
“Tt’s not ish, mon ami,’’ he said, “ Sea it would 
be too much to ‘say it’s rench. Ty. P. has read in 
Ovrpa’s novels, A ae in the London Journal, 
about some said * sans phrase.’ The * with- 
’ is tautol cal’ “ut the intention was good.” 
I suppose this is all right. But I believe it was Irish. 
Business done. . PARNELL’s vote of censure nega- 


tived by 83 votes against 30 


Saturday.—Irish hates had their last entertain- 
ment to-day. Opened last night; kept at it from five 
in L.. afternoon till close upon four this mo rning, and 

gan again at noon. Grows a trifle dull, 8 ae a little 
monotonous. Find it possible to have too much of 
Hea ty, and a great deal too much of T. P. O'Connor. 

Rumoured in the House to-day that A. M. SuLirvaw 
is worse. Everyone, that is the dozen or score here, un- 
affectedly sorry to hear this. The death of A. M. SULLI- 
VAN would be a loss equally divided between Ireland and 
England, Hasshown ugh his too brief Parliamentary 
career, how an Irishman may be feng pes true to 
his national politics, and yet preserve the courtesy of a 
pentomee. i xibly honourable, stubbornly honest 
12 ID aaa cal relations, witty, humorous, eloquent, and 
in ayo SULLIVAN, with one or two others, 


chested j in keep ing te intellectual fame of Ireland 
from being swam the stagnant waters of clownish 
iocrity, ty seven long years have sapped its 


foundations in the House of Commons. 
Business done.—Irish Votes in Supply. 








* OUT OF THE WOOD.” 


At last! Long hid from heaven’s free light, 

Fared stoutly on the Sirpetarons Knight, 
With firmly-poiséd 

Through gloomy glade, dengh tangled fret 

Of thorn and bramble closely set 
To stay his bold advance. 


Nor these alone, but shapes of fear 

Peopled the vistas dim and drear 
Of that enchanted wees 

Ear-vexing voices boding 

And spectral sprites of ae a will, 
And , & gibbering brood. 


ot on font De though checked, unstayed ; 

Though ocked, unshaken ; ak. Gl cevapedl 
In poe from heel to 

And now, th pale jem oe perils past, 


Victor the Knight comes forth at last 
From that amazing quest. 


With lifted head with eyes ee 
And, seated at his bow, 


The 
He Msenin ¢3 oh black wood’s boding shade 
And baneful mystery. 


Good Knight! Though grey, of strength and truth 
os of youth, 


v— cient the force 





To 


Was 


rhe tie sword spell | 





THE PEERS ON THE LAND bean 





th Nebl Lord 3 Think it’s all rig 


Lordy ok all ight, but «ood deal beter 


any worse 





i 7 





A CRITERION INDEED! 


Brown. ‘‘HAMPSTEAD SALUBRIOUS! I BELIEVE you, my Boy! Wary, I 
CAME HERE THREE MONTHS AGO A PERFECT WRECK FROM DysrEPsia, AND NOW, 
I’M BLEssED If I CAN’T EAT THE WHOLE OF A THREE-AND-SixPENNY LopsTER 
ror SUPPER, AND WAKE UP NEXT DAY WITHOUT THINKING UNKIND THINGS 
OF ANYONE, NOT EVEN MY Wire's Revations ! ! = 











“INFORMATION RECEIVED.” 


Prorgssonk MupDLEHEAD says he has discovered a small planet b 41, which 
no one else can see, and don’t want to, in the latitude of Jupiter, not far from 
the perihelion of Saturn, and outside the apogee of Urania. 

r. Setre Purre, the Author of Dialogues of Dustmen, the racy style of 
whith -Gae a t to no one save the Author and a few friends whom he 
asked to dinner, will shortly bring out a companion yolume, Conversations of 
Costermongers. 

Mr. Mautsticx, who painted a it of Mr. Buicur last year, though we 
think he called it ped mmm but it was as like one as the other, is en 


on a portrait of Mr. Bumpriovs, a leading member of the St. Pancras Vestry. 
The paupers are at last avenged. 
Mr. Mer EROROLOGICAL OFFICIOUS writes to us to say that last Tuesday was the 


hottest day he known since 1839. As Mr. MereoroLoeicaL Orricious was 
born in 1841, this information is of great value 

Mrs. Mary Boopies, the eminent Lady Doetor, is bringing > another 
edition of her work, Juvenile Diseases pif How to Cure Them. We regret 
to learn that all her children are down with whooping cough. 

Mr. Lycunevs Draco, Q.C., whose book on The Practice of the Divorce 
Court, is a one and a manual for all law students, will y appear, 


we hear, as a co- 
W the Ms. of Mr. Weieutr’s Epic on the Seventeenth Cen- 
tony So So See has been totally destroyed by fire. If his publishers 
** Now, see ee ee UDD 
latest 
aie ee 


half os pled a we ave, they'll ask us to dinner, 
me yt ay 


Tue StorPER To esti IupRovEMENT,—Cork. 





A Liberal  picedann: 


stor the that 
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THE NEW ARM-CHAIR.| 
Ain—‘' The Old Arm-Chair.” 


Pleased Premier sings :— 

| Love it, I loveit; will Worms, 
now, dare 

To nag me for loving my new 
Arm-chair ? 

I shall treasure it long, ’tisa 


genuine e, 
Of cosy make, of convenient 
81Ze. 


"fwill be bound to my heart 
by a thousand links, 


By memories pleasant of 
‘forty winks.” 

Thanks, men of Greenwich, 
whose thoughtful care 
Supplies me this capital new 

Arm-chair. 


I have sat in the Commons 
this many a day, 

Till my eyes are dimmish, my 
locks gone grey : 

Oh, the hours I have lo 
and—with trouble—smiled 

Whilst Cmuncnitt cheeked 

. “a the Pats ran wild; — 

L 


bed. 

By Jove, how I wish I could 
wheel you there 

And lounge on your cushions, 
my new Arm ir! 


jut Harcourtr’s waiting, and 
I must go; 

He can’t stand his Whitebait 
cold, you know. 
Were it not for the feed and 
these swells at my side, 
My talk might flow on in a 
lava-like tide. 

Ah! excuse this tear that 
bedews my cheek, 

I should very much like to 
talk on a week. 

Now myself from your pre- 
sence I really must tear, 

But I thank you once more 





for my new Arm-chair ! 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No 46. 
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GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
(Design for a Stained Glass Window illuminated by GAS !) 


‘* AND STILL THEY GAZED, AND STILL THE WONDER GREW 
THAT ONE SMALL HEAD COULD CARRY ALL HE KNEW.” 


Goldsmith's ‘‘ Deserted Village.” 





A PROPOS DE POISSON. 


As Mr. Toork and the Chan- 
cellor of the Duchy of Lan- 
caster were lounging listlessly 
on one of the recess benches on 
Waterloo Bridge, one showery 
afternoon last week, the latter, 
looking towards Charing 
asked the great comedian 
whether it wasn’t a very lu- 
+ thing to be a theatrical 

r 


*T would manage 
0 sooner 

there,” replied the hero of 
Artful Cards, giving a wink 
in the direction of Billings- 


gate. 

The Chancellor looked puz- 
zled. ‘*‘ Ha!” he said, after a 
moment's reflection. ‘1 see. 
The net receipts, eh?” 

**No,” was the quick and 
witty rejoinder, ‘‘my idea, 
Joun, is to make my fortune 
as sole Lessee !”’ 





Naval Intelligence. 


Orr Yarmouth (Isle of 
Wight) on the 11th inst., 
H.M.8. Hercules, in bringing 
apy partes her anchor. On 

ay last week the anchor 
after a strenuous li of 
diving in search of it, was 
recovered ; when the Hercules 
got up raemn  py Paco on her 
way westw umphing. 
Thus ended another labour of 
Hercules. 


Sport IN ALL S£asons.— 
Amongst the Amendments to 
a oy nena tr tediee Act 
ately y Parliament, 
there is not one that can be 
ex to have the slightest 
effect in preventing a Wild 
Goose Chase. 


oe, at re > 
e -pipe is no relation o 
the fe Sackbutt. 








ON BOARD THE “ AMARINTHA.” 
(Extracts from a short Holiday Log.) 


Down to Stranraer — (can’t 


this name, but my friend Cut- | 


Lins the Composer does)—by night-train from Euston. 


No refreshments en route. 
Morning.—F¥ orced gaiety. 


good a sailor he may be. 
sailor, and the nearer we a 


assurance 


Ha 


thing ’—depends on your state of health at 


Arrived. HartsHer and 


(why “dingy” ?)—takes 
to learn the terms, wi 
wa ores 


id. thy is not i 
of whom 7 om’ the not A, ng py steering—being ve 
steering—and 


which I am 
their origin)—the crew have ‘4 


i en aR 
decidedly fresh. Sea decidedly not smooth. i 
the luggage 


crew in view on 


partly acquainted 
on 


’s (our host ’s t is Amarintha. 


short-sighted, he is earnestly intent on his 


can’t 


the men who are 4 
when Masouues b moh; 0 00 anak 


“the man at 


ote.—Never have yet 


f enave wy quectien for a time 


wheel 


ng journey. 

At.—Got ’em with us. 

ure. Bad preparation for | 

a voyage, as a journey like this must upset anyone, no matter how 

CoLitins does not profess to be a good 
—" the sea the worse sailor he 

acknowledges himself to be. 1 comfort him—and myself—with the 


that everything—or, as a saving clause, “ nearly every- 


: aboard, and we embark in 
the gig—(again, why “gig”? Must get a nautical phrase-book, not | ha 

i , but to learn 
jerseys—conse- 


I wish he would put up his glasses—even one eye-glass would be 


better than nothing—as, in a crowded oo 
there are lots of small boats, and yachts, and i 

rowing about or waggling at anchor, it does not convey to the 
|passenger a feeling of absolute security to hear your steerer say, 
** Hullo! we were nearly into that thing, whatever it was. I didn’t 
|see her,” or ‘‘ Hullo! we just shaved that cutter’s bows!” or watch 
the anxious expression of the weather-beaten stroke, evidently an 
experienced old salt, as he says to our host, “‘ Helm d 


mean where 
g-smacks, either 


own, Sir! ”— 


then, as we nearly run into a herring-boat, in consequence of his not 


being quite clear as to its m 


—‘No, Sir, t’other rope!” 


Whereupon Hartsner (who is the politest man in the world, and 
who is always the same, no matter what society he may be in) 


logises, and replies, with truth, 


a 
: helm down’ meant something 
belief he had acted. 


** Starboard 


that ‘‘he had always th t 
uite different,” and that a 
” says the stroke, i 


and immediately 


afterwards Harisuer again apologises to the crew generally, for 


ving 


matters 
fellow!” this persuasivel 
man in world ; 
glasses ?” And then 
* Ishould, if I were you!” 
But, staring ight ahead 
Pp 


| exp. 


them in exactly the contrary direction. _ 
_After escaping three collisions, I can’t help, though it my first 


about 


—yet I can’t hel saying, ‘* My dear 
y, 80 as not to give 
“my dear fellow, 


ence to 


politest 
y don’t you 


t on your 


, encouraging him with a possible example, 


of him, with an evident intensity of 

that volumes for his will to do the right thing, he 

ant I can’t see so well with my glasses,” which is an 
tion. 





- 
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“ SPORTING.” 


Cabby (on the Rank at the top of our Square.) ‘* Baa your PARDON, Miss !—’TAKIN’ THE LIBERTY—BUT—'OW DOES THE GAME STAND 
now, Miss! ‘CAUSE ME AND THIS "ERE 'ANsom’s Got A DoLLAR ON IT!” 


2 ent aia 


arte me * By oe ee 
eA oo teat gare emma ype meine 
fe 


} 


ar re 








At last we draw near the Amarintha. A tall man, chiefly in flannels, | ‘‘ after a wash ;” from which we conclude that he is all wrong before 
and with a decidedly un-nautical hat—(by the way, Harsuer is the | it—that is, at the present moment. 
only really correctly nautically-attired of the party—and, to any| It turns out that, years ago, I have had Go Pore of being 
one unaccustomed to naval costume, he might be anything from an | introduced to the tall shooter. He is a Dean of a College, and 
admiral in undress to an elderly midshipman. N.B.—Are there | build goes for anything, he is both “i and Broad Churchman, 
elderly midshipmen? or are they really mis-called, and remain only | being at least six-feet-two in height, and of _prepsstenate breadth 
boys, midship boys, but ‘“‘men” by courtesy ?)— is shooting on| and stoutness. We shake hands heartily, as if we ’d been separated 
board. Is he near-sighted too? Because he doesn’t seem to see us| by a cruel fate for years, and had at last come together in spite of 
a , but continues shooting until the nautical men, whom I all difficulties. e are so glad to meet one another, it is Ep 
subsequently find are the Captain and the Mate, come up to him, | delightful to witness. Our host asks us if we (CuLLINs and myself) 
and I suppose point out to him the danger of shooting at a boat | wouldn’t like to go below, and take a bath before breakfast. 
approaching with people in it. What ts he shooting at? It sud-| Happy —Bath. Accepted with thanks. We descend 


A om IR > 
a eee 


denly occurs to me that to-day is August 12th, the festival of| “the companion,” which CuLiins, who seems ip per insists on 
in 


St. Grouse, in the North, and we are in Scotland—that is, off the speaking of as “the stairs.” I amrather g things by 
coast of Scotland. Still, grouse don’t fly over the sea like gulls, and | their right names on board the Ama #. I don’t know man 
I don’t as yet observe anything flying away from him, or tumbling | things, but those I do I take every epgenpentty of eg by 
dead into the water. We find that he is shooting at a bottle in the | recognise ‘‘ the rattlins,” the ‘‘ shrouds,” the ‘‘ sheets,” the “‘ 
sea, and I point out to him before being introduced, that he should | sheet,”~-but am a little uncertain as to the boom-spanker or the 
never fire at a bottle in the sea, as, in case of hitting it, which in his -spi or the er-boom—not being quite clear how 
particular case seems a remote chance, it might contain despatches|to pronounce them, being utterly vague as to the spelling, 
of importance, or letters from shipwrecked mariners, or, perhaps | if required. - 
worse, fatally-lost mariners, who at the last moment have found Delightful yacht! Cunioxs and myself are to share the same cabin. 
time and opportunity to write letters home to their friends, and | HarLsHER announces this to us in his politest and kindest manner, so 
then got a bottle to them to the nearest shore. as to antici and do away with any sort of objection on our part to 
The shooter, affably and with the utmost good-humour, explains | one 8 company. e express our immense delight at the 
that he has himself chucked the bottle in, and he adds, with a t, and eye one another askance as the first thought occurs 
hearty laugh—I have seldom heard so hearty a laugh at the best joan of us, ‘‘ Does the other one snore?” . 
oke ever made—that he intends to ‘‘ crack a bottle or two before| ‘“‘I think you’ll be good stable-companions,” says Harsnen, in 
fast.” At this, having, I feel, rather interfered where I had | the pleasantest possible manner, as he retires and leaves us to the 
ne One bukeeil ag 68 ing, 1 also go into a hearty laugh—a , only ing his head in again to observe that breakfast 
friendly, peace-making laugh—and so does HatLsHeERr, who, I fancy, | will be ready in hour. 
has been a little nervous at my venturing on giving the shooter a bath. The : 
lecture before being introduced to him. Curis the Composer also | just like discovering a hidden treasure, or giving a hunted-down 
laughs, but not loudly nor heartily, nor, as it seems to me, intelli- i melodrama the means of eseape by a secret way leading 
gently. Indeed, I am sure, were | to ask CULLINs, in the words of | down to the caves on the shore—and shows us unplensantly 
a well-known song, ‘‘ At what is the old man laughing?” he would ive of a sort of amateur coffin on board, and ch he points 
be unable to give a satisfactory account of it. Already the sea to us with pride as 
| seems to have affected him. He tells us that he will be all right} ‘ The Bath!” 
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DUMB-CRAMBO DRAWINGS. 









Brighton. 





Ilfracombe (Ill-for-a-comb). 





DETUR DIGNIORI. 
(A few more Presents to follow the Arm-chair.) 


Lord Granville.—A gallon of Golden Syru 
Sir tli Northecote.—Old English C Cabinet (key 


missin. 
rane; Kimberley.—A Dutch Oven (self-actin 
ford R. Churchill.—A Cuckoo Clock (aut). out of 
order). 
= Labouchere.—A Refrigerator. 
, WwW yoy —A set of Vinegar Cruets, and a 
Pelisoma’ s Ra 
Mr. Biggar poor a few Friends.—A very pretty Kettle 
(wae complete). 
W. Lawson.—A mechanical Piano (playing one 


a Speaker.—A Housekeeper’s Apron and an Order- 


Mr. Bradlaugh.—A Dumb Waiter and a packet of 
Beetle Poison. 

Lord Salisbury. 7a Oriental Screen. 

Sir Drummond W olff.—A Chinese Gong. 

The Duke of Ar gull —A Cab Whistle. 

Mr. Childers.—A new Broom. 

The ant-at-Arms.—A front-door amet. Key, with 


chain, catch, and alarm-sign 
dam Parnell. —An American ~ Fe thle (balance 


—A Four-Poster. 
ei Carli ford. —A Lift ( 
Mr. Ash 


-Bartlett.—A set of sere. And— 
The Cabinet.—A Harlequin Tea 


Instruction com- 








Enp or tae Potyrecuyic.—"* 
with amusement.” 











LANDBILLIA. 


(Fragments of a Lay sung in the Via Celera the week after the great 
Battle between the proud Patrician Furius Cecilius Salburius, and 
the Tribune Billius Gladstonius, great Champion of the Commons 
and framer of Agrarian Laws.) 


Ye good men of the Commons, with sturdy souls and true, 
Who stood by brave Giapstontivus, as he had stood by you, 
Come make a circle round me, and mark my tale with care, 


| A tale of what the Plebs have dared, and yet again may dare. 


| « f all the v pper Ten whose — the + ee a Leaves ae prest, 





Crcrirus of the acrid tongue was proudest, haughtiest. 

He stalked about the Senate like King TARQUIN i in pride, 

And most of the Patrician host were on his side. 

And the Plebs eyed askance with doubt, which well he hoped was fear, 
That swarthy brow, that curling mouth, that ever seemed to sneer. 
That brow of black, that mouth of scorn, looked signs of iron will, 
And none believed Cronus wished the Commons aught but ill. 


Up from the Suntet briskly the fair 5 enieeans came, 
Offspring of great GLapsrowtvs, that Plebs-loved son of fame. 
And up the Senate stairs she and, as she danced along, 
GLADSTONIUS warbled cheerily s of the good old song, 

‘She will return, I know ia well ! !” thus the fond Sire out-sang, 
And through the Senate’s portals his mellow accents rang. 
Crertrvs heard that stout old voice, he saw that bright ‘young face, 
And hated both with the fierce hate born of his race and place. 
Quoth he, ‘‘ If I don’t make him pire a sort of song, 
And if, when she returns to him. he deems her not ‘ gone wrong,’ 
May I be ——” Here he turned on heel, faded much like © bowed? 
Whilst rang @ word | upon the air which sounded much like *‘ blowed.’ 
The fair Lanppriiia back ocepunt: Why doth her grey- lock’ d Sire 
Look sadly on her ? bes so shake the Commons all with ire ? 


Limp, plume-lopped, drooped Lawpsrrnza, sore shorn of half her 
charm, 


| So well Cxcrirus pe hawt his word who vowed to work her harm. 


‘* Back, Plebs-born chit! if we can’t ban intruders such as you, 
What profite our Patrician blood, as hot as it is blue ?”’ 
So spake the swart Cecrirvs; and deep stern anger came 


| On all the people, and they cried on the Gladstonian name. 





For he was the great Tribune, who spake with words of might 
Whic PB eaees the rich man mind his eye, and guard the poor man’s 
right 





Greater than Casstvs who shaped th’ Agrarian Law, 
Vaterivs and Horatrvs were far less stout of jaw. 

Licrytus and Pusiitivs, who the Patrician hand 

Slackened from its all-grasping Prous 9 the Public ey 

Were not so Plebs-beloved as he, whose voice as rome: be as clear, 
Poured thick and fast the burning words the Parties quaked to hear. 
yen pone! Giapsrontivs took the maid a little way aside, 

And = her up, and smoothed her down, and gazed on her with 


And eae ‘blandly spake he, but they who knew his style, 
C ould see the steel beneath the silk, the teeth behind the smile. 

o! and if sour CecrLivs again should prove . 
I soubor think Cecri1vus will wish—well, never mind.” 
So he ; the Commons heard him, and raised such thunderous cheer, 
That underneath his strawberry leaves Cecriivus quaked with fear. 
Then for a little moment the People held their breath : 
Should it be yielding here or there, or battle to the death ¢ 
And in another twinkling forth brake a general grin, 
For out stepped sour Cucti1us and quie y—eaved in! 

>. 

So passed the fair Sallie to those high halls above, 
Where proud Patricians bowed to her they something less than loved. 
So triumphed great Giapstonivs, who rather isnt i 
As sour Cecriivs once more led forth his J ag ey 
Uninjured from the ordeal stern ; but, smiling, dropt Ma blade, 
And those two dought champions, 80 late for “hight ar amas, 
Like Boxvs and like Coxus each on other’s sho 
What time the Commons chuckled, and the Plabs oatiea * All is 


well! 
* * > * > . 








FAVOURITE QUOTATION FOR THE ‘‘ FAIR-TRADE LEAGUE.” 
‘* He that is taxed, not seeing how you tax him, let him not know 
it, and he s not taxed at all.” 


Another for their Opponents.—‘‘ Customs more honoured in the 
breach than the observance. 





DEAR FOOD, AND WHY? 


Tue potato in Mud-Salad Market is from three to times as 
dear as the same potato in Leeds, Manchester, and id. This 
is, of course, not the fault of the Duke of Mvpvorp and his tenants. 
but arises from the fact that the Lancashire and Yorkshire towns 
above-named are such essentially agricultural centres. 





6@ To Cosausronpsnts.— The Bditor does not hold hi:nself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contrivutions, 
stamped and directed envelope. Copies show ld be kept. 


In no case can these 04 returned un iua accompanied by @ 
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i i ge i il wa SUMMER NUMBERS. 

‘Al (4 Song of Memories by an Elderly Singer.) 
fe” Soncrase of tol, still solitude, soft sun, 
on Soty coche Slant waoie Wenker Ove. 


} solitude a deuz, softly through 
oa Senstth the wabetra ying biue, 
Is the elysium of the amorous 7wo. 


A dancing boat and moonlight on the sea, 
Taste- ncigueel mirth, wave-mellowed malady, 
And company may e’en be found in Three 


Clear echoing the ’ 
The eddy ripple and the weir ud ror, 
fonts dag 
Pratling 
Praling ax through the wave wave tsi en Dlades drive, 
the crew by making Five. 
! Could a Cocker fix 


J mares 
areas of FS 00 tho Ses cteee of Bir: Styx) 
gleeful gathering at /ess than Siz? 


Gs Voond tho oft lane blisetal thon the oven, 
(esing hes watchet eyes are so like heaven) 
one arch sylph should swell the band to Seven? 


Nay, ty oye am octane. ” Who, with hones elate, 
nut-hung woods, would oy abate 

| ome f pve Peon | echoes "gumberca’ Eight? 

Nay, tinting the green vineyards of the Rhine, 

Four fils, our ey and a sleek divine, 


murmur at the Muses’ number, Nine ? 


= — || 
— a 
= 





Charmed numbers? Let dull seers stale fables tell, 
Are not ali numbers magic in their spell, 
With Youth, Love, Joy, and Jest assorted well ? 


Yet Two, for gheiet funy position yet cumbers 


“IT ALL DEPENDS.” His soul in whose grey head Romance scarce slumbers, 
Customer. *'I pow’T KNOW HOW IT IS, BUT MY CLOTHES NEVER FIT MB The baldish Bard who lisps in (Summer) Numbers. 


NICELY. Now YoU ALWAYS MAKE M¥ FRIEND CAPTAIN STOLLERT’S COATS TO SIT — 

BEAUTIFULLY !” 

Tailor. “Yes, Six, BUT BE’s GOT SHOULDERS TO HANG ‘gm on! IF aj A L ArporntMENt.—Mr. Hensert Giapstone 

GENTLEMAN 8 MADE LIKE A CHAMPAGNE-BOTTLE, NO TAILOR CAN Fit Him!” | the day took his seat as an extra Lord of the Trea- 
[ Exit Customer in dudgeon, | sury, appointed without salary. No charge for extras. 


ee 


Asiatic mind. : /! Ah! happy Indian potentate, breathi 

FROM A COURT JOURNAL. ie ee dee toal 7 se ee 
(Nor published Saturda: y 11th to 13th.—More walking with Mamma, taking luncheon with 

“68 , Mamma, driving with M d di ith M Bo 
t.—Back from. Balmoral. What a relief leasant to be| Mamma, driving yay ee ey Fang 
1s fF Germans to dinner once or twice. I shall learn Chinese. And that 
near something civilised again. Dear 1—— called early, and wanted | reminds me. 1 wonder whether Aladdin's Princess, with her tiny 
me so much to make a pleasant day of it. It would have been so little feet, managed, after all, to get better about Pekin than I can 
a Pi Ag view of some ory eee to bese ws with. i ®| about London. 
quie e luncheon together, and, after rs) y ——’s, de- 
lightful place, to have some e lawn-tennis, perhaps @ little boating, | ng to be to join them’ on the Fach, and so 1 the petin, and 
and then finish with a drive back to town in the cool of the evening. h real sail, end nd a nite tao tonal a 
Of course, I couldn’t be spared. So, rest of diurnal programme as gel, back, and I oo A 4 on a A, Maen had 


usual. Walked with Mamma. Had luncheon with ies. Drove 

with Mamma, Dined with Mamma. On the whole, rather a mono- | /™2cheon as usual with Memms, and dined as usual with Mamma. 
? Everythi ny as usual, Stay ; I am for, iting. 

tonous day. as lee ’ steam up and d down 














on the A 


I must 
2nd to Oth inclusive.—Nothing particular. Walked daily with 
Mamma. Had luncheon daily with Mamma. Drove daily with mile and a half awa [from everything which the Court Journal will 


=e. a pressing _ | no doubt describe as ‘* witnessing the regatta” with Mamma ! 
tations wy. 4 moe this week, ~ ‘Jaa to be as ieyi- 20th to 27th.—The usual Osborne routine. Of course, I am per- 
Never mind: I J on ove my etc ; bat the next book J illus- font doing nothing else but honey Be yy luncheon, 
trate shall be New Cinderella, Dear me! if | could only | 4¥t y oy Mamma ; I I should like 
get somebod Seis 1 it, couldn’t I make a capital picture of the me the pi ewer 2 FS pow snd — ad one of our drives 


pats ag pight y pumpkin me Tees Spy changed yes rr ep he ce society % the their agli A ve 1 ts oe 
~100h.-—-k ven day. Some Indian potentate, with a pecu- tntal toa Ang org (with hte perminnin of their Mammas). 


10th.—A very 
liar turban, was made, amma, an honorary Member of Knights Yara I must take 

of the Third Class of A Order of St. Michael and 8t. George. I|_ 28th to 29th.—Off again to Balmoral, wit without waiting for the State 
attended. As usual, it was all over in three minutes. I wonder | ball on the 30th. Journey full of novelty. 

Tie eee eee 2 nae ye Ee stayed toluncheon| 30th.—Once more in the bonnie Highlands! Attend the Servants’ 
with had a drive with have dined with | Ball, and wonder why, while they aw enjoy a dance, I mayn’t. 
Mamma, if oF tought of eden him! But there was Wonder how the State Ball is going on. Go to rest w wondering, and 
no aw. The gentleman, too, who ught him, seemed so | finally dream that I am walking, taking luncheon, driving, digi: g 
very anxious to get him back to Claridge’s Hotel as quickly as | and immense progress in Chinese, simultaneous y, with 
possible. Perhaps he feared the honour might be too much for the | Mamma till further notice ! 
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A WEALTH-ENDOWED 
WORKHOUSE. 


Dr. Drerock has lately had, 
within a short space of time, 
to hold as many as three 
sone on_inmates of St. 

's ) oe Square) 
W Infirmary, who 
y anement out of the win- 
dows of that benevolent insti- 
= About Letee'y months 
B-yeeger bee from a 
wisi the workhouse 
itself. Fish kept in an aqua- 
rium of which the water is 
ill-aérated are apt at times to 
leap out of it; but that is 
because feel themselves 
uncomfortable within it, which 
eannot be the case with the 
inmates of any d ent of 
8t. Geo: 


Charity é 
parish a tbounding im mansions 
of the most op ent Nobility 


and Gentry ements 
are all doubtless of the most 
agreeable description, far su- 
aad to those r ted by 
economy. 
The Sop Bae in its dietary 
for skilligolee ma 
—_ be real e, but is 
vari with mga mock, asa rule, 


ulligatawny, or 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 47. 


HOLIDAY TASKS FOR 
THE CABINET. 


~ up | F law about the 


Eari Grancille.—To enter 
into communication with the 
Turkish 


i of Kimberley. — To 
oan ow matters at 
the Cape. 

Mr. Childers.—To learn the 
names of the Territorial Regi- 
ments, and ph as which. 

larquis © artington. —_ 
Foquave the Afghan Buscesston 


Earl of Northbrook. — To 
raise a tom fleet, and tell 
stories to discontented Marines. 

Mr.John Bright.—To master 


the les of Fair Trade. 
: a Choon mberlain. 


the im: 
and importa a Vestry. 
And ‘ . &. Forster 


cli. "To. pond. is ‘hard 


earned vacation—in Ireland ! 


and Infirmary of St. omer * 
me ee a tes ; 
y un- 

did awl re . tes, 

enjoying an enviable lot, un- 
happily include a number of 
insane or ‘‘ wicious paupers.”’ 





ADAGE BY A ee] Lapy. 
—Man proposes, but Mamma 
disposes. 





Lay Sasntomnete. Trae o Webi 


LORD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL, M.P, 


THERE 1s A Mince aT WESTMINSTER, 
A GNATTY LITTLE THING, 
Ir sires AT Nicat 
THIS MIGHTY MiTE, 
Burt NO ONE FEELS ITs STING, 
Irs NoIsE PERSISTENT, SHRILL,—s80 SOME 
Say THERE’s NO Stino, BUT 'TIS ALL *‘ Hum,” 


ay vs ALL pe Unnaprr 
On BUNDAYS.— Stagnant 
Sunday party may be mad 
bo ere e some sort of 


“I can’? aS for the 

Sg Mrs. RamspoTHaM 

Junior, * but it’s Ben Tomato, 
I believe.” 








= = 





=z eof 


NOTES FROM A BAGPIPE. FROM OUR CITY WAITER AT THE SEA-SIDE. 











Her Masesty’s new title must be Zhe Edinburgh Reviewer. The 
Poet Laureate is of course at work on an epic to commemorate the 
occasion. It is to be called English Bard and Scotch Reviewers. 

A propos of a title, has Queen’s Weather ceased to be proverbial 
since Her Gracious Masesty became a Suze-rain? The Clan Mac- 
Intosh was in —_ force last Thursday. ‘‘ The youngest soldiers,” 
says our esteemed North re peers te ae - JosEPH Mc MILLER 
(not Sir A. MACMILLAN, by cage gangs as 0 W. E. G.), “‘couldn’t 
have looked wetter ’uns in any other circumstances.” 

It was a wet day, but it was a wetter night. It ended in fire- 
works, but the ey -and-water works had the best of it, after all. 

their fling, and many determined 
Tyke then they couldn’t. The Scotch 
early hour in Princes’ Street. It wasn’t the 
Teal but the 

The Royal Beotiish Archers said it was the finest day they’d 
ever seen. This wasa en of their unequalled skill in drawing 
bow. wasn’t there, but Lord Rosesery 

retained for him throughout the day, but 

’t come. Was he asked ? 
was regulated by the Black Watch, which was 
Ay went well. e only sign of sunlight was 


ccepted a Guide-Book to Edinbro’ Castle 


iv ive 


it. a rice was one shi No one 
er, not Losing 8 a change, 


EE 
F 


al 


all parties were satisfied. 


oe a quantity. The Royal Party took | s 





THE SONG OF ROMANTIC “ ROBERT.” 


O, I likes the Sea when there ain’t no waves, 
there ain’t no wind, and th pee ears Ro ane ; 
For that’s the time as I a one > thes, 
And then treats myself to a vi some bun. 


I likes the wat — * ’s m and close, 
And the el ull and al 


all of a heap, 
Then I at op _—— a across my old nose, 
And pretends to and then goes to sleep. 
Yes, that’s the jolly time for =, 
there’s Lagoon to eat, and nothink to do, 
When I’m always ready for dinner or tea, 
And quite with a Irish Stew. 


to be called MP 
But I’m nly _— he my of shrimps, 
As I sets and smiles at the quiet 





Memoranda of Session. 


Tuts Single-Act Session will become historical as the Double 
en, says The Telegra ha ng oe Comet Session, 


the P and Receipt Stamp Session, the Electric 
the Bradlangh Sesion Lord R. Cuvacuitt will 
'0Z Ministerialists as the Pro-session ; 


» Con-session. The Premier will note 





























FIRST OF SEPTEMBER——SOMETHING LIKE A BATTUE! 














Poles ‘A 





Or, The Result of High Farming and the Extermination of the Partridge. 








ON BOARD THE “ AMARINTHA.” 
(Zxtracts from a short Holiday Log. ) 


Tae Bath in the cabin-floor. I take it in a sort of nervous, hasty 
way, not liking to lie down in it without, at all events, holding on 
to the sides, having a sort of nervous dread of the bottom suddenly 


coming out, and d ing me into the sea. Then what would 
happen? I couldn’t “Steward!” There’s no bell, my shrieks 
would be stifled, and before anyone had time to ask, ‘‘ Where is 


he? Why doesn’t he come to breakfast?’ the water, which I 
believe has a knack of always rising to its own level, would rush up, 
and, in fact, there’d be an end of the yacht—she’d disappear— 
seuttled. That’s one idea of the Bath in the floor. Then there’s 
another for a Sensation in a Melodrama—something for 
Messrs. Merrrr and Harris at Drury Lane. The stage could 
represent the cabin—(beautiful cabin Drury Lane stage would 
make !)—trap-door in tre—villain, disguised as Steward, turns 
on the tap of sea-water, and allures Victim into Bath—music 
pianissimo and tr as Victim descends—Steward shuts down 
the lid quickly, drags portmanteau over it, and stands on it, 
breathing heavily, when suddenly he starts, for through the 
skylight above a perceives the eye of the Mate on him! ! 
Aha! the Mate’s silence must be bought! But at what 
price f I don’t exactly know why the Steward should treat the 
‘ictim in this manner; but this is a detail which I can consider 
while I’m brushing my hair, and so get round to the mginniog of 
the plot. The Victim must of course escape—but how? Under- 
currents could wash him rapidly out to sea, one undercurrent 
bringing him up for breath, and another taking him miles away 
from shore—and—— Yes, t’s it-—— 

Just as I’ve got to this point, Corurms the Composer looks in, to 
remind me that he has to ions the cabin, and the sooner I clear out 
the better. ‘“‘In five minutes you have it all to yourself,’ is 
my ready reply. I generally make it ‘five minutes.” It is 
like five shillings, a tangible sum, and it has the advantage over five 
shillings, as it must be taken colloquially to mean any time up to 
half an hour—at least, that’s my idea of “five minutes.” It’s a 
pleasant way of getting over a di culty, and inspires the other party 
with hopefulness. A man writes tosay “‘he wants five minutes’ chat 
with you.” It reads nicely and lightly: it really means at least an 
hour’s earnest conversation on matters ing the interests of a 
life-time, probably destroys a whole day, and s every other 
previously made arrangement out of time. Givea man five minutes’ 
chat and he ’ll take an hour’s conversation. ‘‘ Five minutes’’ has an 
exact, well-caleulated and business-like sound. 

in this particular imstamce—there are my 7 unpack, the 
things to be put into the lockers, the i (mine) to be 
arranged, so as to secure places (as it before the rush of 
Ovttrys inte the cabin, when he find all the best seats gone. I 


take for granted that he won't a to re-arrang> everything on 
hes plan. In order to avoid this Boz and Coz life in a cabin, 
we shall have to fix some clear and definite line of demarcation. He 





looks in again. He observes, somewhat ecrustily, ‘‘ It’s ten minutes 
since he was last there.” I can only reply with an air of astonish- 
ment, “‘ Is it, indeed ?”’ ey in my most soothing and pleasant 
manner, ‘‘ Well, old fellow, I shan’t be five minutes more.”’ 

He growls out something about t being just ready and 
they won’t wait, from which I infer that with ep peg 
measures of mine J shall be in time for that meal he won't. 
comfort myself with the reflection that CuLLINs is a quick dresser (1 
don’t know that he is), and that perhaps after all this is only a ruse 
on his part to get me out. If it is a ruse, I can give myself an extra 
five minutes just to teach him (as we are going to be cabin’d and 
eribb’d togethe? for the next ten days) that he must always deal 
with me straightforwardly and truthfully. 

At last he, so to speak, bursts into the room. The smell of the 
coffee and the ham and eggs has excited him measure ; he 
scents the breakfast afar off, and won’t wait any longer. He is 
almost violent. He is, he says, ‘‘ ravenous.” So am I, I tell him 
in a tone of reproval, intended to convey that, though ravenous, I 
can still be courteous. 

** Yes,” he says, brusquely, ‘‘ but you’re dressed and all ready. 
I’m not. At least,” he corrects himself, ‘‘I’m ready as far as 
appetite , but—” 

Fe Beach an far as manners go,’’ I suggest. 

‘*Oh, you be blowed! Do get out,” he exclaims. 

And I do get out, for I remember that he is to be, as HatLsHER 
mts it, ‘‘my stable companion” for ten days, and it won’t do to 
egin with a row. 

I've known Cuttins the Composer for years—out of a omg bry 
have never yet had any experience of him im one, ‘ Music 
charms to soothe the savage breast”’—but it doesn’t seem to have 
had its usual magic effect on. CoLLINs. iP ge the 
sea-air - ’s bringing it re of him, or the on toes poe po 
sea-air, hunger, a long an ess journe 
pointment at not having a cabin all to himself, I ascend ithe 
companion,” leaving my “‘ stable companion ”’ in the cabin. . 

Though we are moored stern and stem, yet there is an undulating 
motion, and the sea—(is it the sea ?—I am not quite sure, as we ’re 
in full view of the town and pier, and land on each side of us for 
miles)—and the sea—(or whatever it is—it’s salt, I know that from 


the Bath)—is decidedly rough—in fact, v is a 
stiffish breeze. There are several other yachts in bay. Isita 
“bay”? It looks like it. By the way, where are we? Scotland. 
Yes 1m cone e ‘ee Set : » re Bre a aoe 
is this , we are in yan. a bay—wrong 
again.) % Ryan” is decidedly an Irish name. _ ‘* Yes,” The Dean 
explains in his jovial manner, “there are lots of Irish in Stranraer— 
it ’s the nearest point for the Irish coast.” And he takes up 
his rook-shooter, and has another pop at a bottle in the 
water, and tied by a string to the stern. ‘“‘ Capital ” he 


or : 
ILs our host, quietly remarks that it must be excellent 
action and that the bea evidently wants a lot of it, but that for 

is own part he has a nervous horror of fire-arms ; that is, he hastens 
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to add with the utmost politeness, ‘‘ when in the hands of inexperi- 
enced ie ys f 

That, the Dean observes, does not of course apply to him. __ 

** Not in the least,” Hartsner returns, in his most insinua 
manner. ‘‘ I mean persons not accustomed to handle fire-arms, and 
really don’t think you ever have yours out of your hand.” 


. mS L.} ” laughs ‘~ pa ¥ oeeey | for a jolly 
0 P prepared to at anything heartily, and pops again 
* ~ Yobbing bottle, while HartsHer gives a slight but perceptible 
shudder. 

‘* Breakfast is ready, Sir!” says the Steward. 

We descend. The disappears into his own cabin for a few 
seconds, and returns in, aes an entire change 
He is no longer the nauti an, but the coustey. in 
very easy circumstances. I have never seem airapid act of 
change of costume out of a “‘ variety en 2,” poser 
asrives late: he is but churlish, ha cut severely 
wile trying to shave. He remarks severely on the of the 
vessel. 

Happy Thought (for the Com ).—Movement in C. 


-s you'll soon get over that. It’s 
nothing.’ 

I * Oh, ing at all !"’—but I have 

oy a SL i ei 


t mposer warms to his work, of is 

tt. T aball makes toecoech gual Uecaktoah aunt Com 

eo a thoroug ’ 
taking his third helping of pigeon-pie ve titsrugh— 

Li sq wee but am I he n't talk like 
this. y not avoid such a subject ? Far better taste not to say a 
word about it ; specially at our first meal on board ship. | 

“Oh,” interrupts Hartsuer, smiling in a r g way, ‘‘ we 
shan’t get out to-day. The Captain says there’s too much wind out- 


HAILsHER says, quietly, “ Oh, 


side.” (Happy Thought, to myself—Don’t go outside.) “It’s not 
worth while getting a wetting 5 te nothing.” 

“The steamer had to face a nasty head-wind,” observes Botsy 
the Dean. ‘‘ She could hardly get out.” 


lutely can’t move from our moor- 
ings, all the Columbus-like spirit of maritime adventure rises within 
me. I want at once to weigh anchor—to go off somewhere—to discover 
new continents—to—to—to do in fact what I’ve come for, that is to 
yacht, which, with me, means to sail, to cruise. If I can’t sail and 
cruise, why amI here? Not to sit in a boat, tied stem and stern, 
and look at a lot of houses, a pier, and a railway-station ? 

‘* Ts there no chance of getting away to-day?” I ask, with a show 
of — cepenet, tet t ‘ 

‘** Not much,” replies Harrsuer; ‘ but I propose—— 

He pauses, and I brigh 


Now, when I hear that we a 


RAE Neg pos 
to » like Va cken, - 
; nd the i he battle 


man, he will get point of the bay, even though 
with the waves till y: 

** Yes,” I say, enco ingly, ‘‘ you are thinking of ——” 

Menno - Danes rm in hi oom ing ond p peeeoest ive a as 
if he were agreeing with my idea g@ me my 
poly eat a ** ves, | was thinking that we'd have the gig out 
after breakfast, and—go ashore.”’ 

**Oh yes,” I reply, y: 

Boisy wants to go on shore for more i . 

At which a intention Hartsner smiles, and says, ‘‘ Oh, I 
dare say you'll be able to them,” and evidently devoutly hopes 
he won’t be able to do an — hh 

The Composer takes me , and murmurs, “‘I say, I didn’t 
come down to go on shore. Bigg bd wha di my 

He is in a grumbling humour. I point out to him that it is neces- 
sary on sometimes for provisions, papers, &c. 

** Yes,” he says, still grumbling, as if it was all my fault, ‘* but I 


i 
Iam and how I shall really 
bering that he is to be 


=f 
| 


puts on a waterproof. Botsy comes out in another 
including an entirely different sert of hat. 
x returns from shore he comes on deck in 
different from the 


HatLsHER 
change of 


y supports me, and 
“*Couldn’t help it,” says 
“ 4 te hove bee ¢ i Nd 
am it to retort hen Lente quese 
be my “‘ stable companion ” for the next ten days, 

a row with your 4 


** Give way!” cries the stroke. 
rie regards my conduct towards the Composer). 


by way of apology ; 


ber he is 
it’s no use 


“Which way?” as he 
y inquiring “‘ What’s that?” when we are 
vessel riding at anchor. Teel. we the slippery steps, 


bow grapples them with his boat- we strugaie os to the guay, 
end flarramnn, as be finds his -glass and looks back on to the 
aan earth got 


steering, and 
, . om 


there at all, and what 


ort of a me Se ae, es in, observes, Ly SY FF 
amy oe ey py @ = ny 5 It’s a difficult bit, 
and I om as blind as a bat. However,” he adds cheerfully, ‘‘ here 
we are 

We all say that nothing could be better, and eon ting him 
on bis suscetetel espering, and ousecives’ oa iflen ad, we 
proceed to examine the town of Stranraer. 





A SEA-SIDE REVERIE. 
I ratx, as I sit at 
And list to the m 


H ym 
From my it y 
« bp jt eaten, heart is 
To in one cut t's certain to ¥anish, 
never be seen on my board any more. 
Some small of spirit to moisten my throttle 
Thorp, and tatcign iat: once tas Wey ; 
it seems to fi ont of the bottle 
i y decrease, all 
My sugar and sardines, m Reted nod my batter, 
Age cole, and vee I and I 
My feed y I 4 LPs 





an 
° vow that Ill go to Town. 





Peery Ae ag ine Ay en fi the test ne t TRISH MAXIMS. 
now for 
begin to realise that a summer suit of flannels, in fact, a -| Iva Landlord would only reside on his property long enough, he'd 
tennis costume, intended for exercise on a hot August is|mever beshot. . , 
not the thing to come to sea in—at least, off the coast of North} What we wantin Ireland is Landlords who won't take any rent, 








and spend the money freely. 

















| you have been three — and three 
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A DIP INTO ASIA. 
(From Our Special Courier of St. Petersburg.) 


THERE are two advantages in arriving at St. Petersburg. Though 
days in the train, and are lucky 


if you escape an extra to the calendar you are twelve 
| days younger than when you left England, and ing to the sun 


you have always got two hours start of your friends in London. A 
telegram sent to you on the 13th of August at eleven in the morning, 
reaches your hands about 10 a.m. on the lst of August. Wake up, 


old Engiand ! 

St. Petersburg is as mixed asa salad. Take a slice of the Thames 
about Rotherhithe and Deptford, a little bit of Hull, a small piece of 
Havre, a dash of Munich and Berlin, a small piece of Venice and a 
larger piece of Rotterdam, a few back streets from a dull German 
town like Crefeld, mix these with T Court Road, and you 


get something like St. Petersburg. The shopkeepers in some parts 


of the City are more like showmen than shopkeepers. They stand at 


| their doors with their “ young men” to tempt you in, and in all 


jokes are made at the expense of the river. 


parts of the City they plaster their outward walls with pictorial 
emblems of their trade. The river is magnificent, and the quays are 
lined with palaces. The City is always on the quay-vive. Obvious 
c It is called the Neva. 
suffice :—‘‘ It is Neva too late to mend,” generally 
iid when the ice is breaking pp, &e. 

rhe principal street, the *‘ Nevskoi Perspective,” is like White- 
chapel and the Mile-End Road giving a grand imitation of Regent 
Street. It is the fashionable afternoon resort for carriages and 
pedestrians ; and as Russia is an autocratic iron and tyrannical, and 
not a liberal and Bumble government, a penny tramway runs along 
the whole middle of the road. 


The roads generally are inlaid with round stones, 


One sample will 


ing in size 
| from a potato to a quartern loaf. They have made ing a lost 
}art in St. Petersburg. Everybody j along in Droskys. A 
| Drosky is a low “ one- shay,” t the size of a child’s 


perambulator. It is built to carry one, and licensed to 
its shafts are like the parallel lines defined in 
difference, they stretch to infinity, and nearly meet. The horse has 


Euclid, with this | h 


a high triumphal arch over his neck, which either keeps the shafts 
asunder, or brings them together—it is difficult to say which. The 
horses are strong, well-fed, and go. The London “crawler” is 
unknown. The driver is dressed in a Jewish ga ine, and wears 
something like a Spanish Inquisitor’s hat. The gaberdine is covered 
with and covers the dirt of ages. He sits up far above his fare on a 
kind of perch, and drives like a London costermonger. Riders in 
Droskys in St. Petersburg will do well to see that they have no 
loose money in their pockets, and no loose teeth in their heads, that 
their shoes are tightly tied, and their hats well fixed on their heads. 
I need say no more. People who think they can improve the St. 
Petersburg Drosky and roads, may save themselves a deal of trouble. 
Nature has otherwise provided. For eight months in ear a 
velvet-pile carpet is laid down, called snow, and on this the Peters- 
burghers make themselves very comfortable in sledges. 

e Russian language is said to be difficult, and the alphabet 
rather favours this statement. If you take the English language, 
turn some of the letters hind part before, and turn a number of others 
upside down, if you settle that the rest of the letters which you leave 
alone shall stand for something precisely opposite to what they do in 
England, and if you mix these with a few extra signs which resemble 
Greek, you will get something like the Russian alphabet. — 

The eating is peculiar. A real dinner d la Russe consists of two 
tasting orders, and a deranged English feed. 7 number 
one takes you to a side-table, where you have the li of trying 
samples of nearly everything sold in an English Italian warehouse. 
Caviare, smoked salmon, and raw herring, are only three things out 
of twenty. Tasting order number two keeps you at the same table, 
and gives you liberty to taste nearly every spirit and liquor known 
in Europe and Asia. After that comes the } ety where roast beef 
follows soup, and fish follows roast beef. The soup is good anda 
dinner in itself. ‘ 5 

At the Cafés you drink weak tea, served in a tumbler with no 
milk, and a slice of lemon. A superficial English traveller might 
see it at a distance and think it was rum and water, or decide on 
closer observation that there are no tea-cups in Russia. The be- 
nighted Russians use tumblers, because glass the tea hot for an 
our. 





Russia being a despotic country, the Russians are treated like 
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“ REST.” (?) 


Barrish Farmer (og.). ‘‘ AR DOAN’T WANT TO DISTURB ’UN—BUT AR’D LIKE TO KNOW WHAT HE BE A-GWIUN TO DO FOR WE?” 
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f ullenewn responsible beings. They have the fullest liberty to doas 
os like on Sunday, and to sit in their taverns and tea-houses every 
t, including Sunday, 
the hour fixed by Literal Bumbledom. Music-gardens, concert- 
rooms and theatres are open on Sunday, and so are chure hes. The 
churches are full, not of curate-worshippers and hysterical women, 
but of men. Every street has its shrine, and every house its Icon. 
The commonest labourer says his prayers as he passes these images. 
being a semi-barbarous country, the churches have no ety, 
congregation ‘up in one mixed mass, ‘and this li aA 
equality, and fraternity is noticeable in much of the social life of a 
great Russian city. English have much to be thankful for. 





THE “POLY.” 
[Alas, poor Ghost ! the Polytechnic—our dear Poly—is no more! } 


Do you want aoe know Me agent place, 
For youngste 
Well—’ twas the ' > "Bolv,” the ” the ‘ively ** Poly,” 

Of Diving Bell renown. 
To welcome Perper we on there, 
And stared at Drrcxs’s ing 
Then saw how wen opt in glasses, 
And were wi science d 
All o’er! all o’er! ’tis now no more, 
Dissolving views are furled, 
oly! Dear Poly! 
Tis melancholy, 
To think of you lost to the "world ! 


Do you want to knew § fe slowest show, 


or slow it 
Well—’twas eBay Say. o the pid Poly, 
You'd hear « Kine long h 
ou ear a ¢ long relamin there, 
Who tried to make thi brick, 
Th a Buck ianD too did all he knew 
lo help the poor old ** Disc.” 
All o’er! allo tr! "tis now no more, 
Dissolving views are furled. 
oly! Dull Poly, 
You were melancholy, 
And now you are lost to the world. 








THE WEATHER AND THE CROPS. 
(From the Diary of a ‘‘ Forestaller and Regrater.”’) 


Saturday.—My friend Jonxs, of the Firm of Brown, Jonxs and 
Roxzrnson, Corn Factors, of Mark Lane, was speaking to me the 
other day about the Soeeasal weather the Farmers were having 
for the Harvest, and dropped just a slight hint of the enormous sums 
that were being made, and might still be made, by a judicious 
speculation in Corn. Happening to have a nice little sum lying at 
my Banker’s, waiting for a good investment, I, after considerable 
doubt and hesitation, wrote to Jonzs, asking him to do what he 
thought proper on my behalf to a moderate er 

Monday.—By advice from Jowes’s I find myself the happy 
possessor of 5, 000 quarters of New Zealand ‘Wheat, bought for me at 
a certain price, — in six weeks time. The letter also contained 
a request for a cheque for £500 as cape owe This I sent immediately, 
and then sat quietly down to cooll Boga my position. 

At first I felt quite proud at finding myself the owner of 5,000 

Wheat. Five thousand quarters of Wheat ! 

& grees idea! I had often heard old Uncle Tom say that he 
considered four quarters an acre a very crop, so I was absolutely 
the owner of the produce of 1250 acres of land! Why, Uncle never 
had half that quantity under cocoon, and yet he was considered 
a very ry aemts. Iremembered that when I was at school 

of wheat would make 120 Quartern 
Loaves, so = shat make no less than 1,200,000 half-quartern 
loaves, enough to feed an army for a month ! 

But then ~_ the rather unpleasant question of how much did I 
owe 1 ROWN, JoNEs and Rosrnson for this magnificent crop of 


Wheat ? Upon mah n making 


£12,000! 
when I wrote to Yau, pb I ow ws for oa + 
Tuesday.—Jonxs’s explanation wrote galt fo — 
the six weeks expired, I mast well my whett ‘adi iain 
was higher, I should gain ; but, if the I should 
ovaren hia Jittle cmmmiesion. would. 


e 
lanation. 


to the hour they fix themselves, and not| and 


calculation, I an ol it amounted to about wade of an 
y bey had expected 


calm philosophy with which I bore what they called the execrable 
for if there is more than another that I loathe 
and I certainly do 


turning quite black. Felt anite 
arg from JonEs, sa 
urging me to hold on 
in the eiiming, 
e on savage with me 


oi re fi pep ak 
ts they wer ve Out of bed apa at ay 
Be Siete onl y Staiee. Not 4 cloud to | bee 
Wife can’t understan Eker these secs cal wal go 
Get of the Gindow oo cfian. Tell her I have a great desire 
to see AD Bhe replies, the sun does not usually rise in the 
mig dliieas te butme. Nothing but glarin 
or 
and tedeaes.” Gat rather narrows, Thisk I will ta 


sell lanite fais ‘the t he wrote about, though | it was vas only 

small. Te clegragh y Jones very sorry— 

had taken the he consequence of the 
in the weotbet and 


r r news from America, 
} mg = y, 80 of Roya I might have made 
en poy £450 
Went out with wife and childten (at their request) for a a o 
sea. ger id donkey of a Boatman w th 
the weather, and the grinning said that he t the a 
tiful fine weihe Was going to last, and, he added, a good thing 


Not one farthin 
a more than his bare fare did I give that malicious 
fend’ ! (To be continued.) 


THE DUCHESS’S SONG. 
(With Apologies to Mr. Tennyson.) 


Home fabrics had fallen, the Duchess arose, 
She determined for country to make a stand, 
She was dressed (of course) in the latest mode, 
Which perhaps may have come from an English hand, 
Ant sat her down in a lonely place, 
‘ormed a Society great grand, 
To enable the farmers and spinners to thrive, 
And drive French “ per ay me ” from the land. 
The “D. T” to observe her Grace, 
The farmer felt ready to cheer, 
The Bradford spinner cried  Here’s a start!” 


And the t he through his tear ; 
But the Frenchman thought—“ 1 have seen many fads, 


But ry A . me 80 queer ; 
Will Old En, olkenes our goods, which are cheap, 


For her we, co are ugly and dear ? 


gunsine 


JonEs 











ARK-AOLOGY AT MALVERN, 
(From Our Deluged Antiquarian. ) 
Mowvsy.—Pelting morning, but left London comfortably by the 


2°15, fully prepared for a great intellectual treat. Begin to read u 
Arobaologival subjects on way Danvers’s Medieval 1 Bub 


structures, in nine folio volumes (with maps), highly i 


but “ oe at ponee te See Gentleman in » who sa 
ineke ilcken C . Asks me whether I've got up 

historic itchen Utensils, with charts ? age nating xm 04 

see without it. Smrrm’s boy at Reading says 
*ve got it at the Stall, but will see.” 
t+. Rain in Feel I’m catehing 
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His Better Half (the Family Chancellor of the Exchequer—reading the Railway Posters), ‘‘ THEN, DEAR, AS WE CAME DOWN BY THE 
LonpoN, CHATHAM, AND DovER, AND GO BACK BY THE SouTH-EAsTERN ”"—(doing mental swm)—‘‘ SEVENTEEN AND THIRTEEN—YES— 


WE save Turrty Mitzs!” 








LIBERTY IN LIMBO. 


Scenr—Taffy-Land on the Sabbath. Enter Traveller, athirst. 
Traveller (enthusiastically). Aha! ‘‘ Wild Wales!” (Recites.) 
Place me midst Cambria’s climbs and crackjaws rare, 
And I will sing if Liberty be there. 
Hillo! Who’sthis? [Enter limp figure with handcuffs halting. 
Limp One (sadly). I’m Liberty! 
Traveller ( tfully), Oh, are you? Ishouldn’t have known you. 
Limp One. I dare say not. The disguise is very complete, isn’t 


| it? It’s Tarry’s new uniform in fact. Wonder what the old 





LLEWELLYNs would have thought of it ? 

Traveller. A drink would refresh us both. Come, I see a tavern 
yonder, let’s 

Limp One. Halt, rash man! It’s the Sabbath! 

Traveller. Yes, I know, bu 

Limp One. No Sunday “‘ nips” now in the Principality. 

Traveller. The deuce! Why I’m as dry as—as an Eisteddfod. 

Limp One. Very likely. But you mustn’t wet your whistle in 
Wales now—in public and by purchase between Saturday night and 
Monday morning. ’Tis the Will of the Majority—to the great joy 
of the Wilfridites. 

Traveller. And what do you think of it ? 

Limp One, What has poor Liberty to say in face of her new, and 
pepules enemy, Local Option? Tyrants I could fight, and despots 

ety, but my modern foe, Permissive Compulsion, is too insidious to 
be seen through by goody fanatics and grandmotherly legislators. 
Hence these bonds. At present those who speak up for me get cried 
down as favourers of vice, or of selfishness. It needs a strong head 
and a stiff spine to make a consistent champion of Liberty. 
£ a ee ; . the majori wanes ay wd old <5 
iberty to this p e jority w sorry for it one 

when the shoe pinches. ‘Aha louddenly ovate 6 Sorgotten flask) 
Ricuarp’s himself again! (Drinks.) 

Liberty. I wish he were. I shouldn’t be in fetters. [Fit sadly. 











TO MY ANNIE ROID! 
I coup not live without thee, dear, 


For there would be 


a fearsome voi 


Within my heart wert thou not here— 
My Annie Roid ! 
Much used by seamen in all lands, 
They love thee who the rooms of LLoyp 
Frequent ; the sailor understands 
My Annie Roid ! 
As ignorant we sure should be _ 
As are the apes called anthropoid, 
Of coming storms, deprived of thee, 
My Annie Roid! 
Thou warn’st us of impending rain, 
wae oe Pa: we one enjoyed. 
Does Eng ’s climate give in, 
My Annie Roid > 


A strange and variable clime 
It is, and keeps thee well employed : 
Methinks thou’rt ehanging all the time, 
My Annie Roid! 








Abbey Thoughts. 
“ Braptey for the Abbey!” exclaimed Dean Cuuncu; “ well 


I’m dean’d!” 


** And I’m not,” sighed Canon Lippon. 

** You refused the ip,’”’ said Dean CHURCH. 

«Why haguived ‘the in one ‘is the pulpit of St 

“ ,” inqui r a pause, “‘is . 
Tew. en 


Paul’s, just now, like my teapot?” The 


but he pretended utter ignorance 


this before, 
** Because,”’ chuckled the Dean, 


‘it will draw if I only keep the Lid on.” The Canon exploded. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 
THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

















Lawton, Jomubpetinnss sur OL“, 


TOBY, M.P., TAKES LEAVE OF THE SPEAKER. 


MowbaY, August 22.—Looked in at half-past eight and found Mr. | pinch of snuff, with the consciow ness that_he has done the State 
O’Downr tt literally addressing the Srraker. Sometimes, when some service. = 
excited Members begin to talk ight out to others, the Speaker| Since the interview with Lord Repgspatz, the Member” for Brid- 
interposes, and blandly ests that og will “‘address their | pert gene home to prepare his review of the Session for the Second 
remarks to the Chair.” No fear of Mr. O’Downext incurring this ing of the Appropriation Bill. Sono one here but the Srzaxex 
rebuke. Must address the Speaker to-night, since there is absolutely and Mr. O’Downet drops his eye-glass at the Speaker, hums and 
no one else inthe House. Even Mr. Wanton absent. Farly in the | hahs at the Spzaxer, painfully works out polished antitheses at the 
had an engagement with Lord Repespa.e, at which these Spzaker, reads long extracts at the Sreakenr, and, with great 
two eminent statesmen concerted measures to stem the tide of courage and imperturbability keeps up the fiction that the House is 
democracy. Mr. Warton has instructed Lord Repespace to look | full. ‘ 
omega Libels Bill in his Lordship’s House. | _As for the Right Hon. Gentleman in the Chair, he looks uneasily 
‘Done my best in the Commons, you know,” he says, “kept a | about in search of Mr. Brean, who might move a Count, or for some 
block on ever since it was introdu Also kept Mr. Hurcutnson | still more weloome Member who would move “that the Srzaker do 
out of his bed with a regularity that begins to tell on him, and may | now leave the Chair.” What if he were to put this motion on his 
create vacancy in Halifax. Says he’ll never take charge of another own account? Why should he represent an important ee wey ay 2 
Bill as long as I’m in the House,” and Mr. Warton takes a large and never exercise his privilege ? Meanest, obscurest Member in 
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House could, at whatever stage of the proceedings, move that the | 


ker leave the Chair. Why not the Member for Cambridgeshire ? 
Toby,” said the Right Hon. Gentleman to me some hours later, as 

we were sitting over a lemon squash and a cigar, ‘‘I have lived for 
rly three score years and ten a blameless life ; but I never felt 

so near yielding to temptation as this evening. There came upon 
e a horrible feeling. t felt like the Last of the Greeks, the Last 
the Knights, the Last of the Mohicans, Ultimus Romanus. The 

y way to break the nightmare was to move myself out of the 
Chair. I had to hold on convulsively, gripping the elbows of the 
Chair, or I would have been on my feet giving voice to the words that 
ed on my lips :—‘The question is that I do leave the Chair. 

e who are of that opinion say ‘‘ Aye,” contrary “‘ No.” I think 
Ayes” have it.’ Then I saw myself gather up my skirts, turn 

the right, and disappear, leaving O’ Dowwett feeling for his eye- 


glass in blank amazement. But he’s such a stickler for matters of 
form. We’d have been sure of a debate on motion to expunge the 
re ition. So I sat it out.” 


Business done.—Indian Budget brought in, 


Tuesday.—Sta¥rrorDd Nortucore may, if he likes, ran away from 
I pportunities. An effete and disorganised Opposition may allow 
the Government to walk in at the end of the race. But, as Mr. 
Warton says, ‘Thank Heaven for an AsHMeaD-Bantiert ! ” 


AsHMEAD will do his duty if others fail, and he was here to do it, | 


having first secretly supplied himself with large stores of water, and 
terally undermined the front Opposition with manuscript 
tes and blue-books intended for quotation. Last opportunity of 
Session. If he doesn’t get off his accumulated now, will have 
hold on till next year. So he has swept together into the dust- 
hole of his mind the odds and ends of his former speeches, and asks 
the House of Commons to carry them away with them. ‘ 
Wonderful what a lot Asuwgap knows. Holds all the strings of 
foreign policy in his hands, them at will. Sometimes, it is 
true, the effect a little jumbled, and the anxious listener does not 
e know whether it is the Greek frontier or the Central Asian 
tion, or Candahar or the Transvaal that at any particular moment 
nder discussion. What is clear is, Mr. Grapstone has dis- 
noured and disintegrated the Empire, and isolated Great Britain 
n Europe beyond the original intention of the English Channel. 
Spoke for an hour and was good for two, but for the fact, that 
wing to frequent interruptions from the Speaker, AsHmeapD had 
emptied the last of the collection of tumblers of water secreted under 
the be ath, and was obliged to sit down, as it were, in the very midst 
f Central Asia. 
‘* Asuweap’s a useful sort of creature,” Sir (nantes DIKE says, 
shows us Toryism in its second childhood.” 


by Farr 


—__ 








| Grapstows has great fun with Asuweap, playing with him as a 
sportive cat amuses itself with a mouse previous to annihilating it. 
Business done.—Appropriation Bill read a Second Time. 


| Saturday.—Looked. in at the Lords to see the prorogation. Rather 
}a chilly affair. House inadequately warmed by the scarlet gowns 
|of the three old Ladies on the bench before the Throne. Mr. 
Warton, who is here to see the Session through, says they’re not 
old Ladies, but three well-known Peers. That may be so, but why 
do Gor get themselves up in this style? Plenty of room for me to 
stand by the Speaker. Very different from our opening day, when 
I was nearly trodden on in the rush, and might have been hurt but 
for a way I have of sniffing round at the heels of Hon. Members. I 
was only in fun, but they didn’t know me so well then, and were 
doubtful how far my humour might carry me. Not more than a 
|seore of Members here to-day. Besides the old Ladies in the scarlet 
| gowns, there are four Peers scattered about the benches. Half- 
|a-dozen Gentlemen in the Diplomatic Gallery. Fancy they are the 
| Members of the Richmond Board of Guardians. Lord REDESDALE 
| Yery attentiyeto them. Some talk of cold roast beef and ale provided 
|in the Strangers’ Dining Room. 
‘*Must keep up a spirit of loyalty among the ple,” Lord 
RepespALz says. ‘‘ Eminently respectable and inte. igent persons, 
Richmond Board of Guardians. Should be encouraged.” 
The three old Ladies on the bench took off their hats when I 
|arrived and bowed three times. Evidently meant to be polite. Then 
a Gentleman at the end of the table, in a ak gee and wig, got 
up with a piece of in his hand, and standing by the table, 
ducked forward to ee old Ladies. Began to , and when- 
ever he mentioned the name of a particular Peer, one of the old 
Ladies took off her hat. Fancy they are the mothers of the noble 
Lords. Very nice to see so much respect paid to them. : 
This reading took a long time. Then another tay gentleman in 
a black gown and wig, read out the name of a Bill, always first 
ducking low to the old Ladies. Then an elderly tleman on the 
other side of the table sung a melancholy song. I got the words 
from ASHMEAD-BARTLETT, whois learning French now. ‘‘ Lareyne 
le veult.” That was the whole of the song, and the way the old 
tleman went on singing, the melancholy he put into it, the 
ishing air with which he turned to me and the SPEAKER, and 
the way he ducked to the old ladies on the bench, was one of the 
unniest things I had seen since I was returned for Barkshire. 
Thought he’d never finish. But he did at last. Then one of the old 
Ladies read a speech, thanking everybody for their kind attention. 
Speaker began to duck, and the old Ladies raised their 
hats all three times, and we went back to the Commons, 
ik hands with the Speaker, and so home. gu: )igg 
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Enp or Session—‘‘ Come LIKE SHADOWS, sO DEPART!” (ExeuNT OMNES.) 








A Dream. 


Owe of these days, perhaps, when Ireland is pacified, when Brap- 
LAUGH is an cdmittol and respected Member for a rotten Borough, 
and Mr. Fawcerr can give up eis eae and attend 
to the claims of Post-Office servants, a id or two of music will be 
allowed to play every evening in Hyde Park and other Parks, and it 
will be possible to get some other refreshment than curds and whey. 





A Sparx Prom tae Etecrraica, Exursrrioy, Paris. — Lion 
Gawserta utterly electrified at Belleville. Those who back him 
for first favourite simply give to all inquirers his name, with their 


‘* The Children’s Cry.’’ 


Mr. Puncn is unfeignedly delighted to announce that in answer 
to his appeal for a Day in the Country for the London Children, the 
fund bes amounted to the splendid total of Two Hundred and Eighty 

ounas,. 

This sum has been rtionately distributed am izty- Eight 
Schools. Mr. Pune congratulates “My Lords ant Ladies and 
faithful Commons” on this the best Act that has come into operation 
this Session, #.e., an Act of True Charity. 








Free-Trape To FAarr-TrapEers.—More free than welcome. 











advice included, which is ‘‘ Lay on Gamperra !” 


@@ To Conassrowpuwts — The Bditor does net hoid himsc!/ bound to ac 
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“WALTON’S COMPLETE ‘BUNGLER.” 


** CONFOUND IT !—AND THE FISH RISING 80 NICELY!” 


PARALUNE. 
A POE-TIC FRAGMENT. 


moonshade, called a Paralune, has been introduced to 
Ladies’ complexions from the alleged injurious effects 
of moonlight. ] 
I looked round for Suxey, and missed her ; 
back she came bounding right soon ; 
said, ‘‘ What ’s the matter, sweet Sister ?” 
at once to the —, 
net, fed, 
on’re a twister ! ! 
a boon.” 


6! 
une.” 





TUiprain from Oe Laud Btssirsh, 96 F $e F0  Cujoct as 
our other Poet 
On, pew pisegas tis se Oa spoon, 
Shaded by a Paralune! 
Hang September! Wish ’twere June, 
That would rhyme to Paralune. 
Also wish I knew a tune 
For a song on Paralune.* 


* He is evidently becoming a Paralunatic.—Ep. 
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SCIENTIFIC SOUCHET. 

(A few more Notes from Our Deluged Ark-cologist. ) 
Tvsspay.—Regult of Setting drenched on journey down, and 
hunting for hotel in thunderstorm on arrival yesterday, is that I 
can’t move a joint this morning. Rain still pouring everywhere in 
cataracts. Waiter whether it’s always like this at Malvern ? 
Says it is ‘ as ws ” and that two inches and a at a time ‘‘ ain’t 
bag ph me the ills” | Tell him I had always heard Malvern 
Aziga: place in England. Stares. Says with mournful 
surprise that he had “never ’eared that before;” but that ‘‘ the 
Doctor” will be with me presently. Why the Doctor? Find I’ve 
got into an “‘ Establishment” by Sitake. Never mind. Glad of 
it. Doctor can give me a pick-me-up, and I shall be all ready | f 
for a regular go in at the antiquities to-morrow. Doctor clean 
and melancholy. Looks at me, and shaking my hand, says, 1’m 

~ ” and that ‘ ‘ the pack” will do’ wonders for me. Adds, | or 
six months you won’t know yourself.’ 
ell right to-morrow morning. Give him 
y, says if ey yea ‘pack ”’ for 
Pat i take a g stiff brandy-and-water. 
Ca brand yd Still Dees Let it. Think 
really doing, me cellent light reading, 
y~ AE oy "Funny set of beggars those 
ancient. Britons, Tot To sleep, fancy 1’m walking about in a suit of 
w to the Doctor in two res and a half of rain-water. 
be yer 


to ie Ming dica 
Brand ind 
Look at 4 ein it. 
—_ Gotan bets 
the top of some are, Boa ages place where Marcanet of Anjou took 
shelter’ videntiy had 3 a of the “ Hills,” but couldn’t 


‘m. yg xy cellent hint. Buy one for myself at York, 
to join np inl invalid antiquarians in a pleasure-van, to 


a with a hot bottle or two and 
y to 


toms better, but tendency 

ry it. Feel better at once. 

Half-a-dozen Abbeys, Manor- 
ebody or Something’s ‘* remains’ 


oaor at “* 


before I and still in low 


enty of blankets | finished my. 
on Modern mm Culture,” in time for press. 





spirits. T. 
is heir to? 
whether he isn’t "trad of 

wpe and says, ‘‘ He wishes he wos.” 
0 


Thursday.—Drench 
will soon A that all zisht, Rt pid still petting 
sort of name. i 


‘ 


from it,’ 
Parlour bi cons 


chilly. 
stiffer, 
brandy 


of Xe and Re-becca-my-Newg 
Lisle York noon taor 

*‘’Las poor Yor’ck!” 
t’morrow. 
there ’s billiard 
Joun Tor tet a 
British ’Schosehation 


Lop oxs bell” good peelth Thatah B00’. fet Pr Seok 


to cheer them up by alluding to ‘the Hills the a 
They don’t -~ e. Facetiously ask 
lea razors about. Sighs 

» gettin <> peoteaine 

Roman York in a sixpenny history, with my feet freezing. 

ed last night again. te mind,—brandy 
materials. Queer 

ond O 
* indul 


N.B,— eee t qe ito Association. +) 
. OPE, 
e ot forty eens ndal g 
er whether there was a 


- 


k.” Per sag 
uch in in 
. a ulgence to _ who drank 
ead set at it by 

- Waa 8 to see got * Plotti 
le SAéete ten an 
Tower. But feel 
Have it a little 


ul 
k 60) Monkey, be 
Bao br Be and- with. 
ee the thing at once. Excellent 


Wisk Ta US oot « Nhe g Bet pare, pokes Clifford’ Tomes 


Who does 
poy to Yi te Achbisbop Boao Scnore— I'd. jiket’ know? Never 
mind, here’s his heal Then Cartes THE Frest? Go-long with 


ou. him an antiquity? Not bit of it. Real antiquity of 

/_ A ae Tusrm— Brown Bess and Shylock—no, I mean isaac 

’ ope Sopot lot. York ’am. 

y're : Look ’t Suaxsrrare! 

that Sir Joun Lupnock 

im—t'nii t. Wonder whether— 

Th’ris! *s-all-righ’. Play Sir 
out th 


That oy 
Te 


ohay—Sir Jonw Li Jonny nig best 


No, I won't. 
table in th’ouse 


tor "Soschasha. 


Silaide —T; tah ie, Alte igtiaitiig 
4 A la oer pel led Regret pe 


peek, and 








station. Porters wet through, 
VoL. LXXx!, 
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SCIENTIFIC ACCURACY. 


*“‘Berrer Ler ME ‘OLD YER CiGARETTE, Sir. Hevery Hovyce Tews!” 








‘Ow are you, old ’ermit? Ain’t dropped you a scrawl for a age. 
I pity you, boxed in the Midlands, jest like a old owl in a cage. 
| I send you the pattrens I promised, from K1vo’s, the very last chice ; 
| The one with a pin through ’s your mark to a touch, if you'll take my advice. 


| ’ARRY ON FASHION. 
| Deak CHARLIE, 


| I’ve got a new suit on it, Caarure, I’m nuts upon yaller and green. 

The dad calls me mustard-and-creese, but a nattier thing I ain’t seen; 

It stood me two-ten, which is stiff, but yer see—oh, well there, I ain’t vain ; 
But the way as it fetches all eyes on me, only one thing can explain. 


It’s the pink of the Fashion, my pippin. Ah! Fashion’s a rum ’un, old man; 
She bothers the best on ’em, CHARLIE—can’t snaffle her, try ’ow they can. 
’Tain’t no use a ’owling or spouting. The D. 7. is now on that lay, 

And reels off the awfullest kibosh, two columns or more every day. 


’Arf ikey of course, put-up bizness, a tap as they mostly turn on 

When the M.P.’s ’ave run out their slack, and the toffs to the briny are gone. 
But what gives me fits is their notion of arguing gurls into sense 

By talking of patriotism, or yarning of taste and expense ! 


Lor’ bless yer, they don’t know the ropes, these old mivvies don’t, more than 
a mug. 

You fie-fie a cat about cream, and then give ’er a chance at the jug, 

And jest see where your logic ’ll land yer. It’s ditto with dress. Do you think 

You will moralise gurls into brown when their fancy has potted on pink ? 





Brown ay becominger, cheaper? Ah! that’s where you’re right off the 


rails. 
| It’s Fashion they want, and not fitness: what odds if it’s feathers or scales ? 
A angel as ain’t @ lah mowed is a dowdy a shopgurl ’ud pish, 
While if mermaids led off, gurls would follow, and trot out arf bare and arf fish. 


I tell you we’ve got to be én #t, all there like, or go to the wall. 

Jest faney me out of the fashion, now picter it, Caartre, that’s all. 
Not up to the nines, not O. K., with a last Season’s tile on my chump! 
Why where would my form be, old man? I should drop to a cad at a jump. 
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O Seissors! it makes a chap shirty, it do s’welp me never, 


dear boy, 

To think peopl ain’t got more savvy than what these 
inkspillers enjoy. 

If stripes is the fashion for bags why I goes in for stripes, 
it’s good biz: 

But if nobs ’as a run upon spots, there you are don’t yer 
know,—spots it is. 


That’s ‘‘form” in a nutshell, my boy. 
with the women all round, 

From Countesses down to machine-gurls; at least 
that ’s what I’ve always found. 

They mean being in it, you bet, ’ook or crook, and you 
won’t break the rule 

By pales up prigs or a Peeress to chat about morals or 
wool. 


It’s the same 


Don’t blame ’em. I know whatitis. You must wear 
what ts worn or stand out, 

| And trade, taste, and text-books are trifles gurls don’t 

| care a broomstick about. 

| As to ’ow fashions start, that’s a corker, a mist’ry as 

licks us all ’oller, 

Come permiskus, I fancy, like measles, but when they ’re 
once off we must foller. 


Patriotic? Well, them as talks Muggins like that to 
our gurls must be milks, 
If it means British woollens all round when they’re 
sugar on showy French silks. 
|’Tain’t ‘‘ York” by a — such soft chat, nor it won’t 
choke the females off Parry 
| “The last sweet thing out, and blow Bradford” ’s the 
motter of women, and Ary. 


| 
| 
| 








"ARRY IN ’OLBORN. 


A Writer in the Daily Telegraph informs us that 
among the houses marked out for demolition on the 
site of the future First Avenue Hotel is the one in 
which lived and wrote the composer, Franz JosEPH 
Haypy. What would ‘* Haypn’s Surprise” be a little 
later on could he revisit the glim of the moon 
and see the completion of the Hotel, which is to be 
worked on the American principle of {as the above- 
mentioned authority informs us) ‘‘four dollars a 
for bed and board”; and whether the bedder 
boarder be first or sixth floor it matters not, there bei 
always—(What! all night ?)—a friendly r at 
to give him a Lift. hen our ’Arry heard the new 
title, he was immensely delighted. Somebody told him 
it was to be the First Avenue Hotel, whereupon he ex- 
claimed, ‘‘A1 name! Of course you must First ’ava 
new ’ Otel before you give up an old one.” What old 
one ’ArRY at present honours with his patronage he 
didn’t mention ; and when we became sentimental about 
Harpy, he replied simply, that he ‘‘’aydn’t ’eard of 
him.” There’s no getting on with ’Arky—nor without 
him just now. 





THE BAT IN BATAVIA. 


Wickets have been pitched for the first time in 
Holland. An English Eleven played Twenty-two Dutch- 
men at the Hague, and won by an innings and sixt 
runs. The Twenty-two in the first innings 
fourteen among them, sixteen of them making “‘ ducks,” 
not unnatural, perhaps, for the country of ‘‘ Canards.” 


In matters of cricket the fault of the Dutch 
Is hitting too little and missing too much— 


at present. But in the field, we are told, they are 
better, being regular “‘ Wiying, Dutchmen” after a fast 
ball, though occasionally ing a “‘ Dutch-drop” in 
the shape of a muffed catch. Bully for you, Mynheer 
Van Dunck; you ought in time to make a good “all 
round” cricketer, and ‘‘ wield the willow” as well as 

ou can grow it. May we live to see what my Lord 
BEacoxsFIeLp might have called a ‘* Batavian Gracz,” 
making his three-figure innings at Lord’s. And when 
we say a Bat-avian Grace, we mean—— But no 
matter. 
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KING STORK; OR. THE LOCAL GOVERNMENT BOARD. 
neteaed the President, J. G. Dodson,—not of ** Dodson and Fogg.’’) 











SLIPS. g ‘‘Order! Order! 


Tuts doesn’t read badly for a Temperance gathering :— | Tue Speaker is the very last man who requires a G.C.B. dessention 
“ The meeting terminated with a considerable amount of spirit.” | to bn yy him of the Order which he will always have to bathe 
| ‘* Bath” too! it does suggest getting into hot water, a sitz-bath of 
Did the Teetotallers wind up the proceedings by getting screwed ? | course, or at all events petting his foot init. Ab-sitz Omen! Here’s 
‘The Chairman remarked that if they should be in want of funds, they | to you, Sir Henry UVERIE Street Branp—(we confer that 
might safely go to the public.” | intermediary title on him, as we can’t write Bouverie without 
Which “public” ? Why “safely”? Would the publicans at} putting Street after it—mere force of habit) and may you live long 
once permit them to run up a tick simply on the score of their tem- | and prosper, Prosit/ 
perance ? We pause for a reply from Sir Wrurrip, Mr. RICHARD, | : 
and the Principality generally. Ve Victuallers ! 
Tue Closing Act of the Session was—the Welsh Sunday Closing 
“ ” - Act. The Vivacious Victuallers of Cardiff have objected strenuously, 
4 im 6A een and have passed a resolution censuring the Government for this rash 
By a Lowther Arcodian Poe Act. Quite right, Victuallers, don’t you be guided by “‘ Poor 
Nort Lincolnshire there’s a pinnate now there, Ricwarp’s” maxims. Provide for a rainy day and a dry ‘lreveller. 
Majority saying, “ There ’s nothing like Lowther.” May the Welsh Ww ittlers be ‘Wictorious ! 

















| Os shore at Stranraer. 


| man, to pic 


| liarly beautiful spots, as vividly Sygeling come totally different place 


| With a walk he can 


| only time when he can’t get on with the Dean;” whereat ph onng 
who, as he is taking a good 


| education is being completed ate a 
| merely the product of a romantie and 
| the places and names, and that, in fact, Geogra 


| It is as if another boyish illusion of 
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ON BOARD THE “ AMARINTHA.” 
(Extracts from a short Holiday Log.) 


Feeling like invaders or missionaries in 
1ise (very much in dieguine, with, however, the consciousness 
that we have a boat within hail to take 

| us away should the inhabitants object 
to our presence. We agree that Stran- 
raer veninds us all of iy. it bas 6 de | oe 
-. we express it vagee y, it e- 
y Irish character. On ion, 

1 fancy this 3, — we associate 


shoelessness beflerne a hast i 


| in children—with 
my log. 5 


Salt s vigtares, and ino stage Sows. 
“ My Berth eo!” A propos of the above o 
eel led b ihe sean A rae 
of our part mer’ who is a very m 
t place th coast striking! 


"out all gly picturesque or pecu- 





either in Italy, or Switzerland, or Norway, or Gereaasty, and 80 forth ; 
so that at last there is absol ay woe nothing of Sootland Half left worth 
mentioning. They’ ve seen it 

like Switzerland,” says the Dean, “‘ 
the air of a man ace to the 
m¢ vuntains, * 


‘ of course these Scotch ‘ Bens 
iature.”’ 
Happy Thought.—“ Little Bens.” eh he Pipe Bei 


Se otlend—tt *s at Westminster 

Whenever the Dean catches si » pointed 

or a ruin with a background of mt at once exclaims 

Isn't that like the Jungerwaus (or whatever the name ma that | — 
oc ours $0, leas Ue Seaeieat) 00 cae tose it righ i: 

Pass, eh?” . usually directed to we 
has onee alle. the Deen on a near tellh ee why: ha’ 
been, as far as cag bya y sev miles ahead 

taking giant strides. The Dean says he can't ots vs yeness a walk. 


dd. ys-d- about six 
Happy Thought. 
HartsHer observes, with his usual suayity, that ‘‘ A walk is the 


ted roof, a epee 
claims, * Ab | 


holiday at some one else’s 
y everything aid at t his ‘owt aes | 
with la —_ 


wonderf teabs he has ncoomplished as 

HatltsHER sometimes ciiers from, about the similari iy 
existing between certain p out that rem 
the Dean of Switzerland, Lease him of sa while the Composer 
invariably sticks to Germany and Tonk in i bour- 


hood of Leipsic, with which 
clas is got t “tl Fistasesane 


determined to an 8 
e 


What strikes Cutis above 


effect of changing ee light and shade on coast 


himself shoul ere at all, ‘‘among,” as he says pA a ie 
of intense perplexit >. ey names used as a boy £0 see 
on the map at school ! ” can’t get That 

“What ’s that place?” he asks. 


or Bute, or 
Colonsay, as the case may be, is the answer. binad Mi bieckth his astonish - 
ment is unbound ded. * 4g ” ne exclaims in a tone of annoyance, 

‘why that’s in the ma remember it well.” 

He almost seems inclined to quarrel with his host for not taking 
him to some place which he has not been famili with on the 
map in his early c Mw infully Geography must have 
been impressed upon him ! yachting trp to egl when his 

p, that maps were 
fertile us who invented 
y,wasa myth alto- 
gether, merely intended “‘for the use of nos nf but having no 
practical value in after-life? After this discovery, which he makes 
on our second sailing day, he is tful and subdued for hours. 
yf Thought.—I a Guapo p Kn 
a ought.— PryPpee to poser a retrospective 
gounelal ical pin iene’ by the first si ht of be Bute, &c., 
to be entitled, “ ag » re suggestion i is 
met ecrustily’ with "¢ “Oh ma 4h pee, when 
he has a musical idea ch he ‘a workiagrent fn hip betla , is nota 
man to be trifled with: only it is difficult to tell, from any outward 
sign, the exact time when he ts by bey an idea. hen he is 
peculiarly crusty, and retorts, Oh !” it is pretty safe to 
assert that he $e in 8 state of achive sempesition 7 

When he but ntly, smiles, 2 as if he 

si fhe idea this. 


i 


ap 





again when he can bestow more sitention on it,—then, he may be 
spoken to cautiously, yet with safety. 


a r we make an excursion to a pretty place, whose 
name I can’t mpeg h catch, but which is so much talked about 


that J - inclined to christen it— 

Ha At.—Loch Jaw. 

Bac t. As, with the eneeption of the host, none of - 
have got to yack our own sea-legs on, but each one | us has, so to 
put it, got somebody else’s, which even in this gen undulating 

movement he is not able to control, we seem T 4 to take to 
sofas and siestas before dinner. We "have sent telegrams (we have 
Se perieneey & perfect mania for sending telegrams when on shone), 
we have ptoented a Scotsman—invaluable journal to the Eng 
tourist—and we have been unable to purchase either tomatoes or 
vegetable marrows at Stranraer. 

We never take such things in this town,” replies the Green- 
grocer, x, gravely and we retire icon the shop as if we’d eee! for 
something which can only be mentioned with an like ie Moras 
in an Act of Parliament for the Preservation = bli 
What that Scotch Greengrocer’s idea of tomatoes and 
rows was, we failed to make out ; but they wise ae artes wena 
or other things which we ought to have been asham: ourselves 
for venturing to ask for in Stranraer. [ never was 0 fF in 
any shop, not to mention a Greengrocer’s Imagine goin in, as a 
perfect brine uote a Greengrocer’s, and Lm. mildly, ‘‘ Have you 
got any tomat and then seeing everyone turn away—the girls 
fussing ipitately into the back parlour, the wife poh deny soon 3 the 

oa repeating the x. tiny, the Oreengroe iomelt ve 
and, on at ion timi ly, the 
bly an r of the i Kite, administers 


stern and severe ‘man, 

us the graye and ed rebuke, rr We never take such mah things ia 
this town!” We begged his on, and sneaked out. We didn’t 
say, ‘* wae Ni — uire Seer upere else” “we only looked at one another 
a myealt . pp pe Tae painfully, being 


bbe wouldn't hi bast the ibly ie cai 
and stammerin mething athe elect tht “he dida'tknowa —and onl 
ig | thought © cows 8 e one over another ashazsed, 
and | into street. The sooner we are on board board the boat the . 
¥. Bl for North Britain generally.—Never ask for tomatoes and 


vi unless you geo tes them in 
0 


ty I 
Bay TRAE ip er coe 
“But not as you dd af replies 


tulsome with a Composer; and then 
for the next ten ith the gale However, we 

*P} lease to sail W From the 
we stay,” ho. ; or, “else,” says “the Colpasie grum- 

fe @ ve we toilette together in our cabin, previous to dinner, ‘* I 


Thought (commercial idea).—*‘ Sail or Return.” Composer 
ail as he once o published a song on those terms. He 
says he never heard of its sale, and he never got any return. Is he 
a ted man? And does the sea air bring, as it were, the 
grum out of him? Steward a door, and says, ‘‘ Dinner!” 

Henceforth I stick to the yacht. ** Never go back to Shore,” song 
for Composer. Also, historic song, ‘‘ My Pretty Jane Shore ! 1” What 
a lot of ideas I givehim! He pretends he won’t have ’em; but I 
think he goes into corners, and notes ’em down when I’m not looking. 





A “SWEET BOON.” 


THERE is no greater convenience for who do not possess 
carriages of their own, than the ry re takes 
your | , family and servants, ata fixed charge Oe Sal ot or 
waits for you on its arrival and conveys ys you . Tt obyia 
necessity of having two or three aie fheviteble dueputes 
to fares. pa mah is yr and will come at egos, 
te poor Aureos Wan called th the Te eon ten sweet boon.” 
as AED a ower a 
No wonder then that omnibus drivers cabmen have protested 


against it. But it is to be hoped that no one will listen to their outeries. 





A Nore rrom Avsgrow.—Clever letter of AuBERoN HERBERt’s 
in the Times! What does he want? And which party is going to 


make a new “ Overture to AuBERON f” 
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THE WEATHER AND THE CROPS. 
(By a “ Forestaller and Regrater.’’) 


Saturday.—W retched night, listening in vain 
rain that wouldn’t come. Rain comes down. 
My ‘‘ Spec” in wheat will pay enormously. 

Sunday.—A nice heavy shower wetted us all thoroughly while 
going to aaah, and quite raised my spirits. 

Cler; n read occasii prayer for fine weather ! Theres 
should have fainted. Hadn’t the audacity to say Amen y 
could I not say Amen?” Amen stuck in my throat! 

Monday.—Fine but cloudy; another chance of good soaking rain. 
Wish I hadn’t speculated. 

Tuesday.—Nice wet morning, took a long on walk, all in the 
rain, to examine the cro of wheat again. y wet, - some 
evidently “ sprouting,” I think they call it. a nk ee Barnaby 

““T’m a Devil! I Ym e Devil!” 
Spec,” and compose the following :— 


I begin to hate my "Spee," ead eo 
THE FORESTALLER’S WALK. 
(After Southey—and after a bad night.) 
From his restless bed at break of day 
The Forestaller walking has gone, 


To visit the half-ruined farms for his mirth, 
And see how the crops get on. 


And over the _ and through the wet fields 
He walked, and over the a 

And outward or homeward he heard the long tale 
Of the ruin caused by the rain. 


And how was the Forestaller drest ? 
Oh, not in his Sunday best 
His coat it was black and hie trowsers were blue, 
But they looked rather shabby from being wet through. 


He saw a Widow with Orphans three 
Go up toa er’s door, 

But she had to leave the loaf untouched, 
For he wanted a penny more. 


fie Mangal: for 
will go up. 


And he ed to think how that penny more, 
Wee aa fill his coffers with gold, 

For ever f= of his mighty store, 
Sho remain unsold. 


Just then the Sun’s bright burning face, 

He saw with consternation, 
And home pell-mell his way did take ; 

For the Forestaller thought ’twas a great mistake, 
And it filled him with indignation ! 


Wednesday.—W ake up in a cold porspization, the effect of a most 
ao dream! I dreamt that a whole host of Farmers’ S Gan and 
rphan Children surrounded the house, and begged in oer rat 
fap a few hundreds of the million of half-quartern hove 8 that I 
stored up in every ro and inpitag | PE place, with a steady deter- 
mination not to se under a It was all in vain that I 
denied the statement, and in their rage et my refusal they were just 
about firing the house when I awoke, 
Wrote to Brown, Jonzs & Co., to say I'd sell * a profit of £900. 
Friday.—Received reply, ‘* Letter received, and contents noted.” 
Met Gusner Green, who told me that there was an awful panic 
in Mark Lane that morning among the Corn Speculators 
“‘And serve ’em jolly right too,” he added. “A set of scamps 
dagen | on the misfortunes of their poor neighbours ! Pretty 
sles sort of Christians they must be! I fancy I see such a scoundre 
walking in the poor Farmer’s wet fields, and gloating over the 
soddened corn! they would revive the old laws against 
Regraters and Forestallers, and then they would either have their 
ears cuts off or be stood in the Pillory. In the latter case I’d help 
’em to an egg or two!” Said good-bye to Green, coldly. 
Saturday.—W rote to Jonxs’ firm for information an advice, the 
awfully fine weather and GreeEy’s report fairly frightening me. 
Sitaurac sik aan dtee tn 
were very in consequence of the en change 
weather.” After a truly wretched day of doubt and hesitation, 
wrote to the Firm to sell +. once at any price, ‘and then to supper 
with what ite I may!” 
Monday.—Received te oe sold in accordance with instructions, 
particulars to-night. This coming during my absence, my wife 
unfortunately opened it ! 


I draw a veil over the explanation and subsequent scene. 
giveday. —Received Brown, Jones '& Co.’s little account as 


“ee 


fo! 





Loss on transaction in Wheat . £750 0 0 
Commission at 14 per cent. . 168 0 0 
Telegrams, &c. . 10 0 

918 10 0 
By Deposit . . 500 0 0 
To Balance . . £418 10 0 
Cheque for which will oblige. 


I did as posted gad 80 
transaction oF this » which 
Be not feces 
by GusHER , as a heartless 


my first and certainly my last 
cost me just about a thousand 
as it will, I shall for 
y my f and especially 

| cruel Forestaller and Regrater. 











S OF BP MINSTREL. 

“ Send socks “rhoprem the g, the, Hay, containing reason and 

rhyme. —Imperious Telegram 
ae to howe 
Tue rudd tamste,* 10h, who would wear a tall hat f 
aul eee cna fom rte places cal t 
at, 

*v he might moon in boat * 
A pint of river reaches, 

t i ; ae at all, 
Suffices uicy 

To br tipen on the wall ! 

hed wees on, 
, of time : 

It’s much to hot fi too hot for reason, F 

And far'too warm for rhyme ! oy oe a rhyme 
Tis is hot a j tin the tropics— ts oll Fan together, 
I little be ies)” They by find weather, 

And less *the day!” less mass of mind! 
No matutinal al It * much too hot for thinking, 

Has reac oe I fret ? Too sultry ’tis to chaff ; 
= ‘leafy shad rnal, For eating or for drinking, 

I smoke a ete Too torrid e’en to laug 1 
I care not for Season, I know this sounds like treason— 
rade, Politics, or Crime : I do not care one dime— 


It’s much too hot for reason, 
And far too warm for rhyme ! 





It’s much too hot for reason, 
And far too warm for rhyme ! 


* “ Tomata’’—thought it was Tomato, What is the pon | One arter ? 


But the Poet oa F. right, and he may mean a feminine gen 
between “Tomato” and “Sonato,” or “ Tomata’’ and 


een o prefer the latter. 
‘ ta. ” we 
it at dat.’’—Ep. 

+ Mass of what ?—Ep. 


er'd Tomato. 


“Bo,” as Uncle Remus says, ‘ we'll leave 





AN ALDERMAN ON HIGH ART. 





comes. 
the Duke of Yor aie Sparta, Se 
i Marte 4 te 


of worth 


ue one 

The temptation 

ritish ’Axny’s reach, 

we pee, irresistible 
Alderman 


Alderman 





IN MEMORIAM. 


CHARLES LAMB KENNEY. 
Died, August 25. 
Gopson of Lams, pad foster son of Fran 
Their whim 


Bet, 5 eyer of 


vagal work thin play; 


hy peek oot e oper 8 renal 


He too has | kind, witty Cuantas Las Key, my 
Friend—he had none but friends, 


and not one enemy. 





“SrawpaRp Gauges,” — eeng ae bi Apples and as juicy 
AU Sorpen ys PP’ j 


as possible.—(From the Ja 


‘ournal,) 
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AN UNREASONABLE PREJUDICE. 
Ancient Mariner (from France). *‘Parnpox, M'sizu! MAIS POURRIEZ-VOUS NOUS DIRE QUELLE HEURE IL EST?” 
Captain Prettyman. ‘‘ CERTAINEMENT, MON Ami! IL EST ONZE HEURES MOINS VINOT-CINQ.” 
Laura. “‘Dip you mRaR, Tom? Caprarin PeeTryMAN SPEAKS FRENCH WITH QUITE A PURE PARISIAN ACCENT!” 


Cousin Tom (who is rather jealous). ‘* Does He ? 


WHAT BEASTLY AFFECTATION !” 











THEATRICAL. 


CLose time at the St. James’s Theatre; see Harr and KenpAt’s 
Act. Only you can’t see them act just now—at least not in town. 
A new Bill will be brought in next Session—we mean next Season. 

** What will they do with it?” Za Mascotte at the Royalty. 
Messrs. Rerce and Farnre are adapting it; and it does want a 
precious lot of adaptation to make it fit for ears polite. 

More new theatres. The cry is still ‘‘ They come!”’ and will be 
as long as the public will go. Good thing for our dramatic Authors 
and for the French, as, in spite of some complaints recently pub- 
lished, the French Authors are represented here by an agent, and dv 
get their fees. Monsieur ee ng ey (here) and Monsieur Moy 

! womas)-qut-parle (in the Daily News) know it for a fact. 

‘The two Witts’s have produced a piece. This is real WrIxxs’s 
Mixture, and none other genuine. Sadler’s Wells was chosen by 
them for its production, and they will, as joint Authors, advertise 
themselves during the run as ‘‘ The Sadler's Wills.” Haven’t yet 
seen Sedgemoor, but we believe there’s good sport to be got out of 
this Moor at all events. But, bless us! we’ve not yet seen Impru- 
dence, nor Claude Duval—not “* Clawed,” but Duval was Scratched 
Duval for what had been announced as its first night, but was sub- 
sequently produced with, as we hear, great success. More on this 
next week. New title for the Olympic, Maison Duval. 

The Opéra Comique is still playing Patience, which is to go to its 
nw home, the Beaufort Theatre, when the Carte is ready to take it. 
May we be there to see! New scenery, new dresses, and appoint- 
ments, and no dis-appointments. Poor Mr. D’Ortey Caxre has 
been so busy superintending his builders, that he has 
caught cold, and scarcely recovered his lovely tenor voice. This is 
an advantage to him perhaps, as he is now Carte and hoarse all in 
one. Geeup! But he can't reach “‘G” up. He’d better go down 
to “‘D” or “ B,” either of which is by the C-side. 

A Military Correspondent writes, d propos of the Prince of Wales's 
Own Theayter, to say that ‘it will very soon be a question for the 


Authorities at the Horse Guards to decide as to what is to be done 
with a Colonel who runs.” . 

One of the new Theatres is Mr. Serron Parry’s. This, we sup- 
pose, will be devoted entirely to French pieces, so that we shall save 
ourselves the time, trouble, and expense of going to Paris by merely 
Fong to Parry’s. It’s getting on, comparatively, as fast as the 

aufort, Parry passu. 

Box and Cocks.—Get a box seat at Her Majesty’s to see the 
Coek-fight at 10 p.at. between a Haverley Minstrel and a real trained 
Bantam. The latter is a wonderful little bird, more amusing than 
even his companions the real Nigger Minstrels, who, as the game 
bird *‘ wheels about, and turns about, and does just so,” ought to 
| christen him the veritable Jin Crow ! 





Passage from Lord Grey’s Elegy. 


Raps toll the knell of England’s passing day : 
‘The low dull herd will land her “ up a tree.” 
Why will they not send GLapsToNE’s gang away, 
And leave the world to Whigdom and to Mer 





Between the Lines. 


Booxs to be read between the Lines—not when a train is coming, 
of course, but when, after leaving the Brighton and South Coast 
Line, you intend going by the London, Chatham and Dover—are 
Mr. Somens Vine’s (beautiful name! quite a raisin d’étre in itself 
for anyone) Jron Roads, or Panoramic Guides, well illustrated and 
full of interesting information, which every res traveller 
will be delighted to hear, is ‘* quite correct,” and indeed so truthfal, 
that Mr. Vive might adopt as the motto on the title-page, ‘* In Vino 


veritas.” 








Tue “‘ Ry-Elections” will probably prove ‘* Sell-Elections.” 
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A TIFF. 


Mapame La France. “ J DON’T WANT YOUR DIRTY COALS!” 


Mr. Bout. “ WELL, IF IT COMES TO THAT, I CAN GET ON WITHOUT YOUR SOUR CLARET!” 
[Execunt severally. 
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goes out of his way to vate them, though on occasions, he 
sends out strai Apes = ber eget 0 iett-hanes mes tmpeeerty 
staggers im —— . What they cannot stand, is - 
my te simple and == | attitude of absolute indifference. He is 
to them what Beachy Head is to the waters of the English Channel 
ina of wind. e waters beat about it madly and tumultuously, 

themselves to pieces inst it. But Beachy Head looks 
straight forward, as if it really didn’t know there was all this 
commotion Ud < ts 6 —_ *’s how Aeeting hl ate a 
. P. O'Connor is imself in 
gosta fry, : 

















MORE FROM THE MOORS. 
(Sketched by Dumb-Crambo Junior.) 


and Mr. Heaty is grinding his teeth at the Saxon. 
know moreover, that if Lord Hartryeron happens 
to .be in charge of the House, he is capable of taking action 





in that may prove highly inconvenient. 
Cy he on the contrary, is like the sea itself, and they 
the sto The meanest and least capable of them can at pleasure 
the PREMIER to some manifestation of passion or impatience. 
ow this, constant habit, when he is in his of 
his es, or misrepresenti his 


less satisf weet Ay deal with. More 
late, he from retorting on the mad and 

and insi heaped upon him from the safet 
House . But sitting with bands folded, 


ink upon his breast, he presents a picture of Conscious 
ined, which is very funny, and shows that he is listening. 
the few men who have come out in the Session with added 
Law, the Irish Attorney-General. Law is such a quiet 

that miarvel to find he is also capable, Highly 









in his e towards his ovantermen opposite. Not 
ke TINGTON, not emotional like Mr. GLADsToNE, 

. 8 not provoking like Sir WILLIAM 

w sits and his coun en with a smile of 





amusement. It is as if he were sitting in the 
x ’s Hall, watching a performance never to be seen 
out of don. It is not of anaes class in Art, but it is well- 
meant, and is done with a good deal of vigour. Law thinks to him- 
self with mable pride that none but Irishmen could do this. 
These are his own countrymen, and he looks upon them—even when 
they are obscurely, hinting that before he helped to frame the 
Land Bill was s privy to the death of an aged female relative—with 
som of an air 0 — proprietorship. Often seen him, more 
partic y when Mr. Brocax is on his feet, look round at the faces 
near him 48 who should say ‘‘ What do you think of this? You 
must go to Ireland to equal this.” Really believe the Irish Members 
like Law, a8 much as is possible to them to like any of their 
countrymen who is more prosperous than themselves. 

“Don’t know what I should have done without Law,” GLapsTonE 
said to me one night in Committee. ‘‘ Has every line of the Land 
Bill at his finger-ends ; never loses his temper nor is short of an 
argument. orst of him is when he’s on his legs almost impossible 
to get him down. I remember the late Sir Wii114M Hayter (father 
of the eloquent Member for Bath) told me once that Lord Joun 
Russev. had a t advantage over Lord Patmenston as leader of 
the House. n the Whip was ready for a division, and found 
Jouxny Russet on his legs, he would tug at his coat-tails, and 
Joun immediately pulled up short. Patmerstow, on the contrary 
would always have his s out ; and that ’s the wa with Law. i 
sent him a new coat the day the Bill was read a Third Time with my 
compliments, and an expression of regret that I should, in the 
interests of the Land Bill, have worn out one of his coat-tails by pull- 
ing him down. And would you believe it, Toby, he tells me he never 
felt me tugging! But he’sa fellow is Law.” 

Terribly monotonous ion, hardly anything between the 
Bradlaugh breakdown and the Irish jig. Hard lines on old 
stagers and new-comers. Peren, as he told me the other day, 
gone home broken-hearted. Mr. Dirwrn has made one or two 
appearances in his famous character of the Constitutional Member. 



























MY FIRST SESSION. 
(From the Diary of Toby, M.P.) 


Bzen in Parliament eight months now. Letme think it over, and 
see if it’s worth to leave my old Club in Bouverie Street and 
my old co: ‘or Westminster. 

~ Must t, in the first place, that the Club premises here are a 
little better. But the companionship decidedly varied. There was 
wit, and fancy, courtesy,—things not lacking here, but sadly 
mixed. If all Sessions were to be like my first I should apply for the 
Chiltern H or even more, if more would help one to leave 
at once. We have been spectacular rather than legislative. We 
have had dancing on the floor of the House, wrestling on the stair- 
case, and the Trish Members always. 

bis Why will they always do it?” the Solicitor-General for Ireland 
said the other night with querulous voice and injured manner, as he 
looked across at the young men below the Gangway opposite. 

Haxcovrr, who had just madeé a meal of Mr. McLanen, looked at 
JonNson for a moment, as if thinking Whether he should not shoulder 
him also out of office. 

Why will they do it?” he said, tartly, ‘‘ because it’s their nature 
to. Did you ever'see Life Below Stairs? That ’s what Heary and 
Artuvr O’Connor and T. P. O’Cownor play at here. If you were 

some of the bet rd from outside, ive them a short course 

at Bodgers Hall or a P. entary Debating new f and then turn 
them in here ag Members of Parliament, you woul have much 

same 4 They ’d cateh the style of ess, and talk about ‘ the 

Hon. Gen and ‘the Noble Lord,’ and would call each other 

my Hon. Friend.’ But they’d be messengers still, and would act 


Harcourt alwa s grumpy about the Irish Members. Feels 


s 


personally their habit of g the whole time and preven Mr. Mowx’s carefully selected voice has scarcely been heard this 
others from shining. When he has had a chance, he has rie Session ; and what merry nights these three used to have in Committee 
them with great delight. Others iter speak them fair, and allude of Supply! Even pt be 2 has been comparatively shut up. 


the front ition Boog rare? Bartnorrs bee rested in placid 
van aggressiveness. re- 
upon Grangror has ineontinently fallen upon him. Mr, Gisow 
comes to front » good deal on the Land. Bill. Personally he 
would be ble if his were in the rear, where he 
wee be heard with perfect ease. As it is, he bawls his arguments 
t the his voice, as if were cabbages, and controverts 
Giapstone across the table as if he was a passing ship. 
But the House is quiet enough now. echoes of voices low or 
loud haye faded, and the Srxaxen has left the Chair till next 


America. 
below Gangyey ite. Few things go remarkable as the 
sensitiveness emen to = a f abusitig Foustee 


srt oR Gti gales" be 
for the interposition of the xr, if soup divetetle thay in 8 

Rittireiomcenee, ont not without its recommendations, is 
a ee t The Cet, bung, Ee 
through, it isnot furthered by bringing up the whole company in the 
Irish quarter with and indignant oy be bor i insinua- 
tions and personal . ‘The best nian for thie P ites fs Lord 
Haxrrecroy, and the worst Mr. Giipstoxe. “Hinrivorow never 





Born t Political Parties just now ere anxiously watching to 
see witich Why the Fair Trade nts blow. ' 
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ANOTHER inter | 
LAND MOVEMENT. | 


At Gorey, ‘in™ the 
ounty of Wexford, 
the Earl of Courntoww 
distinctly felt the 
shock of ‘an earth- 
quake, which, how- 
ever, amounted to 

| nothing more than a 
‘shiver,” and a rat- 
tling of doors and | 
windows, and a rum- | 
bling noise; 80 that | 
it appears to have 
been no great shakes. 
Can this natural phe- | 
nomenon be ref to 
sympathy of Irish land | 
with the Irish landed 
| interest shaken by the 
| Irish Land Act ? No; 
that would steady, not 
shake it; but some- | 
how the occurrence | 
seems alle-gorey-cal. | 





SHAKSPEARE ADAPTED 
TO THE SITUATION. | 
“ §till reining”—| 

Daily Report from York- 


shore. 


Now is the Summer of 
our discontent 

Made worse than 
Winter, with no sun 
in York. 








—_— 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—NO*'4B. 





THE TEMPERANCE 
EXHIBITION. 


A REAL exhibition 
of true Temperance 
might have been wit- 
nessed any day last 
week in our office 
when we opened the 
twoh and sixth 
letter containing the 
two hundred and sixth 
repetition of the 
ee joke 
about the Speaker’s 
Order, and only ex- 
claimed ‘* Oh D-ear!”’ 
We might have added 
'mildly, ‘* Where can 
| the matter be?” had 
Selb tashies appessed 

orhim, appear 
on threshold with 
slips of fresh copy. 
Then we were ap- 








ne oho Ths Haat 
ing about The Flagel- 
lants Medieval 


observed a very Re- 
markable Person who 
happened to be pre- 


sent, ‘‘ the 't 
flagellate themeslves 
in public.” ‘* No,” 
returned the Some- 





APPROPRIATE NOTICE, themselves.” 
Mrs. RAMSBOTHAM 
“ Birdcage Walk closed Jun. heard of this, she 
ne eee: ' sent to Mupre’s for 
We’re planting ‘The History of The 
Boulevards and rear- MR. BRADLAUGH, MP., Flageolets of various 
ing birds! Bravo, but specially th 
| London ! Tue NorTHAMPTON CHERUB. Middle-Aged ones.” 








BLACK AND WIGHT. 


4 Swmmer Sketch off Cowes by Our Own Self-tort Word- Painter. Author 
/ “* Strange Adventure of a Horse-Fly,” ** Black Legs,” ‘‘ Princess 
f Tooley Street,” de, 


. . . . . * 
‘No, no,” says our sovereign Lady, who is ‘engaged forward in 
some mysterious work with a horsewhip, and is clearing the decks 


with precise rapidity : ‘‘ we will have no more of your Presbytery 
nonsense this morning, if you please!” And as this imperial per- 
sonage lays about her freely right and left, the Laird scrambles with 
caution up the mizen boom ond takes his place submissively athwart 
the main hawser. 

“And mayn’t I even tell ye the one about Tom GarprarTH and 
the omnibus conductor?” he says, still rubbing his wealed shoulders 
and choking to himself, ‘‘ Ho! ho! he! he! It isa fine one, it is, alto- 
gether!” But at this moment all eyes were turned south. For this 
is astrange sight! The still Solent is suddenly churned into butter- 
milk with teeming life. Land-sharks go whizzing by, long-legged 
and screaming in pairs. Then there is a sudden dart, a heaving of 
water, and the whales are on all sides of us, hullabalooing softly in 
the air. Here they are,—seventy feet long, dozens of them, playing 
at heads and tails, and ing no bones about it. Now they dive 
simultaneously with a Tippetywitchit! And tons of mud are shot 
with a roar of thunder between the straining decks of the Black Leg. 

Then a sudden ery startles the Laird over into the water, and 
all eyes are turned instantly in another direction. 

_Along the eastern sky-line there is an ominous fringe of gloom, 
like an elongated plum-purple tooth-brush. 

‘That must be wind,” ventures a certain idiotic cipher, whose 
sole business on board is to get under the cabin-stairs when ordered, 
and draw a large weekly cheque for the expenses of the Black Leg. 

“But it iss a ferry good whateffer that will be coming,” 
says our Board of Admiralty, Sea King, and general factotum, the 











glass, that has been continually doing so for two days and a half, 
again rising to his lips, as he looks towards the mass of bitumen 
yess ice now whelming in seething blotches all over the face of the 
Vestern horizon, ‘‘ and, mebbe, m’em, some of the chentlemans will 
be pleased to tek the tiller. Oh aye, for it dee | ganna Sec 
the chentlemans tek the tiller in the breeze that wi coming.” 

There is mischief in the eye of our King as he says this. The 
glass rises once more slowly to his lips. Then he sits down quietly 
in a lee seupper. . ‘ yee 

‘Our ‘ King’ was tight yesterday,” again remarks a certain idiotic 
cipher, ‘* but to-day, I think we may call him our ‘ King Tighter’ !” 

ut this was too much for a certain awful and imperious person, 
who had already, with the marvellous judgment for which she is 
celebrated, put the Laird in irons, for having rolled overboard. 
She looked for a moment at the approaching pitch, and then she said 
incisively, as she seized the mizen top , with a pretty grip— 
only too well known to the cipher refe to—*' For that, Sir, you 
shall have the whole of this in your teeth.” , 

There was no arguing with this Court of Queen’s Bench, in the 
close-fitting and shapely serge ; and with a sulky kick, like a thing 
of life, the Black Leg heeled over. There was a spar or two up aloft, 
and the main boom ran out suddenly, and gave the ae. a 
spanker. The starboard light was very much put out by the k, 
and as the sheets hung in their shrouds, like so many wet blankets, 
the boats could be distinctly heard in the ng gloom taking 
their davits. The situation was serious, and the ci felt it was 
almost time to venture even on another remark. ‘ 

“* Don’t you think,” said this miserable creature, carefully getting 
the other side of the hatchway, ‘‘ that seeing, for seven years and a 
half, we have been beating about dangerous coasts, and publishing 
the log, three volumes at a time, without any Atlas, we had perhaps 
better take this convenient opportunity of running the yacht on shore 
somewhere, and getting off f’ 7 

Something like a marli ike seemed to fly through the air, and 
then the storm burst. With a mighty roar it came, shrieking and 
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Old ** Salt” at the helm. “* Ratti’ Fine Breeze, Gen’LemMen !” 


a 


OUR YACHTING EXPERIENCES. 


Chorus of Yachismen (faintly). ‘‘ Y—yvus—p'LicnTFuL |" 











= 





screeching and bellowing and cat-calling. It smote the Black Leg 
with the stunning thud of a dozen steam-hammers, and sent her, 
broken up into fire-wood bundles, with every nail started, staggering 
topsy-turvy in the — of the sea. Then all around came in 
grim earnest the fury of the tempest. Clouds, masts, sealskin-jackets 
crew, cabin furniture, lighthouses, and driving cattle were pounded 
up as if by some irritable giant, and scattered, like well-prepared 
salad, hither and thither ae the night in infinitesimal shreds. 
The whole heaven, too, ~~ imself suddenly upon the starboard 

lack drenching ink. This finished the 
Instantly she sprung a leak—then 


quarter in one sheet of 
business for the underwriters. 
ae Her hold was a well-stocked kitchen-garden. 

_A certain imperious personage stamped her foot. 

’ **T will just have the discreetion to tell ye.a ‘ good one,’”’ observed 
the Laird, who had been washed up the cuddy stairs, irons and 
all, and was now firmly fixed, upside down, in the main-brace. 

But at this moment a most curious thing happened. The whole 
seething blackness of the heavens seemed to roll itself up suddenly 
into a corner like a piece of cheap-priced carpet. It was a most 
remarkable phenomenon. Yet all the time the glass was rising to 
the lips of our now observant King. It was a strange sight he saw. 
The whole vast ag of the Solent, stretching away as far as Ports- 
mouth, lay helpless on its back, a lake of liquid rum. Here and 
there its surface was broken by the outline of smart yachts reeling 
on their baamne same, and in this wondrous calm, unable to get 
more than -seas over. Then came a beautiful ochre mist out of 
the South, and the coves, that had been sleeping it off along the 
island shore, got up and staggered home, as Ryde, provided, in the 
mysterious tints of this peculiar sunset, with two piers, both light- 
headed, began itself to revolve and mingle with the waving land- 
seape beyond. Above, the scene was still more striking. In that 
swaying expanse were no pale magenta clouds, changing, as usual, 
first to sap-green and sepia, and fading, by delicate gradations, 
through the ten colours of a Society of Arts ninepenny box, into the 
ome of Recxrrr’s blues,—but a couple of rainbows, bounding 

ead over heels and turning double back somersaults whenever they 
could a chance. 

In the far distance the prostrate horizon lay black and blinking. A 











strong glass of something hot and water stood near in on the leeward 

uarter, baw , when the cable tumbled overboard with a quiet 
pom 4 the Black Leg swung round on to the top of a sunken 
bathing-machine. 

- Helm hard a-starboard!” said somebody. But there was no 
attention paid to the order, and the bottom of the hired yacht came 
gently out. Then we knew that our little Summer outing at fifteen 
and sixpence a ton was over. 





WHY? 


“Why is the sky blue? And why are the sunrise and sunset crimson 
and gold ?’"—Sir John Lubbock before the British Association at York, 


Way? Subtle and sardonic sage, 
poking fun 


sun. 
i i skies blue? As wisely ask 
y winter is so green ; 
Why in our sweltering March we bask 
In Sol’s most sultry sheen ? 
Why English June’s so jolly hot, 
Its August days so dry ? 
Crimson and gold? *T were eye’s delight, 
If ’twere not all my eye. 
What skyey influence rules all 
Who your learned Paper ? 
Month in month out, a dismal pall 
Of pony | vapour ! 
Why are skies blue and sunsets gold / 
Ironic oo jar so. 
You surely need not to be told 
y never are so! 





Dr. Brapury, a good scholastic authority, says the best translation 
he knows is his own from Oxford to Westminster. 
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A DIP INTO ASIA. 


\ niowt line is defined as a line which lies evenly between its 
points, and this definition applies to the railway between St. Peters- 
burg and Moscow. It was made by one Ruler with another. The 
Emperor Nicnoias took a ruler and ruled i i 
the iron road from the old capital to the new one. 

[ use the term “railway” advisedly. Strictly speaking, Russia 
has no railways, and is content with tramways. carriages com- 







municate with each other by means of a narrow passage, and first, 
second, and third-class can and do use this 

thoroughfare—bat Russia is a ic country. There is 

to prevent a stupid, drunken, or k walking out 
f a tral in the middle of the t. w i re freely, and 
most mothers are accompanied ou enter a train 
on Friday in the middle of the Saks poltrecl? comfortable 


with the fall knowledge that you not leave it till the following 


Monday or Tu ry five miles—more or less—there is a tea 
nd corn-brandy ; every ten miles there is a steak and potato 
tation ; and ey miles there is a dinner, 
ipper Station. fond of “ ” and devo 

meals. The waits 


are 
from five min three-quarters of an 
hour. The slows is accounted for by the bad Galiraction of 
the tramways, and the bad construction is attributed to official peeu- 
ition. Russia has many enemies, who rob her first and abuse her 
afterwards. Every Russian appears to travel with a bundle of 
bedding and two teapots. They pass i 


ir time in tea_and 

rinking it, getting the hot water ti us ok nt 

the peepee = an urn or brite. ohne nd, ike th 

nglis rith mountai “ ed an 4 
ine I power of slseds Aad 


Chey have a wonderful power a natural horror of open 
v sao. When in the hot summer see the pieh en, rail- 

gs being erected along the lines tg.protes the from the winter 
sI w drifts, you ean account for prejudice against the English- 
man’s air-bath. ‘ 

Like most cities at which you arrive by railway, the first view of 
Moscow is disappointing. The house-tops of Bermon must often 
have chilled the foreign traveller just entering London from the 
Continent. The Moscow roads are like English sand-pits and stone- 
quarries, and the houses like wooden bungalows. It is not till you 
get to the outer or second wall of the Citadel, that you realise the 
strange wild character of the place. Though up to your neck in 
Asiatic filth and dirt, you are astonished to find ‘a city that has 

| obstinately refused to be Frenchified or Germanised. Amidst amber 
and crimson walls, sea-green roofs, gold and silver cupolas like 
gilded inverted balloons, jewelled shrines, and gaudy ‘images, you 
turn your eyes to the right or left down narrow lanes, and see a 
surging mass of Jews, Russians, Tartars, Poles, Cossacks, Circassians 
and Finns haggling violently over the most tattered remnants o 
human clothing. The Jews are the majority, and it is not 
ose that the dealers are accompanied by hosts of 
those small, faith ul but troublesome parasites, who were let into 
the Ark by Noam in a moment of mistaken kindness. Covered 
alleys of dark arches—the ‘ Bazaars” of the East—filled with 
merchandise of all kinds, run off the chief thoroughfares, where the 
nerchants make their ealeulations by the aid of the abacus. The 
whole picture is a curious mixture of Petticoat Lane, Houndsditch, 
and an Eastern spectacle at a great theatre in London or Paris. The 
shops, like the > te in St. Petersburg, are covered with pictorial 
_ emblems of trade, presumably for people who are not strong in the 
art of reading. Pigeons, asacred bird in Russia, cover the roads and 
pavements, saunter under the carriages, or stroll into the shops. 
Occasionally a drunken Russian workman is driven by in a drosky, 
lying like a bundle on the floor of the vehicle, and exciting the 
contempt of the Tartars and Orientals. : 3 
rhe gilt of the Moscow om en however, is found in its 
Churches. Outside the chief gate of the Kremlin, in a sandy plain, 
stands an extraordinary — called St. Basil, but which, with 
more justice, might be called St. Nightmare. Many stories are told 
about the architect of this building. He is said to have built it 
under the orders of Ivan the Terrible, to have made no two parts 
alike, and to have had his eyes a ont after the work was done, so 
that he could never bless the Museovite or any other world with 
another copy. The colours, as in all Russian decoration, are taken 
wholesale from the signboard of an oil and colourman. The design 
must have come to the architect after a surfeit of musk-melon, 
water-melon, cabbage-soup and , garnished with potatoes, 
beans, carrots, and cauliflowers,—a favourite dish in Russia. It 
suggests sweetstuff, fruit, vegetables, and indigestion, and stands a 
shming example of Byzantine gone mad. 

Very different is the view from the grand terrace of the Kremlin. 
Imagine yourself standing on the tewers of Windsor Castle, with a 
light and brilliant eity beneath your feet, backed by wooded hills 
that would not — England. Thousands of cupolas, domes, 

| and spires are spread before you in a circle, some shining with gold, 


ncharitable to su 
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others with silver, some blue, some green, some red, some pink, and 
some studded wi 

Bright crescents surmounted by hight crosses 
domes, and between them and around them lies the forest of slo: 
sea-green roofs, which the city of Moscow. You forget all 
about Houndsditch, P; t Lane merchandise, vermin, sand-pit 
s, stone-quarries _hucksters, and dream that the Russians 
have not only seized Constantinople, but have brought it bodily into 
the centre of their gigantic country. 


ing from the 





OUR WHETHER WE LIKE IT OR NOT CHART. 
Szx what we’re in for :— 





StimmerCalarrh, e . 







, y 


A eile rising 











To which Mr, Punch appends his General Forecast of the best way 

to face a British Summer, carefully compiled from notes taken under 

an umbrella during the last fortnight :— 
Merrorooeicat anp THeraprctic Orrice, 85, Fizer Srreer. 


Hot baths, flannels, fomentations, treat- 


0. Scotland, N... .........¢ ment for ague and intermittent fever 


generally. 
1. Scotland, E. ............. Same as No. 0. 
6. Enoland. N.E { Feet in mustard-and-water and head in 
» ENSIANG, A. --------- )  eompress, backing to blisters later. 
Short stroll in lined ulster and bears! 
3. England, FE. ............ 4 overalls. Some local glasses of hot 


Chest seotechere, eathe tele; Sappintie 
‘hest protectors, 

life-buoy, and hot bottles. 

apparatus generally. 
( Same as No, 4. 


Kilt and Solicitor with directions for 
making will, backing to mental de- 
rangement later. 

oben p and Turkish-bath, with a 
deal of gruel towards crening. 

Winter clothing, a uge 
in Engine-room. Somé language 
increasing in force subsequently. 








and © 


. England, N.W. (and 
North Wales)......... 


. England, 8.W. (and 
South ales) 


. Ireland, N. * Same as No. 6. 
. Ireland, 8................. Pick of any of above generally. 


Warnings.—N' issning any. ‘i 
Depressions Sppronchitis nebeah Atlantic signalled off for want of 
room, and sent back. ( Signed) Tosy. 





“Tsw’r she painted!” said Swarm. “ She’s an heiress, “ 
said Jones; ‘ worth about a million.” “ Ver- you 





returned Surrx, who knew all about her. And Jonzs 








Corresroypents.— The Editor does not hold hi-nse'f boun! to acknowledge, retura, or pay for Cuntriruivons, 
Copies show ld be kept 


stamped and directed envelope. 
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ON BOARD THE “ Seems Ha: ” 


Srrtu in harbour. Why? says,” &c. tens ee. 
As yot 2 hevp Ot ee ee ae i idnd ¢ 
ne Bevotsy SRrOisOy, Bs henover T say 


have tal to ch Capa, a rpliedal 
he a ere ete Steward, we 
is inparmodions AILSHER 
everybody in Pad sle (this, Pbolieve eS 
correct way of spelling and pronouncing 
eget es when at —_ 
Spot to eon bod y— 


a how iitice Me 
them at every oe Library in = 
i oe 1 mpi y 1. after going ey 
aay ore ent farce o pearing or a few 
seconds, and hiding iat behind a door, 
returns with the answer that the Captain has just gone on shore. 

I can’t make out when he comes back. I never see him come back ; 
so I presume he must choose an opportune moment, either when we 
are at dinner or at one of our meals—which are not few and far 
between—and, as it were, q+ us, take his rations— 
thi wl fo me gy x sailor is a ration-al being. 

of Rough Material for Nautveal 
Be aL. cast worked up under the aii. * Let 
songs, but let me do b..? 


: Pro 
can mph the son, suggest it to 
tem: —and then 


w uietly a ta off be 
of li t—why ‘‘ Bingy ? 
would. make an Appendix, or as Mitores 


== my Handy Volume of Nautical 

il the whole thing by calling 

-gal Proverbs,” 4 wr," “1 know him—anything senseless 

as long as it’s a jeu de while we are siesta-ing, and then 

back into his or bunk—{Why ‘‘ Bunk?” Is it 

Dutch? “M van Buwx”—no, that was “ Dunk ”}—when 

we are saloon, or when we’ve retired for the night. 

So that we are by an Invisible Captain. ‘‘ A good subject 

this,” I mad to CULLINS, Composer, ‘*for you. Like the Flying 
Holla The ‘Invisible Captain,’ eh ? 


“Don’t see it,’”’ replies ag curtly. tly 
the Domperer's Racal The Si vhibla Captaia he sonnat 
e Com says, visible Cap’ e cannot 
see, because he is not in ‘Whereat Dean roars 
peceiy, So then looks the tate gE what | 
e can devour, finally settli postin: <1: pe mposer 
thoughtfully selected fe his a consumption 
But we are tired of doing nothing, lying at anchor in Loch R an, 
to the Invisible the stormy winds do blow 
We begin to feel mutinous. The three guests, after darkly 
matter over “‘ aft,” determine to represent | the case to 
the sailors speak of as “‘ the Governor.”” The call one 
the Ca “the Skipper.” [Why “Skipper?” Sounds like 
oe name for pn Bh ww 


ness. — 
exercise aa 


He ‘st 


in the “‘ Dingy,’” 


nautical terms 


HArsHEr 


while 
outside. 
talking 


pie exnovenes under an oii inking of listless, 


up, snd be fe fe 


going below and deer- 
to the terns ie ing Bardon 5 nad Pini for 
—we are or 
aeons all hazards. Now, forthe first time, I can appreciate the 
full force of passage at the opening of some our National 
History which (if my sehool memory serves me 
months, and both mht to be MP 


that ought 
perations at be ble reas if 
Sengueces 0 SNE ae oe ee 


That's Pe areas: 


An the 
—— scrnething, , 


bawl to the ‘Captain, the inves in. ptain 
comes for to hear of it”— hoped he’ll give the word to | Mackerel. 
pipe all hands, hoist sails, cad eh ae oe 

Afternoon ii Shooting bottles becomes monotonous. 
The Dean and myself congratulate one another on our excellent aim 
—and when we succeed in knocking one over, which we do on an 
average about once in twenty-five times, = ¢ us says to the other 
with a e air, “ Ah, don’t think a rabbit, 
sitting, would have much chance with us a ?” Privately, I don’t 





enough. [Happy atting’ —What 
wv or re with al a rabbit - 
e Fh mny agree, however 
tice,” and, ee ae ena Sa caine trranged on 
seale of interest, about what we have individual] 
hares, ory, and game generally. 
this afternoon, when I am backing myself against 
a first-rate epee I beve bese w to now, and 
I y seem to have got. here dows it 
? I’ve only been ou aan pecey chosing tise te, may Sis 
*t have done it all then. Yet I am not conscious of bsolutely 
untruths : embellishing, and am dividing the 
for two days was, say, al r 
an sd that : = a Ay a varied ex- 
I don’t think so, 


a 


4 
: 


eel 
AL 
ie 


_— 


BI 
i 


He 


i 


+h Fg on our to 
we draw the line at 
oelther “ot us risk any ensviaies 


parses $2 have been wie 
with my gun well- 
e steady aim, when 
, that, by the time the 
unfortunate rabbit 

a lot of fluffy fur. 

% press (what I reall 

shoot try sitting is | eels, or at 
the Dean says, apo ogetically, 
as a pot-shot with a rifle, but 
always shoots them running. I say ‘‘ So dol ” but 
them running, which is all the dif ‘erence—to them. 
an expenditure of three hundred 
rivately confides to me that his aes 
, most pleasantly and with 
’s future amusement, ose 
cease as he won’t be able to get any more 
and he may want them = sea-fowl. 

Dinner.—Joy! joy! the he Capea bee been seen at last. He has 
lesirwes by ts Governor, and has e up his mind, come 
itso vedtcad | , to rie to-morrow morning. We drink his health in 


offers a prize of an extra glass 
gee oaded to Pommery. Here it i 


yin hs 


One glass of Pommery 
Makes little Tom merry. 


mine, and once more I drink the Captain’s health. 
shan’t start till after breakfast,” says the Composer, 


ad whe otmerves that "he heen’t yet got his sea-legs” —as if he were 


them to be sent at. ‘the first thing 9) “eal so that 
them on a to an how they fit. 

,c nocstully, gleefully. The 

Composer, wi ll wove hes held aloof hen tow 0 with a sort of 

*don't-know-you 44 ag Bil on ety cere ” sort of air, now 

ves he flourishes, and begins, as I 

i cad ngg peed iy e, not warble, you mean,” he says, for 

poy dh oll ** for the notes seem up and down.” 

The piano haat go it solos on says the » who is just 


cy, consequent on his not 
Bt (lie pre Fo thyme to Foy We are all special] 
pot. Tbe senses raped eso qonte out leter. Hach 
song he wants for own personal 
Re BA Be and each one of us will be disappointed should 
refuse to o secu on the 0. 
oie on Keep him sweet. 


Pr gs round us as the sounds of harmony ascend 
from our iene on the oe a To-morrow we sail—with 


, from the Lech of R 
ae notes ough 3 Material to be worked up into 
vy 


of Neatioal” Proverbs 
6 the Bau 
substitute 


ee 
The 


Palen’ house 5 is his Sesecnaiiel " 
Beipper shes a——” (what ?—word wanted here.) 
and unslip the cords” — (From the Nautical 


Fish catches the Worm,” or ‘‘ The Early Worm 
af es. ve weteee used ot con for bait? If not, 
is used. A bit of tin is used as bait for 
Bo The early bit of tin catches, &c.” ; or—Ha 
Thovght—" All hat glitters catches the Mackerel.” this will bea 


ns. RAMSBOTHAM says she is 
Mothoine Conference, as she 
Economy and Method. 





ol can’t attend the Economical 
id give them several hints o1 
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“TRAIN UP A CHILD,” &c. 


‘Look HERE, BoATMAN, MY SisTER AND I CAN Row, BUT WE WANT SOMEBODY TO STEER Us. 








BY THE LOOKs ON ‘Im! 


I’M SURE IT'S TIME HE KNEW HOW, 


THIS "ERE YOUNG GENTLEMAN MIGHT. 


“Wet, Miss, 
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7ARRY EXHIBITS HIS RECENT PURCHASE TO A HORSEY BUT CANDID FRIEND. 


*Arry (with pride). ‘‘Tuere, My Boy! WHAT po You THINK oF THAT? Nor pEAR AT Forty Guineas, EH!” 


Friend. ‘‘Dear at Forty Samiiings/ Way HE MUST HA’ BEEN TRIED FoR SAUSAGES AND SENT BACK!” 




















GREEN AS EVER. 


EaR.iest picked specimens of the Great Gooseberry Season :— 


Suspicious CracumsTance.— Yesterday some curiosity was excited 
by the ? ce in the midst of the reserved squadron, now moored 
in the lent, of a long, clipper-built fore-and-aft-raked craft of 
about 12,000 tons burthen, carefully picking her way, with loaded 

ins, and no name or signals showing, towards the Admiral’s Flag- 

p. On being suddenly challenged, she instantly launched a 
couple of to oes, and withdrew rapidly round the corner behind 
the Needles e local authorities insist on regarding the whole 
incident as a well-executed practical joke. 

Cuntous ScarE.—The evening before last no little commotion was 
caused in the neighbourhood of Clapham Common by the discovery, 
in the front garden of a detached villa, of an enormous creature of 
the rhinoceros species, measuring full twenty-seven feet in length, 
breaking down the front of several houses by charging at them with 
its powerful head. An explosion of dynamite being adroitly contrived 

er its back legs, the now furious creature, much to the amuse- 
ment of the bystanders, instantly turned, and, making a terrific 
rush, cleared away at a bound the whole of the brick wall and iron 
railings of the entire row. The brute, by this time much exhausted 
fell. At a later hour the creature was claimed by a Collector of 
Curiosities at Camberwell, who took his lively ‘‘ specimen ”’ home. 

Suprosep Eartuquake.—Last night, between twelve and one A.M. 
the inhabitants of Herne Bay were suddenly awakened by their 
houses falling, with a noise of thunder, about their ears, as the 
ground opened in several large chasms, and at the same time 
swallowed up the new jetty, the marine library and the whole of the 
sea front, leaving, this morning, not one stone standing on another. 
The ph enon, comparatively unusual in the locality, is attributed 
to a slight shock of Earthquake. [And so on ad lib, 








, SHAKsPEARE on “ Potato Cutture.”—“ Tuber or not Tuber, that 
is the question ”—after an excessive rainfall. 








THE COMING FORCE AND ITS COROLLARIES. 
A Hint for the Would-Be Mummy Revivers. 
[At a banquet given to the Members of the British Association at Whitby, 


Sir Grorce Etuiot, M.P., referred to electricity as the probable motive 
force of the future.) 


Quire likely, Sir Georor. ’Tis a thing you should think on, 
‘Talk over with him who’s just in for North Lincoln. 

A go-ahead force is this same Electricity ; 

Say, is the unchequered felicity ’ 

Pray what do you think—you should think, Sir, at your age— 
The functions will be of Electrical Storage? 

To put, like Jem Lowrner, the hands on Time’s clock back ” 
Or help to hold Progress’s tide with its shock, back ? 

To warm up old ghosts, quicken Mummies to Bogies, 

Or otherwise comfort old Women and Fogies ? 

Dear Sir, not a bit of it; pray don’t imagine it, 

Things, like Protection, dead as Plantagenet, 

The great Coming Force will not rouse. Just as easy a 

Ray might bring Chaos its Pali esia, 

No. 18 Inertia’s foe you will find, Sir, 

Will scarce prove a friend to the halt, deaf, and blind, Sir. 
Just lay this to heart. It will save lots of bother, 

To friends of Reaction like you and Jem Lowrurn. 





Mrs. Ram understands French better than she speaks it. Her 

Niece read out a dish on a menu, “‘ Canard aux Tomates.”” ‘Good 

ious! ’’ exclaimed Mrs. Ram, ‘‘ I can’t eat a mechanical duck! ”’ 

e’s not bad at Latin too. ing of an intemperate person, she 
remarked that he drank, as they say, “‘ ad lipitum.” 





Mar. Joun Bricut is inclined to throw the blame of any absurd 
reactionary feeling in favour of Protection, on the weather. The 
Sun, he says in effect, doesn’t understand politics. Evidently the 
Sun isn’t Bright. 











| 
| 
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MISTIMED PLEASANTRY. 


Facetious Dentist. “‘On, MY DEAR Sir! 
your MovuTH 80 WIDE. 
you!” 





THERE 'S NO NECESSITY TO OPEN 
I CAN DO IT FROM THE OUTSIDE EASILY, I ASSURE 
[But this sally was quite thrown away on his Patient ! 


BY THE SEA. 


Four new German bands are playing, 
All in different tune and time, 

O ite to where I’m staying, 

ill I feel impelled to crime. 

Is the Rhine watch — * no longer, 
That those Teutons follow me, 

And their brazen noise grows stronger, 

By the Sea. 

In the early morn my slumber ’s 
Broken by a hideous four, 

What the fiend calls “‘ cucumbers’ 
Are suggested at my door. _ 

Worse than nightly caterwauling 
With my matu : 
Shrimps and lobsters men are bawling, 

By the Sea. 


Recommended and quiet, 
I go out to take a stroll, 
On the shore a hideous riot 
Comes to vex my troubled soul. 
Here’s that old eternal ‘‘’Arnry,” 
From whom I had hoped to flee, 
And methinks he means to tarry— 
By the Sea. 
On the shore when I lay back, it 
Seems as if the children then 
Came and made by far more racket 
Than they do near other men. 
And the boatmen’s objurgations 
On the wind come foul and free, 
When I make perambulations 
By the Sea. 


So in sadness and in sorrow, 
I resolve to fly the shore ; 
I’ll go back to Town to-morrow,— 
Better London’s 8 roar. 
For there comes a fell reminder 
7 Of the weird that I —_ dree, 
‘es! it 7s an organ-grinder, 
y the Sea! 








Recrerocity, or “‘Give and take,” means giving 
nothing and taking everything you can get. 











PREPARING FOR PREMIERSHIP. 


Scune—The North of France, the South not having proved suffi- 
ciently amenable to unreason. Deputies, Prefects, Mayors, 
Generals, and Port-Admirals discovered, Chorus of Workmen, 
Sailors, Peasants, Journalists, and other small fry. 


M. Tirard. Well, if the ex-President of the ex-Chamber has quite 
finished his forty-ninth declaration of principles, I should like, in 
my mean capacity of Minister, to say a feeble something about that 
insignificant subject, Commerce. 

Prefect. Only one of the Cabinet. Order! 

Port-Admiral. Sabord et Tribord! Tell it to the marines! 

General, Nom @une bombe! Where are the gendarmes ? 

Chorus. Where’s our Gampetta? Give us back our Gamperta. 
We haven’t heard him for eleven minutes and a half. 

_ Gambetta (from a tar-barrel), Here 1 ‘am, Citizens or Messieurs 
(you may take your choice, J’m not particular), always ready at the 
- of duty to frame a new programme or knock daylight into an 
0 one. 

Constans (humbly). But the Government thinks —— 

Prefect. ** The Corerament” F What's that ? 

Mayor. *‘ Thinks” ? What's that? 

Gambetta. 1 was about to say, fellow-countrymen,—(aside) 

shall stick 


safer than Citizen or Monsieur ; to it,—(a when the 
disorderly egotism of a factious executive interrupted me, that, on 
the voor peergve of the Elections. 

General sigh of relief. Telegrams ali over the two 
on Stocks go with the spirits of a 
good many people who to be sitting in some. 
Deputies embrace_in the Market-Place, and ARMAND DE 
L’ Anther says, ‘‘ Bless ye, my chi-i-ilderen ! ” 

Gambetta (from a balcony). Su non-su to the 
Mont- Aventin th t me Said 


it looked like a licking. Not tothe Statesman’s Eye. (Gari 


at 
Ministers.) Isn't the result a signal triumph for the Republic ¥ 


Fight. 





As a recognition of this triumph, and as a reward for those who 
procured it, I—( Pauses impressively. 

tation general attitude)—I consent to govern you. 
disruption of audience into Radicals and Re and 
Yes; and I am going to give the 
Commercial Treaty—(Like Napotgon, yah!); the 
thorough reyision of the Constitution—(Be is, va/); the 
Centre, the abolition of the Income-Tax—( Bourgeois, pah !); and 


everybody, War. 7 y 
ns, 1’m afraid we can’t offer that variety of entertainment. 
We shall have to give up 


management, 
Chorus (throwing things,—and_wreaths). Dictator! Despot ! 
Deliverer! Humbug! Genius! Mountebank! Vive Gampetta! 
Gambetta ( from an elevated position). Thank you. You know my 
programme ; with a homogeneous and enthusiastic majority like 
you, I am sure to carry it out. 





Compensation; or, ‘‘’Tis True ’tis Chitty.” 


(Mr, Justice Currry, distributing the prizes at the of the High- 
clere-Park Lawn Tennis Club, said “he supposed that his lawn-tennis days 
were altogether gone, owing to the responsible office he had accepted.) 

Your health, Justice Currry, athletic, wise, witty ! 
To turn up your Tennis no doubt, is a . ‘ 

But if you don’t ‘‘serve.”’ in one Court—more’s the pity— 
At least you will “‘ rule” in another ! 





** Sour Grapes.” 


From some —* The Queen has given Princess FREpERICA 
the r= Boort _, iy 3 + > Lr ng i- QUEEN a 
not given Princess FREDERICA am ine. 

does the Princess herself say? Why, naturally, “ My dear, I 
wouldn’t have that Vine as a gift.” 
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HERE’S THE “DUVAL” TO PAY! 


Claude Duval, or Love and any Lass—no, beg pardon, Messrs. 

Sotomow and SrerHens, H.P., we should have said ‘* Larceny” —is 

a brigh mneetiins coats, end, Bie the hero himself, who comes in 
back, it is 


on horse well mounted. 

nee head baie ae h counted, and ferees the 
anging he a! ij ways m a fascinating wayman 

elists, dramatists 


with noy , and artists, and has been, consequently, 





Act I., Tableau.—Claude Duval Frirmering away his time. 


drawn and hung over and over again, and now he is most comfortabl 
—— at e Olympic, where he represents both music al 
* drawing. 
Mr. SoLomon’s music hath charms to soothe the savage Critic, and 
must be heard more than once to be thoroughly appreciated ; for it does 
not merely consist of the quadrille-band compositions of the imi - 
Offenbach-opera-bouffe school (very backward pupils in that school 
or the catching tunes of our Music-halls, but professes itself to be 
the music of genuine Comic Opera. It would 
be untrue to say—(so of course we couldn’t say 
it—‘* what a good boy are we! ”)—that it is up 
to the standard—( musical Critic on the 
Standard—AL¥FRED 
but that’s not the sort of standard we mean)— 
which probably the Composer has set up for 
himself, which is generally recognised as 
that of Comic Opera, but Mr. Sotomon, belong- 
ing to an ancient family which has had a 
marvellous musical reputation for the last 
few thousand years or so, ever since—(but odi 
srefeoun, om P*, further p - 2 — 
Master Solo- 2 emoirs 0 TRAM, of Tyre, 
mnimect? Hream Asirr—address, Temple Gardens, just 





ducti 

roperty at the on the square, &c., &c., ‘‘ Freemasons, please 

lympic. copy ”)— done well to enlist under this 
r, and to whisper to his collaborateur, as 


Mr. Sam Weller said to Blazes in the presence of Mr. John 
Smaulker of Bath, “‘ We’ll try a better next time.” 
Hing Grupa ie 0 warty pow, and his story has in it somethi 

more that of the needy knife-grinder’s; in fact he has got so m 

to tell that there are in the plot materials for a 
Five-Act Melodrama and two Farces, which 
the necessities of a Three-Act compressed 
Opera have rather FP se any up, 80 t the 

} Magistrate’ 


story might have been a trifle clearer—or stay 
—might we have been a trifle clearer when we 
tried to follow it, and it distanced us (because 
some well-informed would come and 





talk to us while, we believe, it was progressing) 
leaving us asking “‘ why and wherefore,” when 
we found ves at the end of the Second 


Mr. H. P. & ens—a 
noun of ede 


Act? We must see it again, or have our office 
ith the Prompter’s The double-headed, 


telephone put in connection wi' 


box and enjoy it that way. No more going to Two-to-One-on- 
theatres, no more dinners, no more him Librettist.° 
qengne ant ont no more fees, no more wait- 

ing 


cabs won’t come,—try our Dramatic Telephone. Turn 
on old T ! 


We don’t quite know with whom Miss Enrrm Brianne, who ap- 
peared as Rose, one of McGruder’s nieces, was in love with, and we 
couldn’t absolutely make out which was McGruder. Miss Harnrer 


* Artist’s address can be had at our office, but he is a crack shot, and has 
been “ out” several times,—when anyone called on him. A Fire-eater, and 
a Teetotaller. Gigantic combination /—Ep. 


HATSUNNAME, isn’t it P—| 











CovENEY was very funny as McGruder’s sister, Mr. F. H. Cex, 


gallant and gay as Claude, and Charles Lorrimore—Charles his 


4 


Landsca ting Happy Village where the Peculiar Peasant 
° Mlaidens reside. After Olaude (du Val). 
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MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 








Master Jem. Let’s give it a shock with the Electrical Machine ! 
Master George. Why, what’s the good of that? It’s as dead as 
| Paaraou and all his host. 





TRYING IT ON. 


eNE—A Laboratory. Enter, in search Say, Master GEORGE | Master Jem. Is it? How do you know? Did you never read 


Et.Liot and Master Jem LowrTuHen, ¢ 


purest type. 


latter a *‘ pickle” of the | Epoaxr Por’s tale about the Galvanised Mummy ? 


| Master George (dubiously). Ye-e-s. But that’s only a story, don’t 


Master George (chuckling). Oh! here we are again ! you know. 
Master Jem (pirouetting). “ All among ’em once more,” as old| Master Jem (derisively). Story? Well, you are a prosy chap! 
Dans the fisherman says when he drops upon a school of Fy } Wouldn’t dear old Dizzy have been down upon you for pooh-poohing 


Master George. I 
What larks, eh Y 


Midn’t expect to have a chance again so soon. | stories? Don’t know what you can do till you try, even witha 
ummy. 


Master Jem. Rather! But what shall we be up to now we are| . Master George. Well, I’m game; only it does look so dreadfully 


here ? 


dead. Even Dizzy said so. 


Master George. Let’s nail up the pebe so that it won’t turn! Master Jem. Dead! What does that matter if we can only make 


Master Jem. And 


paint the map of England all blue ! it look alive—even for a little while? Do splendidly for a Bogey, 


Master George. And put wrong figures into those reckoning-tables ! anyhow. 


Master Jem. Mix 
Master George. P 


down the microscope ! 


up the chemicals, and raise glorious stinks. Master George. By Jove! It would be a lark, eh? 
op a spider into the telescope, or pour treacle) Master Jem. | should say so. Lor! it’d be the making of us with 
! our lot, and Roo dumfog these other fellows who are so cocky 


Master Jem (dissatisfied). Ah! but we’ve done all that over and | with their Gospel according to Cocker, and their facts and figures 
over again. Getting slow, don’t you know. Can’t we hit upon some | and things. 


levely new lark ? 


| Master George. Splendid! And won't it scare old Grappy if it 


Vaster George. Explosions are fun. | begins to stir, and make a horrid noise, and roll its eyes about, just 
Master Jem. Yes—if you don’t blow yourself up. I did last time | 48 if tt were alive, don’t you know ? 
I tried, and it wasn’t nice. Blew me bang out of my seat ; and what Master Jem. 1 believe you, my boy. Come, let’s fix the wires and 


with that and the birching I a my 1— | grind away like winking. 
ad re demonstration a posteriori.| Master George. Right you are! Hooray! Hoo—— ah! but I say, 
Master George. Well, but we aude something. suppose the confounded thing were to—ahem !—were to come alive 


Master Jem. Som 
arrangements and ¢ 
be back for ever so ] 


Master George. But how about old Starry? He’s knocking | fast, is my motto. Let's 


round somewhere, 1’ 
Master Jem (grin 
| Rawpy CBURCHILL. 
| of a bust-up, se 
Master George. 


ething that’ll rile old Guappy, and upset his again, really, and no larks, like, like that horrid Frankenstein 
valeulations and things. He’s out now—won't thing, you know. Awkward for us, eh? (Hesitates.) 
ong, so now ’s our time. Master Jem ( (recklessly). Boh! Who’s afraid? Go it blind and 
8 wire in! They a 
m sure. “ Old Staffy” (behind). Humph! Wild lads. Rather rash ex 
). Oh, Aim! Who's afraid of him? Ask| ment. Suppose I ought to interfere. But—I wonder how it come 
"Detien' I I don’t believe he half dislikes a bit | out. Think I’ll wait a bit and see. { Waits a bit—and Wit see. 
as you don’t tell him beforehand 
ell, perhaps not. But what shail it be ? 








Master Jem (musing). Let—me—see. Oh, Ihave it. Twig that| A Tx10.—Imagine the delight of Gog and rag hearing that 


old Mummy there ? 
Master George. Y 


one of the new Sheriffs is to be Alderman Oae 


the King of 
es. What of it ? Basin-of-Turtle. 
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TRYING IT ON: OR, REVIVING THE MUMMY. 


Sr Srarrorp. ‘‘ DANGEROUS EXPERIMENT! WONDER HOW IT’LL ANSWER?” 
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SKETCHES BY DUMB-CRAMBO JUNIOR. A LITTLE IRISH SURPRISE. 
; Arrn—‘“ Widow Malone.” 
Dip you hear of a place called Tyrone ? 4 
one : aa 
The Land-Leaguers thought it their own— “ 
Alone ! 
The result was a sell 
For bould Misther Parwett. 
But ’twas soothing to Misther 
own, j 
’Twas refreshing to Misther GLapsTonr. ay 





Storage of Sunshine. 


Professor Sharples (to Sampo recumbent in the . 
under direct solar influence). You lazy fellow! ie 
= you lie there, Ming your time away, basking in 


sun P 
Sambo (who has heard a lecture on ‘‘ Conservation of 
Force”). No, Sah. Not idlin’! Indusserus all de while, w 
Sah, Busy absorbin’ de sun’s rays. ‘Berry hard at 
work, Sah. ’Torage ob Energy, like de Coal. 





The Right Man in the Wrong Place. E 
Everysopy, except the predatory and dangerous 
classes, will be sind to hoon that Lord Justice Lusu has 














S now completely recovered from his late severe " 
4a iw and is spending the Vacation in Wales. Hoovay for 
<o q*<_ = wing Lusu! notion se Lusu to these Teeto elsh- 
- adie ——" men. But what'll they do with him on Sunday? Shut 
Hotmay Trwe.—The Full Swing of Enjoyment and A Round of Pleasure. himup? But this sort of Lusu is not easily shut up. 
‘ face, but he struggled on, ‘‘ put it into pots and bottles, and label 
THE DOMESTIC KNIGHT. use!” The Sepeechal fll feck, ‘There wes a deathiike silenioe 
A Houschold Romance for Holiday Readers. pad, MM the ee ee ere re quietly 
: A I.—The — on the ea ‘ Boox IIL.—The Tariff of Quarrel. 


Tue elder horseman, who wore the porteullis, tumbril-iron, stan- . 4 a Eas . Same 
chions, and demi-lune of a Crusader, vright have seen some ores “*T tell ” said the elder Knight, his voice posky with suppressed 
summers. But his companion was a mere youth of about two an Hetck 7 by | —~ not send will Eaaeny Lades Genus 
jo The battered and rust-eaten armour of both told how eight- es upe yy — bg ye eked to fra sty RISSILDA 
and-thirty years in the saddle round the walls of Acre had not been | met him we at Gane, meal with a fldurl fot ‘his 
without its effect on their gallant equipment. phemeee. ne +» + wd m of niche!” i vied 0 

By St. Bewolf,” said the elder warrior, ‘‘the fair Ladye Gnis- | 5@ th “axe. dos hay. ry | lis ? ” wy tell thee ty peer 

SILDA will not, I warrant me, moagniee her doughty champion and the 10n, t pe A ae tD blade. *‘ that the u d 
his yo change in this sorry plight. Hast thou not, boy, some e a ine beke. cam, pet eted snatlor Prantl. righ 
oe Path,” Ton, which I may wash me a bit and brush up ! ‘. eouler. or p aphs (when not on glass, or in cases containing 
’ q give thee the secret of SALADIN himself for clean os he aes), tecladiag Sading and aie a 
img a kitchen grate, an thou wilt have it,” was the knightly reply. ¢ fe or an = po capa me om of that 4 ahd . p, sed Seat 
Seal oTamie Garr,S Wires ct demuensanee, en |e printed matter af any kind must exceed five pounds in weight, or 
continued :—'' Miz,” said he, ‘‘ one pound of washing soda wi J 7 ’ At ‘n dovth, or Wine ¢ 0 
pounds e unslaked t Hime, and, a Ae stains be strong, add half. 4 eng ' in inches in h, or siz inches in , or nine inches in 
pound of potash, ir these we ether, diluting with water ti i . 
the whole become as thick ar hiwash ; and then apply on the rusty | _The furious Conseder mode a pound acme oo Be cenetuded thts 
surface with a piece of fo sponge.’ speech. RIS6ILD s 

tes St. Frizzlewide, thou art a deft leech; and I°ll try it,” said bot ole in a death-struggle, had rolled over the 


his companion. At that moment the two strangers stood at “he 





frowning gate of Castle Beeton. Book IV.—The Memorial Vegetable, 
Boox II.—The Secret of the Golden Hair. . . ° * . 
" " . 4 . y Soe et Sires pate Sie tnstle on tho doughy Geuman’t 
Th Senese ich Damascus ta , was GRissiLDA once more as 
hegethins baci nT om © comh of sich Damanons tagestey, (EES eo ee eet ok 


he 
“Thou wilt not die, dear Father, without imparting to me the| carelessly turned up with the point of his lance the rich suil of the 
recipe of that curious mixture for thy locks which gives thee at | moat in which they were standing. ) , 
ninety all the pleasing presence of a youth of fifteen! 1 am, dear ** Listen, fair love,” he said; ‘‘here fell my old companion of 
father, now, no chicken myself; and, as my trusty and affianced | Palestine. What sayest thou toa bed of Ji Artichokes above 
knight has been absent in the Holy Land some eight and thirty | his resting-place ? 


years —— Her drooping told him how she t the tribute, 

The voice of the Ladye Guisstipa fell toa discreet whisper. A| He went on. ‘Phe ground for Kem, he seid. shoud be rather 
gleam shot into the eye of the dying veteran. Then ina cold clear deeply ‘worked, for, the growing tall, are exposed to wind, 
voice he spoke — which t 


better they root how go Almost 
“Take,” he said, gasping for breath between each measured | part of a tuber will and form a ; it 1s advisable 
word, ‘‘ four ounces of prepared mutton fat, and let it simmer on a\ select tubers, a yard was not less 
gentle fire for two hours ; slowly mixing with the fat, as you add tt 


a drachm of white waz, a teaspoonful o dered camphor, a pinch 
of black y nd some ess Ae tar Tet the whole stand 


» and some 9 kiss, ; } 
till it is co and then—” there was an swfal pallor in the old man’s And as they went in, the moon rose placidly above Castle Beeton ! 


























customers ” to deal with. 
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A BEE TO A BLUEBELL. 


“ On the whole, then, it seems that 
bees are affected by different colours, 
and that their favourite colour is blue.” 
—Sir J. Lubbock at York. 


My own bluebell, 
My pretty bluebell, 
I never saw much in a rose’s smell ; 
But thy colour I prize, 
For it feasts my eyes. 
I am such an A’sthete I can dine 
off dyes. 


My own bluebell, 
My pretty bluebell, 
There is no other tint I like so 
well. 
I shall ever be trne 
To the azure hue, 
Though my vote might be yellow, 
my heart would be blue, | 
That is, had I ever a vote to sell, | 
My own bluebell, 
My pretty bluebell ! 





Archeological Art. 


ly a report of the exploration 
of Dowkerbottom Cave read to 
the Geologists at York, Mr. A. 
©. Ramsey stated that, besides 
pottery, bones, and metal instru- 
ments dug out of the floor, there 
were found, in a small pit made | 
in the stalagmite, ‘‘ several bronze | 
pins, pieces of charred wood, and 
»0t-boilers.” ‘* Pot-boilers” eh ? 

here were journalists and novel- 
ists in those days! Artists too, 
of course. By the way, was there 
anything superior to the usual | 
annual show of pot-boilers at the 
A cademy P 

We are “‘a Nation of Shop-| 
keepers,” the French used to say. | 
Would they like to see us a 
nation of shopkeepers without 
any customers? But when we ’ve | 
temporarily retired from shop- | MADAME 
keeping, they ’ve found us ‘* 


| PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 49. 
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i 
| ‘A Taine oF Beauty 1s A GyE For Ever!” 
| 


“GOOD” THINGS TO SAY. 


(By a Polite Man who can’t keep his 
Temper.) 

On missing a Train.—“ Bless 
‘you, dear Engine-driver, for not 
waiting for me!” 

On being robbed of Purse, 
Watch, and other Valuables.— 
Thanks, considerate Thief, for 
leaving me my boots!” 

On being rejected by the Adored 
One" host, ex-sole Tenant 
of my heart, my sincere congratu- 
lations on your discernment !”’ 

On being Swindled out of ev 
Halfpenny by a Friend.— Believe 
me, honest Financier, I only re- 
eo the loss of my fortune because 

cannot i it at your 
complete dis .” 

On undergoing a rough Channel 
Passage.—"* Let me assure wa 
invaluable Steward, be J I : all 
regret our g ex ingly ! 

On ae an abusive No- 
tice of a favourite Work.—*‘ Allow 
me, discriminating Critic, to apo- 
logise for the trouble I have given 
you ! 

And on being badly treated by 
a Doctor.—* I have given direc- 
|tions, my dear Friend, that my 
acknowledgments to you shall be 
inscribed on my tombstone ! ” 








HE’s Gor IT on! 


So, the Order of the Garter, or 
the ‘* Knee plus Ultra” decoration 
{ has been given to Atronso XII. 
King of Spain. This is a bond o 
union between Spain and Eng- 
land. We've tied him by the leg. 





A Misynomer.— The Parisian 
Figaro lately spoke of M. Gam- 
BETTA as ‘‘ Monsieur le Protec- 
teur.”’ This was before he spoke 
for himself at Honfleur, since 
when he might be styled ‘‘ M. le 
Free-Trader.” 


ALBANI. 








LITTERY SCRAPS. 


Miss M. E. Brappon, the accomplished ety apvsliet, has abridged | 
the Works of Sir Waxrer Scort, and reduced them so far that they | 
can now be sold with every hope of a commercial profit at the low | 
price of one penny each. 

We are delighted to hear that Ovrpa is hard at work on a series 
which Mr. Tonsoy, the eminent publisher, has aptly dubbed “* The 
Twopenny Thackeray.” Ovrpa, we hear, has not only reduced this 
exploded novelist’s works to a sensible size—for how could anyone | 
expect to sell either Pendennis or The Newcomes in their present | 
form for twopence ?—but has altered the plots in several of the 
stories. A little bird whispers, seene in which the Marquis | 
of Steyne discovers that Becky Sharpe is Miss Crawley’s illegiti- | 
mate daughter, is one of the most in fiction. hat a lack 
of sensationalism is the great fault of all Tuacxrray’s works, 
every modern reader will allow, and we wish Mr. Tonson all the 
success he deserves. 

More good news for novel readers. The Author of The Heir of 
Redelyffe is busily engaged eutting down the works of CHaR.es | 
Dicxens. The first of the series, irably christened the Penny | 
Pickwick, will be issued by Mr. Jacos Curt at no distant date. We | 
need not say that the irreligion and the coarse fun will be eliminated. 
Indeed, the name of the Author of The Heir of Redclyffe is sufficient 





guarantee that approaching a gleam of humour will be per- 
mitted in any work edited by her. We understand that, to carry 
this design out, Mr. Winkle ass, Mr. Tupman, Sam 


Mr. 
“eller, and Jingle, ry in his miserable moments in the Fleet 


Prison, have one 











from the scene; and that, to 


further the interests of ity, and to teach the young the sinful- 


ness of trifling, the once famed Trial Scene has been omitted, and 
that the novel ends with the marriage of Mrs. Bardell to Mr. 
Pickwick. This is as it should be. 

The abnormal length and old-fashioned style peculiar to HENRY 
Fretprne, has deterred many from a perusal of his works. So 
strongly has this fact been impressed upon Mr. Carnacu, that he 
has employed Mrs. Henry Woop to cut down and re-write Jom 
Jones and Amelia, All those who know and admire Mrs. HENRY 
Woon’s elegance of diction, bright, pithy English, and can | 
concise style of reasoning will welcome information, we fee 
assured, with the sincerest pleasure. 








A Hint to England. 


“The number of young ladies receiving University degrees in France is 
increasing every year.”’—Standard. 


We’xe hard upon Women in truth we must say, 
For where can a lady here get an M.A. ? 
She may take to study, show excellent parts, 
Be sine diploma a Mistress of Arts ; 

So, why we deny her the name and degree 
’Tis certainly not very easy to see. 

The paragraph quo will show at a glance 

This is one of the things managed better in France. 





Tue Junior Bar are going to ask the Benchers to “‘ screen” de- 
faulting Solicitors. Screening a scoundrel is a queer method of 
exposing him. But it’s a way they have at the Inns of Court. 
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MELANCHOLY ILLUSTRATION. 


Mrs. MuGGINs HAS HEARD THAT THERE HAYE BEEN SEVERAL LetTers IN THE DAity News on 
BUT SHE SAYS SHE NEVER UNDERSTOOD WHAT IT COULD MEAN UNTIL IT WAS BROUGHT HOME TO HER IN 
MUGGINS HAD BEEN TO A CrickET MATCH, AND HAD FORGOTTEN HIS LATCH-KEY. 


HAD BEEN A VERY Wer Day. 


‘*DiLapipaATeD Huspanpry,” 
THIS PAINFUL MANNER, WHEN 


HE EXPLAINED IT SUBSEQUENTLY BY STATING IT 








A DIP INTO ASIA. 


TuovuceH Nishni-Novgorod lies a little off the road from Moscow to 
Central Asia, it is necessary to visit it for the sake of its annual 
summer fair. is is a combination of Lower Thames Street, the 
London Docks, the New Cattle Market, the Lowther Arcade, a 
Chinese town in which there are few or no Chinese, half the Man- 
chester warehouses of Wood Street and Friday Street, and half the 
Hardware stores of Cannon Street and Queen Victoria Street, com- 
pressed into acres of low arches. Everything can be got here from 
a muslin to a grindstone. Even tombstones are not forgotten. The 
fair is principal built or arranged on a dismal swamp on the banks 
of the Volga, ro | has been the great chosen market where the East 
and West have met for centuries. Here trade, civilisation, and 
barbarism have and re-acted upon each other ages before 
International Exhibitions were discovered or invented. 

The largest and noisiest booth in the fair is the Exchange or 
Bourse, built of wood, and resembling Ricnarpson’s Theatre at old 
Smithfield. Near it is the Labour Market, where hundreds of shock- 
headed Russians in coloured shirts and rope shoes are waiting to be 
hired as porters. The roads—or what, by courtesy, are called roads 
—and the lumpy footways, are covered with merchandise and traflic. 
The long wooden bridge over the Volga, which unites the town and 
fair, is as much filled with low ke e-spring loaded waggons and 
heating droskys, as Cheapsideisfilied with carts, cabs, omnibuses 
and foot passengers, in the middle of the day. The river is cover 
with barges, bringing tea from China, silks from Persia, and iron 
from Siberia. e wharves and banks are smothered with the 
alluvial deposits of trade, until the great cathedral which stands in 
the swamp appears to be merely the crowning point of a mountain of 
packing-cases. 

In the interior of the fair the camp-followers of commerce spread 
their powerful attractions before the polyglots. Shows of a t 
which were once the glory of “old Bartlemy” are supported 
pot-houses, in which the coarse joys and clumsy delights of Rateliffe 


indolence 


river 





Highwa 
Higovey 


The commercial ene 
buyers and sellers, 


brief but pleasant Russian summer. 4 ’ 
the busy fair is a howling wilderness, and in the spring the frozen 
melts ‘and é 
arches, are turned once more into a 
screeching birds and slimy sterlets. 


recent bathing 
the Ju-deus ex Machind. 


String 


are imitated with more than Chinese fidelity. 
bands, and soul to 


Russian c invite the thirst 


be more thirsty, while at one or two of the better cafés, those 
pered impostors, the 7sigani, or gipsies, condescend to sing a 
low uations songs in a discordant key for a handsome consideration. 


which brings together half-a-million of 

ially su in overcoming Russian 
and Eastern composure, only lasts for a few weeks in the 
In winter what is, left of 


uts, sheds, and 
swamp—the home of 


ov ws its banks, and the low 





THE RIDDLE FOR TO-DAY. 
(September 14, 1881.) 
Is it a “leg,” or is it a cough ? 
Wh 


y do we sneer, why do we scoff / 
Has he been galloping, has he been walking ¢ 
Have we been fooled while we have been talking ” 


Is it his wind, ** roarer ” 7 

Is it a “‘ heel,” cracked and gone sorer ? 

Is’t truth what we are told, to suck it ? 
Somebody says give him a “‘ bucket” ’ 
Ts it a fact that the Yank has been “ sold” ’ 
Sold by a stable-boy for gold ? 


Why, for long odds, did he leave six to four ? 
Our fav’ rite, sheet-anchor, last chan 


ce, Iroquois ! 





A Nose Gay.—On Margate and Ramsgate sands, during the 


season, have been seen some splendid illustrations of 





eo 

















IMPRESSION DE L’AUTOMNE. 
(Stanzas by our muchly-admired Pod, Drawit Milde.) 


Ir is 7 Autumn now, and yet I know 
there i isa little dusky dell 
Where a Apollo’s ’plaining hyacinths blow, 
Brushed by white feet of ads from the well 
With silver pails returning, or perchance 
Trod Sg Ac laughing Satyrs in their frolic noon- 





For still they haunt these woodlands, and I think 
y ittle primrose, that pale 
Of flowers, yet blooms there by the pes 8 brink. 
And lo! one splendid meh itd — ar. 
Amid the trammelling it dropt— 
Oh no, by some most beauteous the prize was surely cropt 





An p bow agone, Age by be - 
sward. 
For m rack delicious I were fit, 
Though it ious nard 
With which dead y lave, 
Then lay them down to rest in some Hobly-sculptured nave ? 

Of vislets tee 5 fonter, a tender have stayed 

0 pleomin 
The ys 4 berries aay crepe 8 aid 


pra mare yrert to me, 


Wh ae the of shfage too 
san bolt Hane Se bern of oe vee eo 


And ah! what tremb! blossoms, lingering yet 
For Winter's cos ti them, ¢ th gh 


Of yonder le 
wat pnd od wfhen 
rom dear Japan, 
0 poe. 4 thy oe Po stir a young Endymion’ s heart ! 


though they came een een pry 





LUXURY ON THE LINE. 
Scens—First-Class Carriage on the Joggem and Joltem Line. 
INTERLOCUTORS— Brown and JongEs. 


Brown. Hillo! We’ re off. And only we two in the carriage! 


| Shan’t we be shaken u 


| divisions between 
articulated skeleton—only skeletons 


| — 


| the ear, their weight overcoming 


Jones (shuddering). ther! No stop for two hours ; and no 
"the seats. By Jove, we shall be bumped to bits. 

Brown. Last time I travelled this oe oar I _— home like a dis- 

don’t bruise. Ah, it’s be- 

pb urches violently. 

into sade 8 waistcoat. 


ourselves up with our 


ginning. 
Jones. Awful, isn’t it ? [Pitches Sorward 
Brown. Oh! L eee, P say, e's barricade 


portmanteaus and 
pm like besieged residents in a secondhand 


[They do so, 
wardrobe-shop. 

Jones. Aven ‘to hear General GARFIELD seems to have a 
chance of h, after all. 

Brown i , .- I, 8o’s everybod 

is down a Gladstone 

Jones. But doesn’t this account of his 

almost make one envy a sick President ? 


“ The President was then transferred to the car, his mattresses being laid 
on spring boards, arranged in the centre of the car to prevent too much 
The floor of the car was heavily carpeted, the sides were draped with 
-urtains, and the windows and ventilators were covered with gauze, excluding 
dust, smoke, noise, and draught. Heavy axles were fastened to the floor of 

oscillation. The President rather enjoyed 


ladstone bag with a sudden lurch. 
Opens to Long Bran 


| the ride.”’ 





I should think +4} though going sometimes at sixty miles an hour, 


we ’re told. we — 
Babe boas Reartly, ¢ ond rule @ rubs an by elbow. 
Brown. Ah! Shows it is of Science” to 


give us a pleasanter peg 6d that between ctween being packed like 
sardines or shaken like doctors’ Ae ig hod Be a box. 
over his eyes. 
Jones. Faet is, Railwaydom pp ailte ca at re possi - 
ement from an altogether prcns. t of view. 
Railway travelling, as one of the SOOTY oF | i Aang ought to be 
mitigated by all the comforts and con that Science can 
devise or ingenuity appl Heileayden ae inet as living by and on the 
Public, ought to make ene coal orts and conveniences its special 
study, an qt g heaped apt a concession, or a foot- 


warmer as an indulgence, it as a simple du epee sb 
journey not only as en rd it as simple duty z ie 


bilities of im 
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Som  (braci his legs against the o cmneslis aus enill teeta 
wren Utovian teense * 
ones. 


ot at all. For I was Shoat te ot thet the Publis oupit 
screw on Railwaydom, and 
is not its—the Public’s—normal and 


to devise some means of 
















tate. fixed notion of official noddles 
into a pa hat, ost fe e 
wale sir donn 
po rate, a long rail 
bumped, blinded, 
being. 


Wuat CHEER, 
Lo6é ~ 


4 
spike! Avast! 


your tomatoes! Go 


Y 
ous heavens! 
And Tomata-sauce.”’ Besides th poetic licence, 
d shall, if I boy otata. i 
old eviagle. Piso, FAG rar 4 iiideaiaaed 


On board the ‘* Shuttlecock,”’ 
No end of latitude, and no longitude to speak of. 
* We'd got as far as this, when we thought we’d look at the si 


Oh, from the ies is it? 
9 Tomata.” ther the i ae peee 


‘um 
like Reel or T. . 


from 
make ‘‘ Pomata”’ and ‘‘ Teetota.” 
He adduces Buzfuz as his authority! What the dickens—we mean what the 
adduces—no—we’ll think it over.—Ep. 





THE PIC-NIC OF THE PERIOD. 


A Pic-wic! Now the lady of the Hall, 
Or Rector’s wife, will issue invitations, 
Th, answered with due courtesy, recall 
ny of ancient aggravations ; : 
Of re er-clouds that did the sun eclipse ; 
Of sheets of rain ’twixt Medmenham and Marlow; 
Of what had bronght strong to the ye lis 
Of Sandford’s a of Merton’s Mr. Barlow 


A rie eee lamb, and h ne-pies, 
Consumed when lazily « on rage fecint ¥ 
The hapless ant within the gravy dies, 
And wasps and slugs are, self invited, dining. 
mS 4 — strange our when aan man toe” 
indigestion’s ou well remem 
Yet here ’s an invitation fo old meats— 
A luncheon out of doors in drear 


’Tis very well for girls and beardless bo 

Young lovers rise su Sey aye er— 
But even then stern fate will mar their joys, 

Pot ne ERE 9 uples get together 
So. view it with calm sagacious eye, 

The fuss and dw of preparation, 

culminating horrors of cold pie, 
And own a Pic-nic ’s an abomination 





Slips of Mems. 


Cooxware of Cockniene Wil he to hear that the o Cock 
Bg eg gap fe ey tye 
in though we sa is ra’ a 
Oi Oe What a jolly Cock (row of ld Cock ro-nie ue to fore- 

rthere! Kee w ou ’re to 

frightened awa oe ee Globe calls that ™ Bicbaad nF 04 
Griffin. Gallus hard lines if you were, after all these years of 
cro 

wht 





popularity. 
ay ae ot a loserd of © Visitors nested not 
ey Pike s pedestal ? lal 





S@ To Oomansrowpewts -— The Bditor does not hold himself bound to ac 


return, er pay for Contributsens, In ne case cam these be returned unless accompanied by 6 


stamped and derected erwclope, Copies showld be cam 
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AMONG THE HOPPERS. 


My old friend, Jonw Sanpwett, asks me to stop a few days with 
him in the Weald of Kent. This om d mean anything, as far as I 
am concerned, from Gravesend—I think that ’s in Kent—to Margate, 
which I know is in that county, 
Sandstone, and drive me over to his place. That sounds well. I 
accept the invitation. He writes to me again, appointing the train, 
and mentionin iP. fact that “‘ hop-picking is in full swing, and 
everyone pro England and of its fairest county should witness 
such a scene of | iedestey? ine, hearty fellow, Sanpwett! He 
has only been in Kent six months, and is as warmly attached to its 
staple industry as if he had lived there all his life. He would be the 
same in any county. Were he in onan, De. would—— But how 
ignorant one is of one’s own county t is the staple industr 

of Surrey? As far as my seiclieetinn’ of ~~ onl Bow places that 
positively know are in Surrey—Guildford and Godalming—serve me, 
the inhabitants do nothing but drink brown brandy and back out- 
siders for races ch never, by any possibility, are nearer the 
winner than seventh. But it is ridiculous to suppose that a 
county depends for its prosperity upon those two ways of passing 


time. 
Sandstone. SaNDWELL meetsme. Out of my train gets ring ol 
a barrister. Both talk to me at once. answer one’s questions to 


the other, and finally have to introduce them, though I know they 
will not agree. 

“You are just in time,” says SaypwEL. 
hop- ickers give quite a new charm to the scenery.’ 

icturesque blowed !” says Porter, brusquely, ‘ Have 
these carriages been disinf: infected, Guard ?’ 

The Guard assures him that they have. But Porren is evidently 
not satisfied. He tells me that the amount of fever and small-pox 
which, what he calls ‘‘ those confounded hoppers” bring down, is 
something inconceivable. Then he shakes himself ascressinely, Be 
if he were off a sudden attack of typhoid. Really, h 
conversation is unpleasant, and I myself feel a sort of headache, and 
a heavy feeling coming over me, 

“How are pace apples looking ?” Porrer asks SANDWELL ; and | his 


A The picturesque 


on the latter weptyie, wie with enthusiasm, that they are looking 
splendid, shakes and says, “‘ Ah! they ’ll be gone in a 
couple o coma: Ee 
It is now SaNDWEL1’s turn to look uncomfortable. I wish I hadn’t 

seen Potter. I endeavour to soothe him by aying, ‘ Of course you 
ought to know, old fellow, because you are a regu Kentish Man.” 
It appears that this is the one thing he isn’t. After he has gone off |r 
in in huff, SavpwELt tells me that I have grossly insul by 
ca 


him a Kentish Man. ig ek is really a Man of Hat. 
"s the difference ?” 
™ Well, one lot lives aa ei or south of the Medway, but 
which it is I forget.” 
Silly custom! Am I to walk about with a map and & compass 
before I can address anyone in this county ? 
Driving from Sandstone, we encounter several tramps of the lowest 


* Bad road this for tramps ?”” I say. ad 

** Not at all,” replies SanpweEtt. ‘ They all go the other way.” 

‘* Who are these ?” I ask. 

‘* Oh, those! Oh, they are iting 

“ But they must be something; and see here is a large waggon 
full of them. What are they ?’ 

** Well, if you must know, they are hop ao 

It dawns upon me now that SanpDWELL’s atin of hop-picking 
is derived from graphic articles, appearing in journals not altogether 
——— to the brewing interests. 

fter dinner we stroll out on the terrace. In a meadow, which a 
adh lane separates from SANDWELL’s grounds, are encamped a 
number of hop-pickers. Under the lees of rude teats constructed 
of hurdles and old mats, the fhe, hep-sickers have lighted fires, and in 
the dusk of the ae ioe with the figures flitting before 
them, and crouching aro , really’ look picturesque. 
. a Quite like a scene in an’ opera,” saysa Lady. ‘‘ One expects to 
ear” 
“‘ If you don’t come ere blank slippy, 1’1l—blank—blank,” &c. 

e all go in, the ies with considerable celerit y. 

A bright fine morning. How still 
town—town even in September, and how very quiet after a French 
watering-qiaee | I throw open the casement and look out over the 
= en and over the meadows, where the brood mares are makin 

— breakfast. ‘ me hi! just you let me catch you!” This 
from iarly common and and peculiarly idio 


class 


idiotic = of address, apy 


SaANDWELL’s coachman ardener, to a part Fay 
turdy os ruffians, on whom aeoea ials is indelibly bra 
Now ‘ et me catch you,” is a form of invitation at which the 
sendee ly takes to 


bis heels and runs for his life; so I see 
a fine race, which results in the escape of the five. Coachman and 


and peaceful it is here after | 


But he says he will meet me at | laid 





gardener come back swearing—‘‘ What’s the matter ? “Why dune 
young scoun seem to think eur meadows are of no use save to 
grow mushrooms for them.” 

I can eat a breakfast in the country—not a large one, but still a 

one ; la one a couple of eggs. 

“*T know you Londoners,” says SANDWELL, “ always enjoy new- 
eggs. How long will you have them boiled?” But before I 
have time to answer, the matter intervenes, men there are no eggs. 


are the 
¢ ir" replies the the Butler, ‘Srbere the eggs are ; but 
new Golden Hamburdhe them, and d they have also taken 


to ray picturesqueness of 
Round the en. I look at spinach, which I take to be celery, 
and peas which fancy fancy scarlet- lob-rumners, end say “ Capital’ Capital ! % 
e whole 
and say if they don’t beat those you h ae ht.” We wi 
e tree is covered with t * my host. And then he 
v how] hh, 3 
,.t0 write some letters, Sanp- 
i as much as to my 
hen he comes bac 


“T want show you,” says BANDWELT, ‘‘ some peaches on the 
round to the wall. “ hae ~ i whee: ys. =’ is the tree, 
on his = Closers, and Gives a. gives a ho might be heard over at 

. ee when the Butler 

her bit soared On ‘my 8 Zieh was the matter, he 7 


tone wo of the new Go 
t appears 


here. own 0 Ty that a med peaches are much 
Soe than hot-h emer a shal taste these to-day, 
no doubt. J can see “are the 
es?” 
he asks a gardener who 
ae mr a Sir.” 
After at $ r 
¥ od Siosesth takes With a reproach- 
t tae in been doin 


is | that a the apple orchard. 

told a etoemen to pve eo. By the heats 

which we Tikes Woes hear, we ‘we Judes ate policeman is doing 
nie Ghocld t ney BE ‘sir or or Doar ern he asks me; 

wa ase Seeeaes the merits find fr of address when the 
utier re-en would like to see 

we eae tes ad an looks mean as he leaves the 


me More boys in the apple orchard ?” I pleasantly ask him when he 


ret No ” he grunts ; BA... sin the garden steali vegetables.” 

We resume our writin P “ Thave said this,” commences after 
a pause :—"* ‘ Sir,—On Ms Baer a 

‘If you lease, Sir” — a Super- 
intendent of olice would like by sec you ‘oat 

* Boys in garden?” 

Sao emaet rd 
care e n a gang 0 on 
carslacs bene the ho in this pec 8 1 Bane | nll t this; 
if there is ong thing | the | am more more frigh ot "hen another, it is a 


b » continues SANDWELL, “ he says 
beret ote maa mind w t we are hey we are strollin phen 
ae © eee urder committed in field over to the 


ft last 
End have thoy got tho man 
o, the man’s got off: he is about somewhere.” 

The "brilliantly payed excuse which I invented for my return, I 
shall not relate, but shall keep for my own further use. Suffice it 
I got to town that night. Two days afterwards I met Sanpwe1t in 
the Strand. 

** How are the hoppers ?” I asked. 

** Hang the hoppers ! ” he replied. ‘‘I am not going back till after 
the Hop era’s over.” I laughed at his joke, and he contin 
gems . * Iam stopping at the Grand. Come and dine with me 
to-night. 





‘*‘ He'll Never come Back no More!”’ 


We ex something from the ‘‘ Lazy Minstrel” this week. 
He has deceived us. He left word that he had quitted Town on 
purpose to get a fresh breath of ray ye For private reasons 
2 pa we doubt it. We send him this through our own private 


The Minstrel Boy to the worse has gone— 
atoe don’t know where to find him)— 
In search of In-spi-ra-ti-on, 

So he’s left no werse behind him. 


iain 


A Reat Satvation Anmy.—The London Fire Brigade. 
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A POWERFUL QUARTET. 


(AT ALL EVENTs IT Looks AND SOUNDS LIKE ONE.) 





THE ANSWER TO THE RIDDLE OF THIS DAY WEEK. 
(September 14, 1881.) 


** Why, for long odds, did he leave six to four ? 
Our fav’rite, sheet-anchor, last chance, Iroquois !”' 


Anp who is right now, Mr. Punch or the other Prophets? What did the Sporting 
Prophets of the penny papers say ?—‘‘I must reluctantly throw over my old favourite. 
The same favourite, by the way, whom he abused most strongly before the Derby. “It is 
with great regret that I put my original selection on one side.” The original selection who 
he declared could not win the Derby if no other horse started—&o., &e.? Mr. Punch 
referred to Jroquois as his favourite, his sheet-anchor, and his last chance,—of backing a 
| winner of a great ‘‘ Classic Race.’ If the thousands who read that last Wednesday did not 
| back the winner, why it is their own fault. Mr. Punch feels confident that thousands how- 
| ever did, and he congratulates them, America, Mr. Lonittaxp, Frep Arcuer, Jacos Pincus, 
and last, but not least, himself. 





| THE FATE OF THE FLOWER. 
GIRL. 


Roses red and roses white ! 
Herrick would have loved the sight, 
aden town’s one touch of light 
This grey Autumn morning. 
Say ow *re wired and skewered! What 
then! 


en? 
Let such trifles trip the pen 
Of o’er-cultured critic men, 
Who love scorning. 


And the vendor? Well, you see 
She ’s no Maid of Arcady, 
No flower-girl of Italy, 
ucy-eyed and sunny. 
Simply honest Stepney Nance, 
Cross-shawl’d, bold of glance, 
seeking, reckless of romance, 
Merely money ! 


She, to catch the careless eye 

Of the dandy lounging by, 

Trims her blossoms. ell, and why 
Stay such petty traffics? — 

Nance must live, egy 3 must bring 

Food to helpless lips; a thing 

Honester than some they sing 

In soft sapphies. 


Nance is honest yet; she sells 

Not herself, but s and bells. 

What if, driven hence, she swells 
Vice’s viler legions ? 

Will the harsh ‘‘ Move on! ” have done 

Public service, adding one 

To the throng who fain would shun 
Fouler regions ? 


‘*We must give the 
world clear way,” 

Civie Bumbledom 
may say. 

Nance obstructs, 
Poor soul! she 


may, 

But ’tis surely little. 

Where’s the churl 

who Nance would 
spurn 

From her “‘ pitch,” or grudge to turn 

Just aside, that she may earn 

Honest victual ? 


Here ’s no hyper-tearful touch, 

Sentiment strained overmuch. 
Realism’s ruthless clutch 

Holds us though we shrink so. 

But deriders of romance 

May afford a ing glance 

At the case of Flower-Girl Nance. 

Don’t you think so ? 








The (Mary-le-)Bone of Contention. 

Tue Revising Barrister of the Maryle- 
bone district hes struck the PREMIER’s 
name off the Electoral Register because the 
Right Hon. Gentleman only occupied “a 
room on the second floor and part of the 
linen room” of No. 73, Harley Street. 
Under these circumstances Mr. GLADSTONE 
must console himself with the th t, that 
so long as the present Recorder of London 
remains Member for the borough, Maryle- 
bone will not want the best possible repre- 
sentative of Chambers! 





THE PROPOSED NEW FISH MARKET. 
Wuat would be the result to the White- 
bait if it had to be served up after coming 
from Black Fryers ? 
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BREAD UP! 


Wir Covent Garden Mar- 
ket to fire us dear vegetables, 
with Billingsgate to give us 
dear fish, and with the “ Fair 
Trade” agitators to give us 
dear bread, no one can say 
ot een and especially 

is showing any signs 
of Radical decadence. If we 
pay fourpence for potatoes that 
are worth a penny, who shall 
say that a Duke of Muprorp 
is not cheaply purchased at 
the money? If we pay the 
price of roast beef for that 
1s only worth about twopence 
a pound, we have in ex: 
the ancient Corporation of the | 
City of London, with all its) 
turtle-dinners and_historical 
associations — the benevolent | 
‘* Uncle” who lent that Merry | 
Monarch and jocular financier, | 
CHARLES THE SEconD, what | 
he reqtired for his personal | 
wants, on security which | 
taxed some of the necessaries | 
of life for centuries. And if | 
the Fair Trade League suc-. 

in taxing corn, in raisin 

the price of the four-poun + 
loaf, and in taking daily a} 3% 
slice of bread-and-butter out ‘ 
of the mouths of hungry 


children will give us in 
return the ings of a Tory 
Government—a Government 


that will double our taxation, 
tie our gets into Gordian 
Knots, but will fool us to the 
top of our bent with cock-a- 
doodle-doism. 









‘wy 
e 
‘ “anesace. teh &~ Wee 





To Grrtronrans.—Wanted, 
for the Holloway’s 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 50. 


W. HARRISON AINSWORTH. 








Tue City of London was 
once destroyed by fire, and 
stands a very good chance of 
being so destroyed again, Its 
local tire-brigade consists of 
two engines and thirteen men 
—neither a lucky nor a suffi- 
cient number to cope with an 
= |outbreak like the one which 
destroyed half-a-milli of 

property the other day in 

pside, and provi 
gaping public with something 
to gape at. Captain Suaw’s 
organisation is perfect as far 
as it goes, but he cannot be 
in two or more places at once ; 
and if he was half-an-hour in 
reaching the fire, the fault lies 
with those who transferred his 
head-quarters to Southwark. 
The Metropolitan Board of 
Works is very anxious to 
reform the Cag, bast it ought 
to take care t 
is left to reform. Even Bil- 
lingsgate, as it is, is better 
than no Billin te and « 
heap of charred ruins. The 
City is not London, but it is 
the most important part 
London, and the payment 
= |one-seventh of the Metro: 

. tan rates ought certainly 
insure it better treatment. 


of 
of 
li- 
to 





“Wuy, Cert’wiy!”—Ima- 

ine the delight of Mr. Epear 

RUCE, now on tour with his 
own Company—the only occa- 
sion when a M er, unlike 
most men, is not dull, z.e., left 
alone with his own Compan 
—in the land of Bruce ( PB 
at hearing of the success of 


College, a few Female Private |To tuz creaTest Axz-anD-Neck-RoMANCER OF ovR TIME, WHO 18 QUITE| Zhe Colonel in Egypt. He at 


Tutors. No Male ‘‘ Coaches”’ 
need apply. 





MULTOS ANNOS/ 


AT THE HEAD OF HIs PROFESSION, WE DEDICATE THIS BLocK. AD| once wired to the Kaepive 





to arrange terms. 


A WORD FOR THE CITY. 











A LANCASHIRE NOVELIST. 
(Interviewed at Home by Our Own Special Stranger.) 


“Nothing had delighted me more than to be styled the Lancashire 
Novelist.”—Mr. Harrison Ainsworth at the Manchester Banquet. 


It is no ordinary footman who has at length appeared in answer to 
our thirty-five minutes’ effort to make our advent known by ‘‘ wind- 
ing 8 horn thrice,’’ as requested on the brass plate above the rare 
Toledo knocker. The door has been oy | mysteriously back by a 
retainer handsomely caparisoned in rich Damascus doublet, russet 
jerkin, and arras trunks, relieved with the heraldic emblazonment 
of the house, a Tower of London reversed or, on a somersault double 
quevée s,—and we are in the hall. Ata glance we take in the 
taste of the owner. Demi-lunes, battle-axes, culverins, stuffed 
beefeaters, death-warrants piles of rare old unopened tapestry, 
sackbuts, and other musical instruments of torture, almost our 
way to the reception-chamber. But we reach it at last. We have 
soasealy time a3 — in that we pave Dom caved Rae 3 - qnetent 

izabethan of vast proportions, di ig’ y the flickering 
blaze of a huge yule log, when a sudden nh made at our throats 
by several recumbent blood-hounds, whose presence we had not 
hitherto noticed the massive medieval furniture, brings our 
host courteously to his feet. With a ‘‘ Back—Northumberland ! 

!—down, traitors!” and a cheery ‘‘ Gramercy, 
—an’ Ww ye throttle your Master’s honest interviewers!” 
he gulag rescues us from our somewhat embarrassing position. 
ith a low ominous bay the hounds skulk off into dark recesses, 
and = host ark semi - be old 

“I see you are a ect strangers, over the eldest of 
whom some ion oben must have swept;” he says, 
brightening, “‘ believe me, nothing could please me better; for 
I am always ‘out’ to friends and acquaintances. It is only the 





strangers who inspire romance ; and I like them always to call, a 
couple at a time ; and, if possible, without leaving their cards, in the 
setting sun. See!” he adds suddenly touching a quaint Venetian 
handle as he is speaking, ‘* We can always turn any amount of that 
on here!” and, as if by mete a flood of crimson light pours in 
through the mullions and oils of the great stained oriel window, 
and bathes the ancient chamber in a soft ruddy glow. 

** You'll crush a -—- or two of good Malmsey sack, I warrant 
me,” he proceeds, with a ial wave of the hand, and, in a few 
minutes, steaming bowls of the mixture are being handed round by 
stalwart henchmen. J 

As we throw ourselves luxuriously on to a wrought-iron lounge, one 
of Martsys’ masterpieces, we notice that our host has resumed his 
place on a peculiarly-shaped seat, somewhat resembling a solid 
music-stool, ; 

“Staring at this?” he asks, good-humouredly. ‘‘It is the 

iginal block from the Tower; and I have had a back and arms 
added for comfort. Nothing like inspiration ! ” ; 

We laugh, and take another deep draught of the well-spiced 
golden mixture, that seems such an appropriate accompaniment to 
the whole scene. 

“* We should like to hear something about yourself,” we at length 
suggest, emboldened ; as to gather a little information about our 
illustrious host is, in fact, the object of our mission. He meets us 


by another ge to “a bout of honest sack,” which we gra- 
ciously oy Er bloodhounds seem to know that Ag now 

Fay quit their hiding-places. Bowls are once more filled. Then 
e 


eee ia 
** How did I come to be the Manchester Novelist ?”’ he asks, collo- 
_ * Well,—I will tell you. Mine is a somewhat 

istory,” he continues, as if trying to recall some incident in 
oy a yg ET a rightly, I was born in the Tower 
of sumowbere chout tho time of the Great Plague,—et os 
say couple, the year 4.p. 1715. I remember those early days weil. 















4 
¢ 
rg 


; 








dean Grange. 
| intimate friend. I am hon 


| cashire Witches now, and 
| Admirable Crichton.’ 





“Dip” next week. This 
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They were passed with the Duke of NorTHuMBERLAND, Jack SuEP- 
PARD, CRANMER, some of the Gunpowder Conspirators, and my dear old 
friend Groner CRUIKSHANK. 
we went with the times. I was as wild as the rest, and after 
a hand in the Fire of London (I hel James THE Secon? to light Old 
St. Paul’s myself), I hired a hearse hack, and under the assumed name 
of Dick Turpin, rode to York in two hundred and seventy-six hours. 
It was a daring feat, and coming, at the rate of two and sixpence an 
hour, to a pretty considerable sum, got me into such trouble that my 
friends determined to send me to Oxford, and entered me as an 
undergraduate at Auriol, 

‘* Here I let the reins go pretty freely. I lived like a Spendthrift 
kept a hunter and frequently rode—yes, it was to Herne Bay and 
back, making heavy bets on each event. This got me into sad straits; 
so, finding myself with searcely a fliteh of bacon to live on, an 
known unfavourably at most of the local billiard-rooms I frequented 
as ‘ Rookwood,’ I determined to make a plunge for it at an — 
and without more ado, I married a Miser’s Daughter. That was 
my turning point. Old Groree was my best man, and I remember 
him slapping me familiarly on the back after the ceremony, and 
saying, ‘WiLttam, my boy, you might be let loose among the Lan- 
you would conduct yourself like an 


and I bought Oving- 
ITHEROE, 18 my most 
and People pomt me 
out in St. James's, and there’s always a knife and fork ready for 
me at Windsor Castle. You see, my friends,” he said, rising, with 
an agreeable self-complacency, ‘‘ I have some interesting materials 
for the autobiography I referred to the other night at Manchester.” 
We bow. ‘And now,” he adds, ‘‘ having greeted you as strangers, 
let me place your cards on my rack—the self-same instrument, the 
original one from the Tower, on which so many of my friends have 
been gibbeted.” 

With a cheery farewell he shows us to the now glimmering 
street. The bloodhounds give a final spring, but in another minute 
two strangers, once more safe and sound, are to be seen windi 
their way slowly through the dusk te the neighbouring cab-stand. 
And so ends our interview with the Great Lancashire Novelist. 


ving had 


‘He was right. There were lots of mone 
The Vicar, the Rev. Menvry 





A DIP INTO ASIA. 


Te Volga river in length and breadth is the finest im Europe, 
but it is not a tourist’s river. You can float or steam down it for 
two or three thousand miles, if you are satisfied with sandbanks and 
slopes, which scarcely rise to the dignity of hills. A Volga steam- 
boat is a large and comfortable vessel, with a oe eo sleeping 
cabins, a table d’héte, and an upper and lower deck. The fore part 
of the boat is devoted to second third class passengers, and the 
latter lie upon the lower deck in one closely packed heap, consistin 
of men, women, children, baskets, bedding, and tea-urns. Smal 
rough seats and tables are fixed at the sides near the port-holes, on 
which the men drink tea, eat vegetable soup, and play at cards. 
Persians, Jews, Russians, Circassians, Tartars, Merchants, Peasants, 
and others, form the living cargo, and the children amuse themselves b 
climbing to the highest peak of bedding from which they can comman 
a view of the engine-room. en they are tired of this they swarm 
on to the upper-deck, and little bare-legged, bare footed Tartar and 
Russian urchins, dance freely over the sacred limits which separate 
the first from the lower Goes poceenpere: Russia, as I have said 
before, is a compete country, the lish, as I have said before, 
have much to thankful for. Travelling in Russia is a family 
ceremony. The activity of the children is fortunately not shared by 
the parents, who are kept quiet by that wonderful power of sleep 
which is a leading national characteristic. 

In two days from Nishni you reach Samara, the head-quarters of 
Russian corn, and the Alsthetic sunflower. The Russians do not 
worship the sunflower, like a certain sect in England ; they grow it 
for seed, and nothing more. A Samara inhabitant will speculate as 
a grower of sunflowers in no higher spirit than a love for filthy lucre. 

The wharves at Samara would be a disgrace to Khiva. A sloping 
desert of sand, mixed with decayed vegetable matter, and all kinds 
of muck, half covered with wooden sheds in every stage of ruin, that 
would hardly shelter a decent English pis, is all to show 
for its river-side market. Each stall-keeper has a family, who roll 
in the dust, and look on while the Samarese buy fruit, nuts, or musk- 
melons. And yet Samara is a wealthy town with ninety thousand 
inhabitants, and Russia has a great engineer like TopLEBEN, and 
more than a million of soldiers doing worse than nothing ! : 

A short distance outside on the road to Orenbourg, is a 
small ditch, which the Empress CarnERIvE THE SECOND, commonly 
called the Great CaTHERIN % deci was the boundary between 
European Russia and Asia. CATHERINE was a t Empress, but a 
very small geographer. re No space—more i inate  —_ this 
* Dip” ts a Rush-ta light.—Ep. 


| THE NIGHT-LIGHTS OF LONDON. 


| To judge Mr. G. R. Smas according to his Lights, we should say 
| that his new melodrama has decidedly,thrown all recent productions 
of the same class into the 

shade. Of course, the 

author will follow up The 
Lights of London with The 
London and then 


It was a stirring period altogether, and | 


ea suecess;”’ to 


yh 
replied, ’ 
‘* Sims, Madam, nay “tie 
I know not Sms,”—which 
is pe’ y true, though 
we great admira- 
tion for his work. 
dialogue is excel- 
lent: rarely on stilts, never 
flat, and generally easy, 
epigrammatic, and, above 
alt perfectly natural. 
Strange to say of a 
wen y successful melo- 
—and it thoroughly 
deserves its success—the 
weakest part is the central 
sensation scene, which 
borders dangerously on 
the ludicrous in repre- 





Comfortable Sensation Scene; or, ‘‘ Letting 
him down easy.”” N.B.—When the victim 


drops into the Canal, salt is thrown up to sentation ; and, still 
represent the effect of the splash. ‘Salt stranger, the female in- 
and battery. terest of the story is so 


_ feeble, that, on calm con- 
sideration, the real heroine of the plese is the comic old woman, 
played as only Mrs. SterHens can com © past. ’ 

Bess Marks, intended for the heroine, is ghout fatigued, 
fainting, or half-dying, and therefore, of course, 
not much talk can be &x from her in these 
conditions; and then she is perpetually being 
carried about or embraced by Mr. Witson 
BaRReEtTt, who is invariably either soothing her, 
or consoling her, or sending her off to sleep, or 
keeping her quiet in a general way, which is not 
coateave to much development of speech on the 
part of the unhappy Bess Marks, most — 
thetically played by Miss EastLake, who makes 
the most of her single my oy of giving the 
villain a bit of her mind at the end of the piece. 
As to the other girl, Hetty Preene, Miss 
EmmMeEtine Ornmssy, she is very soon out of it 
altogether. 

Mr. Wrison Barrett, as the unfortunate 
Harold Armytage, enlists the sympathies of 
the audience from first to last, never over- } “ie 
doing it except once when, as the escaped convict, he insists 
on cuddling and mauling Jarvis, the itinerant Theatrical Manager, 
who, judging from the lifelike portraiture of the character, ag 
represented by Mr. Geor@z Baxxzerr, would 
have speedily resented such liberties, and have 
knocked the convict down then and there. 

This cuddling of the Showman suggested, 
naturally, that “* Cuddlng’s the man, not Short 
—and the shorter this becomes the better it must 
be artistically. But these are mere trifling 
details, and could not be insisted upon for a 
—~ were not all the rest so ex y 


good. P 
The villain’s part, though conceived, as is 
the story itself for the matter of that, on old 
lines, is sensibly written; every word is true to 
the character. C ord Armytage, like the 
Prince of Darkness , is a gentleman to 


ward @ a oon. eynical, 
Re - swells, deep double-dyed scoun- 
drel—just, in fact, the sort of blackguard we 
should like to be if we took up that line pro- 
fessionally. The other villain, Seth Preene, is 





pie 


a 
The Real Heroine of 
the Drama. 





The Villain. “That’s 
the sort of man I 





am.” 
well played by Mr. WALTER SPEAKMAN. 
i touch, which is worth the whole 
__Ref there is ane ten Pe ee a tol ip Waar 


+ together it t J : 
Barnett, the inatoath escaped conviet, finds his wife in Jarvis’s 
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house, (how she got there isn’t clear—but no matter, we’re not 
impertinently curious)—where she has been nursing their sick boy, 
and when the miserable couple rush into each other’s arms, Mrs. 

‘arvis whi to 
her husband and 
boy, ** We are not 
\ on in this Scene,” 
and the three steal 
‘out on tip-toe. 
This is a bit of the 
true pathos of 
comedy which may 
be put side by 
, side with Rosson 

4 to his 














- tage Hall.— 


Oe 


Act I.—The Ruthless Squire's Uncomfortable Study. ence of Mr. Armi- 
Aviary Lodge and Birdcage Walk. tage, @ country 
Squire. He is a 


widower, and his late wife’s name was Ruth, so as he has behaved 
very badly to his son, and is a very hard, unforgiving old man, he 

may at once be called the Ruthless Squire. 
e keeps his deeds and jewels in a huge refrigerator, near the one 
open window of his study, not twenty feet from the high road, 


and font f avi hich his Lodge-k d his| The 
and facing a sort of aviary, in which his ge-keeper ‘and his} | ¢ vt fom og 
tong of soldi 
OLTKE. 
Dantzig is a quaint old port—a full description of which you will 
find op BAA or Bacdehe 


daughter are sup to have built their nest. For the sake of 
these deeds and jewels he is soon knocked on the head by Seth 
Preene, and the audience are delighted to know that they won’t 
have a chance of seeing this prosy Ruthless old man again. He is 
the only old bore in the piece, and Mr. Sms must have felt a consi- 
derable weight off his mind when he was finally disposed of. 
Mr. Sots must have said to himself, ** now we can get along.” 

For this felony Harold, who didn’t do it, is senten , and his 
cousin enjoys the property. Seth, in Act. IL, hands over certain 
deeds to a Solicitor, which prove that the stupid and Ruthless 
Squire has left Harold his sole heir. This Solicitor doesn’t appear 


“ Now,” 





a note of it. : A ; 
BrsMazcx could assure him that it meant ‘‘ business.” 
declined to commit himself, and MoLTxKE remained at home. 


out, by the end of this month, which is a hint to anyone anxious to 
be amused by three Acts of Imprudence. 














Imprudence and Folly, 





THE MEETING OF THE EMPERORS. 


(Frem Our Own Correspondent.) 
Danrzia was selected as the place of meeting by the Emperor of 


Rvssta, who feels more secure at sea, and has a horror of railways. 


German Emperor would have preferred the meeting at one of 
Like An@E.ina’in the comic song he is “ very 
,’ so is the Crown Prince; so is Bismarck; s0 is 


alled 


Bismarck was the first to arrive with his dog and his shorthand 
The bit a railway porter, and the shorthand writer made 
OLTKE was invited, ; but refused to pope unless 

ISMARCK 


er. It is celebrated for a c 


spruce, which is very popular in Whitechapel. 


again until he turns up in a police station in the Borough, on| The Em of Prussia, commonly ealled the Kaiser, arrived, 
Saturday night—though how he got there isn’t clear, unless he is and was told that the Emperor of Sa, manly called the Czax, 
on a visit to the Inspector, or was de’ at sea by fog. The Kaiser was visibly affected. 
eadging for business among When asked if he would sleep at Dantzig, he gave an evasive 
the night charges—but again, answer. The CzazR arrived at the meeting between the 


we will not be impertinently 
curious, and after all there he 
is when he’s wanted, and if 
we ask ‘‘ Who brought him ?” 
the reply is ‘‘Mr. Sms” 
which must satisfy eve 
right-minded »— well, 
this Solicitor turns up as a 
deus ex machina, produces 
the deeds at the critical mo- 
ment when Seth confesses his 
crime. When the guilty and 
the innocent Armytages are 





two Emperors was simply touching. They embraced each other 
with tome 1 in their vom Kritist journals 

historical kisses, but, as bystander, I say the interview was simply 
touching. I could ha 
had been ordered at one place, but another 
ordered 


The N may talk about 


Dinner 
dinner was hurriedly 
feel at liberty to state the reason for this 


cookery. 
ith general topics. The Karser asked 


ve kissed—but no matter, I was alone. 
at another. I do not 


after the Livadia, wishing to show some interest in naval matters. 


* A tub,” enaugue ce Czar. 
‘We are breaking her u 
* Quite righ ” returned 


though he had never seen her. 
never build another.” 
IsMARCK, ‘‘ the sea is not your element, 


summarily dealt with by a nor ours. : : 

Police om ctor, a | b ** You have abolished passports, I hear?” said the Czax. 

Scotland Yard with Seosial ‘* For years pest,’ returned the Kaisex. ‘ 

powers for this night only, ** You find no ill effects from your system ? 

and all ends, as it ought to do, ‘None whatever. When we had every blackguard 
Last Act.—The Fearful Struggle in the | coming into Germany one without a flaw: now we have 


happily. 
e crowd in the Borough 
Scene and the fight are admir- 
ably managed. For the Stalls a 
the contrivance for showing ‘‘ another jolly row up stairs,” is rather 
too suggestive of——but see our Artist's notion of this. : 

Mr. Cante’s Theatre, The Saveloy, is not yetopened. ‘‘ Patience,” 
and all will be well 


well, 
At the Folly.—That the public should go to Mr. Tooxe’s Foly to 
laugh at Mr. Poxero’s Imprudence is natural enough, seeing that Im- 
pru gives excellent scope for Mr. Riemron’s peculiar dr 4 
while Mr. Woop is very funny as a sort of malicious Captain ‘ 
and Mr, Ciirrorp Cooper droll as a repulsively se old Anglo- 
Indian. ‘‘ Safe,” but not particularly novel situations, evoke roars of 
laughter. Miss Compron is a dashing representative of the gay Mrs. 
Parminter Blake. Miss Kate Bisnorp, and Mr. Carter, represent 
the more serious in such as it is, of the play. Doby the board- 
ing-house waiter, and Mattie, the drudge of the establishment, are 
two character parts capitally worked up by Mr. Repwoop and 


coming improvements in the ‘‘ auditoror“um,” 
as Mrs. Jarvis calla it, the workmen will be in, and this company 


Room over the Shop, as it appeared to 
our Artist in the Stalls. 





n we are no worse off, and have ceased to worry respectable 


Czak ruminated. 
Se meen” ond Remsenen, ‘*and perhaps we had better 
to poin at once.” 
’ returned the Kase, quite obediently. 

a million of soldiers,” said the Czar. 
replied the Kaiser. 
‘* we had pro- 
this ” 
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“LASCIATE OGNI SPERANZA VOI CH’ENTRATE! ”— 


As Borrticriur BRowN SAID TO HIS TWO FRIENDS, AS, TIRED AND THIRSTY, THEY CAME INTO A WELSH WATERING-PLACE ON A 


Wer Sunpay! 





CORNERING THE “ CORNERERS.” 


Wuat isa “Cornerer”? The question may perhaps be asked by 
many, because honest men are not generally well up in ‘‘ Thieves’ 





| English ”’—until the thieves force the unpleasant knowledge upon 


them. Well, the term ‘ Cornerer”’ is one of the many euphemisms 


| for a greedy knave which Trade has found useful since it took to 


| 


page. 
| lessly selfish scoundrelism, we: 





the tricks of the gambler. The ‘Cornerer” is ‘‘a sharp fellow.” 
Tricky Trade takes that as a compliment. The ‘‘ Cornerer” is a 
conscienceless 8 tor who buys up cotton-crops in advance, in 
order to plump his pockets by forcing up prices to a factitious level, 
reckless of the damage he may do legitimate trade and laborious in- 
dustry. Speculating in “futures,” that is, buying the crop before 
even it is sown, he secures fer a time a virtual monopoly on his own 
terms, and the spinners have to pay the piper. hat the Fore- 
staller and Regrater is with respect to Corn, that is the ‘‘ Cornerer” 
with regard to Cotton. His venture is looked upon as a “‘ legitimate 
speculation” by those who would think it legitimate to speculate in 
food at the risk of famine, or in physic at the cost of epidemic and 
Men not inspi by piratical principles regard it as ruth- 
meriting the pillory, which in other 
“- would have been its punishment. 
‘he Lancashire Cotton Spinners, 
Cornerers, have agreed to stop their Mills for a time, of course at the 
cost of loss to them and distress to their operatives. Whether all 
the oo themselves have been free from that reckless spirit of 
speculation which now in so many quarters reduces Trade to the level 
of none too honest gambling, is a question that some of the present 
denouncers of the ‘‘ Corner” might profitably consider at their 
leisure. But Mr. Punch sympathises with the real sufferers from 
the Cotton Shylocks. His Pillory is not disestablished. To see this 
raseally ah. | A smashed, the “ Cornerer” hoist by his own dirty 
device, tossed high in a sheet of penance, and ‘‘ broke by the fall,” is 
what all honest men would desire. As ‘‘a nation of shopkeepers,” 
let usat least look well to our weights and scales, and the mart 
of those cruel and nefarious “tricks of Trade” which alone make com- 
merce a bye-word and a reproach among men of heart and honour. 


with a view to cornering the | ¢), 








“MARY ANN.” 


*‘ The Scissors Trade at Sheffield is becoming as notorious for cases cf rat- 
tening as was the Saw Trade, over which the notorious BroapHeap presided 
some years ago.’’— Standard. 


Bap news comes from Sheffield in quite the old way: 
They ratten the grinders of scissors y; 

The bands are all broken, the wheels are at rest, 

The workmen are idle who laboured the best ; 

And sad is the heart of each hard-working man, 

At the murderous threats that are signed ‘‘ Mary Ann.” 


Come out, Men of Sheffield, from all the old town, 

And dare with strong hand to put rattening down ! 

Time was when a BroapHEaD, of infamous name, 

Made Hallamshire honour a byeword of shame: 

Take the brutes by the neck, strike as hard as you can, 
And you’!l soon hear the last of the vile ‘‘ Mary Ann”’! 








Shocking Foolery. 


Zora, the “‘ wonderful chair manipulator,” who, performing at 
e Aquarium, tumbled off the top of a tall column of chairs, but 
did not kill himself, is said to have suffered no worse injury a 
“shock to the system.” Stupidity supports a system of giving 
performances of which the enjoyment chiefly consists in seeing the 
performer risk breaking his neck. It would be well if Zora’s fall 
gave a conclusive shock to such a system. 





She Didn’t Mean It. 


Miss Brown of London—good address this, and her other address 
which she made to the Trades’ Union Assembly was not quite so vague 
—said ‘* There ought to be no Rings.”” Oh, Miss Brown of London! 
No Rings! and—no legal Unions, eh, Miss Brown of London? As 
the song says, ‘‘ What will Mamma say! What will Papa say!” 
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JOYS OF THE SEA-SIDE. 


Brown. ‘‘WHat BEASTLY WEATHER! AND THE GLASS IS GOING STEADILY 


pown !” 


Local Tradesman, ‘‘Ons. THAT's NoTHING, Str. THe GLASS HAS NO BEFECT 


WHATEVER ON OUR PART OF THE CoasT!” 





“YOUR SONG AND SENTIMENT!” 


“In acknowledging the receipt of a political song sent him 
from Sheffield, Sir Starrorp Norrucore writes :— There was 
a wise man of old who said, ‘* Give me the making of the people's 
songs, and I will give you the making of their laws.’’ I cer- 
tainly accept the so far as to believe that good 
will do a great deal more than speeches.’ "’— Yorkshire Post, 


Bravo, Sir Starrorp! You cannot be wrong ; 
Never mind speeches, but give us a song. 
iews on Free Trade may be hazy or strong ; 
orations, and give us a song. 
Speeches are wearisome often, and iong 
y should you make but give us a song. 


them, 
Let your opponents go at it *‘ ding-dong ’’— 
Thaweh our and give us a song. 
to wild declamation may throng, 
Never be tempted, but give us a song. 
Thoughts upon trade from New York to Hong Kong 
are prosy, 80 give us a song. 
may ify loud as a gong, 
You have a woe Ore us a song. 
Though you may feel the political thong, 
Carol out sweetly, and give us a song ! 





WORCESTER SAUCE. 
att Special Musical Critic, engaged on purpose, wires 


“Could not go to hear Elijah. So it's their Prophet and 
your logs.’’ 

We fancy he has been taking a few bars’ rest on the 
road; and, as to his utter, not to say profane, frivolity 
in his other note to us, mixing up this Oratorio with a 
well-known air from the eccentric opera, Billee Taylor, 

** All on account,” &e., it leaves us more 
sorrow in anger; and he will find that he won’t 
have anything on account of his expenses for this 
special occasion. We're not going to be Worcester’d— 
we mean worsted—like this, 





FROM A STABLE COMPANION, 


Tue Hunters of Belhus 
Write to tell us, 

* They ’re going to sell us.” 
Nice set of Fellus ! 
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EGYPTIAN CRISIS—SECRET HISTORY. 


Ordinary Telegram from Colonel Flutter Bey, Egyptian Infantry, 
Cairo, to Messrs. Bull and Bear, Stock Exchange, London, 
PreasE sell at best price possible fifty thousand of following 
Stocks :—Egyptian Daira, Domains, Preference and Unified. 
Ordinary Telegram from Messrs. Bull and Bear, Stock Exchange, 
London, to Colonel Flutter Bey, Egyptian Infantry, Cairo. 
Received esteemed order. Operation will take two or three days, 
as the market must not be flooded. 
Cipher Telegram from Flutter, Cairo, to B. and B. London, 
Have waited forty-eight hours. Going to demand a Constitution at 
the head of the Army. This ought to send down Egyptians fifteen 
per cent. Leave it to you. Sell as much as you like over the fifty 
thousand. Will go halves in last operation. 
Cipher Telegram from B. and B., London, to Flutter, Cairo. 
_All right about halves. We will stand in. Demand of Constitu- 
tion not en Can’t you take the Kueprve prisoner? It would 
have an excellent effect. 
Cipher Telegram from Flutter, Cairo, to B. and B., London. 
Shouldn’t know what to do with him. Will make as much row as 
possible. English Controller away. Can’t you get at the Suntan? 
Cipher Telegram from B. and B., London, to Flutter, Cairo. 
SvtTan not to be relied upon. Won't pay commission in advance, 
our terms for doing business with Aim. However, you might have 
a shot at him. y not set fire to the Pyramids, or blow up the 
Nile? Keep things moving. 
Cipher Telegram from Flutter, Cairo, to B. and B., London. 
Pyramids won’t burn, and everybody accustomed to overflow of 
the -_ Have written to Suztan. Shall we insult the French 





———_—__— 
Cipher Telegram from B. and B., London, to Flutter, Cairo. 


No. Insult to French Consul wouldn’t suit books of our Corre- 
spond in Paris. Is the Kueprve standing in with anyone over 
ere 


Cipher Telegram from Flutter Bey, Cairo, to B. and B., London. 

Don’t know. Think the Ministry’s in the swim. Haye received 
answer from the Syrtay. He doesn’t care to touch it. Believes 
he can get more of Bondholders. Coward! Humbug! Sneak 


Cipher Telegram from B. and B., London, to Flutter, Cairo. 


Told you Sutraw was no good. Don’t think we can send Egyptians 
lower. Time to buy back. Bismancx in for the rise. Have realised 
on our joint account. How about you ?—private, fifty thousand ? 
Ordinary Telegram from Colonel Flutter Bey, Egyptian Infantry 

Cairo, to ine Bull and Bear, Stock Exchange, Ke. - ; 

Please buy at lowest price possible, fifty thousand of following 
stocks. Egyptian Daira, Domains, Preference and Unified. 
Ordinary Telegram from Messrs Bull and Bear, Stock Exchange, 

London, to Colonel Flutter Bey, Egyptian Infantry, Cairo. 

Received esteemed order, and have bought to close account. 

Cheque to hand at settlement. 


(Eztract from Money Article in Daily Paper.) 

No doubt the announcement of the complete submission of the 
Egyptian Colonels to the Pamocvy, (whieh will be found in another 
part of our columns) had the of sending up all Egyptian 
securities yesterday. We Seok Guateel @ looles Wee teen 
Messrs. Butt anD Brar, the eminent poosert, compnalaing that so 


financially sound a country as Egypt shoul made the means of 
Stock Exchange gambling. We cordially concur in the sentiments 
of our respected 


and exceedingly regret that want of 
alone prevents our ishing in ¢ , their extremely 
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AN EGYPTIAN BOND. 


France and England (duet). 


‘* Yes, WE TOGETHER!” 








[Spea 
for the 
England or to any English 


By w 
As to Gua 


To justice and time ; 


GratItTvuvE ? P... Sir! : 
the past, we are stri or right. 
for our labours, we faawe tha 


| 


Gratitude! 


king before the Land League Convention in Dublin, Mr. Parne.y, 

hundredth time, repudiated the idea of “gratitude” being due to | square on the Knepive!” ‘* Prepare to receive bribes!” ‘* Advance 
arms for ‘ Backsheesh’’’! ‘‘ At the word ‘One,’ fix bayonets; at 

the word ‘Two,’ present petitions 

| find in) open order 

coming ! ’—run away 


inister. } 


Though handicapped badly 
t quite gladly 
surely, if eadly, 


knowing 
Yo gratitude comes frum Unreason and Spite. 





ets, have caused so m' 
the “‘ The Grinaway 





Tue poor little Guys who have been compelled by unthinking 
nts to walk about in skirts, an 


ique cloaks, and coal-scuttle 


1 laug ter that the dress is now called 


Words of Command for the Egyptian Army. 
** Move to the right in échelon upon the Palace!” ‘* Form hollow 


to 


‘Take (everything you can 
” saad * 


‘** And, lastly, at the caution ‘Some 





HistoricaL Parattet.—King Jonn signing Magna Charta in the 
presence of the Barons, and the KmeEpive giving a Constitution to 
the Colonels. This Colonel idea came out of our own Artist’s Nut. 


“*Tue state of the approaches to Billingsga i te 
City Father, “*has been something too offal!” 
distriet hasn’t sensibly improved. } 





Market,” says a 
(The Mud-Salad 
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BIRDS ARE VERY WILD. TOMKINS, WHO IS NOT IN GOOD CONDITION, HAS FOLLOWED THIS Covey over Five FieLps, SomeHow, HE 


SAYS, HE CAN'T GET NEAR ‘EM. 


THEY SEEM TO HEAR HIM ComINneG! 











ON BOARD THE “ AMARINTHA.” 
“A Nicht wi’? Cullins”—Still at Anchor—The Eve of Departure. 


Ir turns out that the Composer has brought a supply of nautical 
songs, all well known in a vague traditional sort of way, and once 
highly popular and probably “ soul-stirring.” Coming across many 
of these ballads causes in us—or at all events in me—a sensation of 
surprise similar to what CuLirns himself experiences whenever he 
discovers we are in sight of some small island with which he has 
been familiar years ago on the map. This sudden recognition of 
places is a constant source of excitement to the Composer, as, with 
a map “out out before him on deck, and his finger on it at some- 
where about the spot where we ought to be, he keeps looking up 
at the island (or whatever it may be), frowning as if in excessive 
annoyance at its obstinacy in remaining there, and then referring to 
the little dab with an almost illegible name which is its representa- 
tive on the map. The idea which appears to be worrying the Com- 
} ey throughout these a surveys seems to be, ‘‘ Why 

oes this place make so much of itself when it is so utterly insignifi- 
eant on the map ?” 

So when we, the three of us, first hear of these old nautical songs, 
we enthusiastically beg him to ‘‘ give us them all,” and hail with 
delight the mention of the “‘ Saucy Arethusa,’” and the ‘‘ Bay of 
Biscay,” with two or three other equally well-known titles; and 
we are very naturally disappointed on discovering that the words 
mvariably, and the tune occasionally, do not realise the, as I ma 
term it, deterred expectations of a life-time. We had all of us h 
of these national nautical airs from our boyhood up, and now—— 
well we: os hed Fan dion to io Com r, eat, as wane 
SHER y it, “* ere another version of those songs ?’ 
CULLINS doesn't think so, he replies, in a tone which leaves us to 
imply that he wishes us to understand that if this version is 
enough for him we oughtn’t to grumble, But we feel we have been 
taken in. The “‘ Saucy Arethusa” for example, has this couplet, 
su _to be heroic, as describing the strength of the enemy’s 
crew, which the Saucy One was going to utterly rout and defeat :— 





* On deck five hundred men did dance, 
The s<cutest they could get in France.”’ 


Now isn’t this a reflection on the try of our former Jack Tars, 
for what possible glory could there be in defeating and taking 
isoners a crew consisting of five hundred dancing French Danie. 
BERETS? Notoriously, when a Frenchman is stout he 
twenty-two stone in a very short time, and if th 
they could get in France, t.e. the very pick of all the stoutest French- 
men in the whole nation,—the very fat of the land, so to speak,— 
what a helpless set they must have been, mC for dancing, by 
way of exercise, just to keep it down a bit! what accommoda- 
tion they must have had on that French vessel! Fancy five 
punaies ot the stoutest Frenchmen of that period, in five hundred 
mmocks 
** And,” observes the Dean, meditatively, ‘‘ When they were in the 
igging what easy targets they must have offered to our Marines!” 
e is evidently regretting that he was not born in time to be on board 
that Saucy One with his rook-rifle and three hundred cartridges. 
Whether is any law of copyright in Drepin’s or anybody 
else’s music and words, which prevents a modern publi bein 
exactly truthful, none of us are aware, and the Composer is una 
to inform us; but with this version which the Composer has 
and which, it occurs to us all at once—when by common tacit 
we give one another a rapid glance and suddenly drop the subject— 
may be his, CuLtrys’s, own, we are discontented: as when 
tune is right as we popularly knew it, the words, after a familiar 
start with the old lines, go ye pee L or, when the words are 
correct, the tune deceives us, and if we attempt, which we do, in our 
first true British-tarrish ecstasy, to unite in chorus, we - ye ae 
when the accompaniment takes SS demanerty corps, oe shouts 
“Hallo!” retraces his steps—we watching him with strained ey 
and with the right notes quivering on the tips of our tongues— 
then says, as if to himself, ‘‘No—that’s right,” and finishes the 
tune according to the i him, leaving us gasping with 
an chorus on our hands. 
There is one tune he plays which, up to a certain point, is so 


version before 
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provokingly like the *‘ Bay of Biscay,” and so irritatingly dissimilar 

afterwards, that the Dean, in sheer despair, throws himself back 
on a sofa and groans. HarisHer smiles dubiously at a soda-water 
bottle, as though he were revolving a problem as to how he could 
throw it at the Composer’s head without infringing the ordinary 
rules of politeness, or chuck it in such a manner that CuLiins 
should, on the whole, consider it rather as a compliment than other- 
wise, and be, if possible, on terms of more enduring friendship with 
our courtly host than ever. 

Hartsuer, however, adopts a far better method. Directly the 
nautical-impostor-ballad is finished, he at once tenders his (Haiz- 
suen’s) best thanks to the Composer for his performance—we allow 
him to be accepted as spokesman for our sentiments, which we 
keep to oursel ves—and with the sw smile and the most deferen- 
tial manner that a pupil, sitting at the feet of a Master-Mind, could 
possibly assume, begs him to play “‘ that little thing of his” (the 
Composer’s) own, of which he ( ) is so desperately fond, but 
the name of which at this moment, curiously enough, escapes his 
memory. On belga aonee by the Composer (who, of course, can’t be 
expected to remember such a trifle out of the two thousand and any 
number of flashes of genius that are constantly oceurring to him), 
** to give him some idea of how it went, how it began, or something 
like the motive,” Harrsuer is unable to do more make a 
subdued humming noise with his a closed, which reminds me 


of a ventriloquist giving his well- yey imitation of a 
bee in a q certainly does assist his own recollection, 
as he gives up that method of it to the Composer’s mind, 


and su tate 6 plan which, I believe, forms the basis of Mr. 
er : artificial maar) , of trying to associate the lost 
tune with an even ap. , OF & person. 

* Don’t you sometiiier,” Hissaneh slowly begins, still with a deeply 
pained | ae expression of countenance, addressing the Com 
poser, as gu 0 

‘Don’t you remember your singing it at Lady Scrumpsnen’s ?” 

“ What i evening at the Scrumpsuers’” asks the 
Composer, resolving chords with his left hand as he half turns 
towards Hariemer, “‘ because I go there so often ”’—which rudely 
seems to imply that his host doesn’t,—not because he won’t, but 
because he hasn’t been asked. 

“I know you do,” returns Harisy 
man who reads the Court Circular ly, and of course is well up 
in the movements of so distingui a public character as the Com- 
poser. ‘‘I know you do,” he repeats. ‘‘ But I mean that night 
when Prince—dear me—Prince ’—and again his memory fails him— 
‘so annoying——” 

‘* Oh—yes—yes—— ” the Composer says, resolving another chord. 

‘“* Yes,” replies Hartsuer, brightening up a little, and apparently 
as satisfied as if CuLtins had mentioned the name—‘‘ and Count —— 
the Austrian, you know——” 

‘“* Oh yes—old——” and the name is lost in another chord, as the 
Composer turns full round to the piano again, and suddenly glides 
into a melodious warble, which in two seconds HarisHEer 
recognises with joy, and nods triumphantly to us—to me on one 
sofa, and to the on another—as much as to say—*‘ There, you 
see, |’ve caught him—he’s at it—I’ve turned him on, and now 
you ’li hear something very much to your advantage.” At all events 
we are all pleased that the Com "s ——_ and peculiar version 
of celebrated nautical songs is shelved for the present, while Hair- 
suEn lights a pipe, fills himself a glass of soda-and-brandy, politely 
and considerately stifling the pop in a corner, and then appears 
absorbed in the performance, to which he had led up with such con- 
- 17 tact. a 1 Joll 

t is a very good song, and very well sung—‘‘Jolly companions, 
&c., &e.’’ Once started, CuLLINs gives us more “ where that came 
from,’’—#.e., his own head. 

Thus passes one musical evening—there are others to come, duly 
noted in my log; and the Composer, having exhausted his good- 
nature with the effort, rises abruptly—Genius is often abrupt— 
[Happy Thought—Write an Essay on the Peculiar Manners of 

reniuses—specially Musical Geniuses |—declares ‘‘ he won’t play any 
more ’’—like a boy who fancies himself cheated or unfairly treated 
at some game—and is leaving the piano open, as much as to hint to 
us that “ we can go on if we like, and see what we make of it,” with 
a sort of “ aprés moi le déluge” sniff and toss of the head, when the 
Dean, who has been rousing himself ually, and who has got into 


a sitting Bey. a | what we pe oy to now was an old 
number of the Pall Mall Gazette, but whi out to be a piece 
of music, asks the Com , in @ very diffident manner, if he is 
acquainted with “ My Fair One, my Fond One,” words by—— 

* Oh yes,” answered the Composer, ‘‘ Why?” And then, in trying 
to imitate Hairsmer’s habitual politeness, which is unnatural to 
CuLiuns, he falls into the hopeless mistake of inquiring ‘‘ if what the 
Dean has there is the song in question?” Of course it is. The Dean 
is up on his legs in an instant. So is Hamsner. So am I. 

The Composer—weak again—the momentary weakness of Genius— 
has placed it on the music-stand 


were commencing the song of ‘* Sweet Alice, Ben Bolt.” in 


meekly, with the air of a|.... 





, and is actually trying it! Appa-_| 


rently, he rather likes it. It seems to suggest something else to 

im. .B., notice, generally, that everything ‘‘suggests something 
else” toa Eawenaad But, at all events, one thing it does suggest 
is that he should ask the Dean, ‘ Do you sing this?” probably 
expecting the Dean to reply, ‘‘No; that he only brought 


it for the ro ge to om : 

But no s luck. Does the Dean sing it? Doesn’t he, rather! 
Hasn’t he got the Composer in his toils for once? Won't he now 
repay him tenfold for the Composer’s rude remarks about his shoot- 
ing, or about his appetite, or about any other subject on which the 
Dean may happen to be a little tender ? 

The Composer, temporarily subdued, sits down to accompany this 
song; and the Dean, opening his chest, begins the serenade in a 
voice that fetches the Invisible Captain out of his berth, that makes 
all hands rush up on deck, and utterly drowns the Compare’ yiene 
accompaniment. are five verses, and he won't let the - 
poser off. He urges him on by raising disputes as to what the 
composer of the song exactly meant in the following verse—which 
eocwpen he sings, and his victim is forced to follow him. 
Then he appeals to CuLtins’s cultivated taste and operatic ex- 
perience as to ‘‘how”’ the two lines in the nezt verse should be 
given—and Cu urns, a bit flattered, but really struggling to get 
away, finds himself playing that too. And having fot so far, of 
course CULLINS goes on to the end—then rising h y, says “Yes 
—a very good song, but it hardly suits your voice ’’—— dashes 
up the companion, when we fully expect to hear a wild, agonisin 
shriek, a flop in the sea, and then a ery from the night-watch o 
‘Man over !”"—but it’s all right, he is wages in an 
ulster, silent, collapsed, and trying to revive with the sooth- 
ing pipe. Happy Thought.—Piping his bird’s eye. 

ere are other musical evenings on the Amarintha, but 
this does not oceur again. So I note it, for it is a memorable night 

Loch Ryan—our last night here—for to-morrow we are act t 
away. «Par, far upon the sea, The aon ship is bounding free,” 
sing to the a quoting Henry Ruvsse.’s popular old song, 


as we turn 

— ding free,’” bles the Composer from his berth. ‘‘ I 
hope it won’t. There’s a deuce of a breeze getting up outside. 
However it will be better than stopping here doing nothing, except 
But the Dean doesn’t catch me again,” he murmurs, as he 
turns over on his side with his face to the wall. 

When I say, lightly and pleasantly, ‘‘ turn in,” meaning thereby 
my getting into my berth, I convey an inadequate notion of the 
difficulty. Getting into a berth is putting yourse ate on a shelf— 
like a standard work in a library, but the standard work has the ad- 
vantage of being carried up by somebody and carefully deposited 
there. But the process of mounting into the best of berths is not easy. 
First I get on the sofa belew and examine the ings. I see two 
little brass fastenings. If these are undone won’t the bedclothes all 
come out, or can I fasten them up when I’m once in and remain in 
an unrumpled nest? After grave deliberation I decide against 
undoing the Setanings, and upon taking the extra three inches step up 
which this entails. In doing so I find, that while elevating my right 
leg,—-putting, that is, my best leg foremost,—before giving myself, as 
it were, ‘‘a leg ae my left foot treads firmly on the border of my 
classic robe,—[ Night Ha Thought.—“*1 am more an antique 
Roman ”’—in my undress.}—and my right leg, being quite uncon- 
scious of what the left leg is doing, gives a heave up on its own 
account, when ecr-r-r-ack goes the drapery that Jutrus .Casar 
might have worn without frightening CaLPHURNIA. 

Hap, Thought.—Classic and SHAKsPEARE. ‘‘ See what a rent 
the envious Casea made.”’ Iam the Casca—being envious of the 
Composer’s slumbers. He is fast asleep. Not even the tearing of 
the classic robe has aroused him. He has fallen asleep as suddenly 
as people do on the stage, in a melodrama, when something awful ’s 
going tohappen. Something awful has happened—something Mae | 
uncomfortable at least to me—but I roll myself up in my berth, 
then come my—— 

Vight Thoughts.—Will he snore ? _ 

He appears a little restless. Perhaps this is always the case with 
a Com when he’s composing himself to sleep. 

Shall 1 wake him up, and tell him ? 

No—I ’ll think :—We sail to-morrow—hooray !—glad when we’re 
off—queer sensation in the h—“‘snug, pernicieus snug,” as 
pannciedy says in Nicholas Nickleby—the slightest motion—pleasant 
rather than otherwise—but shouldn’t like to — in harbour— 
or in a lake—wonder—wonder—if—ah—yes—I think I’ll..... 
wonder—if he snores . . . because if he spores... I 

I am startled by a loud and angry voice :— 

“Hallo! Hi! Hang it, wake up! You do snore so confoundedly 


| I can’t get a wink of sleep ! 


It is the Composer addressing me ! / 





ENGLAND AND France (inter alia).—Free Ports and free Clarets. 
‘Open Docks whoever knocks!” Vivent DrLxke and Silk! 





£@ To Conersronpaxts.—The Editor does not hoid hi-nse!f bound to ack nowled 


ge, return, or paw for C 
stam ped and directed mmlope, Copies sho: ld ve Leys 


tri’mivona. In no case can these be returned unless accompanied by @ 
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TIME’S CHANGES. 


Old Schoolfellow. ‘Dean mE! wHY, WHEN you AND I WERE AT 
WERE A CuRLY-HAIRED Boy WITH A Sim FicurE; 
:| Summ, AND your FicurE Curty!” 


AND wow your Hatr’s 


AN AUTUMN VALENTINE. 


im yo! fale ye ~ suns of | ssn aA 
ane, the grows per in gloom ; 
Sunsets are red as the pow A ember, 

Seen when the lam are alight in the room. 
You too, iy like leaves in r, 

Cc the season to startle the town ; 
Quaker s oous seductively sober, 
Shows a blonde beauty looks bravest in brown. 


Fitting it is too, at time like the t, 
When in the covers the are heard, 
gy ts you fileh from the pheasant, 
me you're _ as ts ote lendid, 
What a thong shooting m ends vo ‘a 
ad ead and Water Ses och 
You my one glance, and my short rt fight is yeaa, 
You have an eye has a deadlier aim 


Sometimes the softest of possible serges 
pes you, and seems the one thing you should 


While yey the neck of the bodice emerges 
Daisy-like frills that are yoy bn — 
I am not learned in seam and in 
never was taught by the Cam, 
fag as the gh ede ds 
, quite certain I am. 


at Lawn-Tennis the tints of the sunset 
‘ound a red rival in frock that you wore ; 
Beply t think you remember that one “ set,’’ 
nitI to be jealous no more. 
While on your a cap so coquettish, 
Even a it danced at the sight ; 
Weren’t you a wee bit exacting and pettish ? 
No, no course you were utterly right. 


of your dresses, 
to remember the rest ; 


Poet confesses 
He has no notion in which im you look best. 
of fash ou follow 
ow frills and flounces and furbelows fall, 
thing is clear, you beat other 4 hollow, 
And as to p row Be Ae best in 


Erox, You 











———SS==_———— 





SIGNS OF THE SEASON. 
THE partrid, _- ae falling fast, and the leaves have just begun 
To turn, a So ppeesene fall, will soon fall, too, like fun. 
The goose is tate with apple-sauce ; and in case you fail to per. 
You may shoot the moon, io your quarter’ s rent is dué on Michael- 
mas Day. 
The birds Lata bolted that bear the name of St. Patrick’s doughty 


The flying } pickaxes have flown ; not a Swift is to be seen. 
The martens and the swallows all, that in council swarm at eve, 
Ere they sink to sleep in the osier-beds, eftsoons are bound to leave. 


There A 9 — of the season’s change on the earth and in 


And the citizens of London meet to choose the next Lord Mayor. 

For . great Lory Mayor himself {goes out, as a fleeting annual 
Oh, the transitory tenure of his Lordship’s pomp and power ! 

But tet ’s the Concrete Lord Mayor ; for the Abstract Lord Wenerl oon 


Perennial as an or an everlasting rose, 
Ina Mansion House where intrineie turtle steams, 
And we the transcendental soup at our dinners in our dreams, 


Yet sad it is to think how short the Concrete Lord Mayor’ 8 span, 
But now a Lord, then Fig aro again a - oes Alderman ! 

How falls he from his dear, in one brief day ! 
Heigho, the glory of the » voll te 80 Joven all away! 





At THe Otympic.—An erie song for a Lady with such a 

name as ‘‘ Marton Hoop” would have been “* Never again with you, 

Robin.” It can be repaired when Lord Bateman comes out at the 

a Comique, and Patience on a Monument goes to Mr. D. Cante’s 
Theatre, The Saveloy. 








THE LITERARY “INTERNATIONAL.” 


Mowpay.—General assemblage of all the Delegates. Unanimity 
indescribable. Interesting paper on Rights of Chinese Dramatic 
Authors in Siberia. Discussion. usiness done :—Inkstand at 

_- bent. Capital ~,4 at the Something Hof. 

ve y practical day. Question before the Congress : 

writers to a revolvers, and receive public 

at the hands of Humanity’” Argument protracted. Busi- 

‘ i ovelists put by acclamation under 
banquet at the Something Garten. 

Most interesting sitting. On Motion being aut Ge that, 

m of this Con un pes | 


gress, Black- Eyed Susan is an 
an unpopular farce,” President was 
head broken Ver window and thrown out. Business done.:—His 
ae pleasant little entertainment at the Graf yon 


Somebody ater —"* American American Copyright ” esti o morning. 
ae and six-shooters ro freely among pe “4 reporters. 
a none neoty, and 


ending in a 
Military called amon, Entries ee Comm al 
to at Burgo "6. 
Friday. — Question for discussion this morning: ‘‘ Ought unsuc- 
cessful Authors to receive £500 a year, a decoration, a 
bli 4 their eab-hire from their ctive States?” 
Business done :—Vice-President of Economic 
“5 Excellent dinner at a Something Haus. 
Hane ef Pabiiners day. Question before Congress—“‘ The 


Rights _ in Ls & Caucasus.” 4 Copia 
a stagenese peas penny- ag ae indescri » 
cf General Business e Fs ents « 
ve Sections suddenly blown mite usiness 
done :—The roof off, witty up by dynam rae Adigugneh Sub- 
to Railway Station in disguise Lat head or, 
, in a false nose, wi essor Von Something 


buffet a & train starts. for home—tolerably well, with Ae 
eye. A thoroughly delightful and entertaining week. 
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SPECIMEN OF OLD BAYEUX TAPESTRY) 
ILLUSTRATING SOME OF THE PRINCIPAL EVENTS DURING ONE oF WILLIAM THE ConQuvERor’s CAMPAIGNS. 
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ILLUSTRATING SOME OF THE PRINCIPAL EVENTS DURING ONE oF WILLIAM THE ConQuEROR’s CAMPAIGNS. 
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TALES BY A STOUT TRAVELLER.—No. 1. 


Introduction Preliminary and Prefatory, showing not how I 
became Stout, which is merely a detail, but how I became 
a Traveller, apart from beer Entire. 


I am stout, very ; some have called me extra double 
stout; a fellow did so as I entered an omnibus one wet 
day. I wi him with one of my looks, for I glory 
in my fine proportions ; and indulging in this thought, 
I sprang from my couch like rnetek at dewy morn, 
though later than usual, for I was anxious to get to 
work ; so I at once seated myself, threw on my lightest 
dressing-suit, at the same time opening the window, and 
stirring the tire by my writing-table, to which the girl 
sets light early every morning. Anxious to finish off 
my, great work—a lecture I was preparing for public 
delivery, being about to read it in private at the house 
of a friend, to a few near relations, distant that very 
night by rail many miles away ; in fact, a maiden effort, 
which engrossed much time and thought, my aim 
being to render it impromptu in style, combined with 
an elementary air; and therefore, I worked at it near 
the fire with the window open, so as to secure those cha- 
racteristics so essential to brain power. 

At that moment the kitchen clock struck the hour of 
noon, *‘ Would it were midnight,’ I murmured; and 
then reflected that it was so in New Zealand, so that if 
I shut my eyes it would be the same thing. Imbued 





with this knowledge, which is power, I rose from my 
seat and grasped my MS., marvelling how time had 
slipped through my fingers unperceived, an example | 
which my undried pages proceeded to follow by slipping 
on to the floor. 

I gazed at my fluttering work as it lay scattered about, 
a state of things much increased by a gust of wind, 
which, bringing in my breakfast, much accelerated, 
though only tea and toast, through the door, suddenly 
thrown open at the very moment when I was struggling 
violently on my knees in order to get under the bed to 
abstract some truant sheets, from which I only emerged 
in time to rush on all fours to the grate to rescue several 
others from the devouring element, and secure those still 
held back by the fire-irons, two of which—the sheets, 
not the fire-irons—were discovered weeks after on the 
top of my wardrobe, a considerable portion of which had 
been carried through the open window into the garden, 
after which I rushed headlong, clearing the paling with 
a bound on both sides at once. 

I may as well here state, by way of parenthesis, that 
my lecture is written throughout in this same concise, 
clear style, over which I leapt like a greyhound from the 
slip, ad see I have left out the words ‘‘through the 
window, as it was the ground floor,” but no doubt the 
printer’s devil would have perceived and supplied, irre- 
spective of copy, the omission from his inner conscious- 
ness, ) inorder to collect my scattered brains, which I saw 
being blown rapidly out of sight. In pursuit of which 
object I rushed madly through the gardens, gathering 
up my work in armfuls in spite of a heavy wash on the 
one side, a line of which caught me across the throat, im- 

lied as from behind by a prod from a clothes-prop 

evelled at me, though I have reason to believe de- 
signedly, by a furious female to whom I paid no atten- 
tion. I then ducked through the linen in an opposite 
direction to secure my remaining sheets, still wet, carried 
over the other side, on leaving which I was planet by a 
furious bulldog, who, having broken his chain, seized 
me by the tail of my dressing-gown just as I had sue- 

in gaining the apex was balancing myself 
thereon in order to drop gracefully into my own pre- 
cinets, whence I gained my own room, regardless of 
everything but the object I had in view, and rejoiced at 
having recovered ay imperilled treasure, the place of 
which nothing could have supplied on ea: I reseated 
myself, and proceeded to write in a bold hand on the first 
sheet of my MS. the title of my lecture— 


A TREATISE ON SPONTANEOUS ABSORPTION. 
(By an Untried Hand.) 


“No allusion to Central Criminal Court, old Man?” |, 


inquired the voice of Jack Wirrertey, who, having 
entered the room (unperceived by me), was looking over 
my shoulder. 

ack is not a bad fellow in his way; he is, in fact, 
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THE HOLIDAY TASK. 
Fred (who has to write his Diary in French’. “On, sotuen tt ! 
pur: ‘AND THEN I PULLED Stroxe in A Four-oargp Gig'!" 


Ethel. ** On, pur ‘Er ALors J’Al TIRK COUP DANS UN QUATRE-RAMK GiguE,' 
OF couRsE!” 


Fred, ** ALL Rigat !’ 


How am I To 


[Puts as told. 





ood at bottom, in scientific matters, though simply practical, being a deep-sea 
diver, who can walk for miles under water without apparatus or 
inconvenience, which naturally renders him superficial as regards the abstract. 

‘*T have no time to talk, my dear fellow,” I observed. ‘' I’m off by the five 
o'clock train.” 

** It is not three yet,” he replied. . 

** Well then,” I said, ‘‘ sit down, and I’ll read you'a portion of my lecture 
to fill up the time.” 

** Lend me some money, and Ill get myself a bit of baccy first,”’ he replied, as 
he vanished like smoke from the room with half a sovereign, to return no more 
till twenty minutes to five, when he dashed back exclaiming, ‘‘If you ’re going 
by the five o’clock, you must look slippy, old man. Here, | ‘ll help you pack, 
while you put on your wr 
‘ I es going to ~ te to expel pie ty a ann abounes, Ds i enes 

im to adopt, in to me, phraseology more in harmony wit 
of science, but I no time, ¥ he proceeded to thrust my dress-clothes and 
my MS. into my travelling-bag, all hi a heap, observing, as he glanced at my 
papers, ‘‘ What a washed-out smudge ! Why, you ’ll never be able to read it!” 

“It will be perfectly legible when dry,” I replied in a severe tone; for I 
had written it with the patent inkless pen, warranted to a deep jet. 

Although the station was near, there was little time for conversation; Jacx 
had, however, thoughtfully brought a eab, into which he bundled me, so I 
reached the railway, at the door of which I was detained by a dispute as to 
the fare with the cabman, who stated that for the last 
two hours by the other gent, who had been driving slowly round the Regent’s 

ark, “‘ Smothering the vehicle and a lady with baccy,” as the man said. I 
paid the money, and entered the station just in time to see the tail of the 
train in motion and disa: i 





Aw Eastern Dessert.—Colonels for Kuepive ; Nuts for the Porte. 
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THE FIRST OF OCTOBER. 


SPORT!—OR, HOW WE 


KILL PHEASANTS NOW. 








ON BOARD THE “ AMARINTHA.” 
On the Move—Breakfast— Of at Last ! 


We wake ver early —I mean myself and the Composer, my ‘‘ stable 
companion.’ We both , aware of each ete clacbion con- 


ata +e moment, and each appa- 

rently the other still there, ex- 
deine " ele ° wy * thus gre satisfactory 
Composer's above the bed- 


cies of life the 
y stares at me with an alarmed ex- 
——— ah and qasigine, “I say, are we moving?” 

Are we moving ? ell, I seem to notice a trick- 
ling, as it were, of running water close by my left | 
ear ; and, on becoming more and more attentive to 
whenenaibe, I can decidedly observe a very gentle 
movement—the slightest ible swaying. On the 
whole I am inclined to think that the ap le Captain has summoned | 
his phantom crew (for 1’ve not yet seen all the crew—only four of 
them in the gig, and there are eight more somewhere about—in the | 
fo’e’sle), and while we slept has cut us adrift—I mean has unmoored | 
us—and has hoisted sail, and we are now—where ?—out at sea ? 

We meditate for a while. The oscillation does not increase. The 
sound of the trickling water is musical and soothing. If when in 
a berth, while “ under weigh,” one never experiences any more dis- 
agreeable motion than this, ee we both conclude that the berth is 
the best place to stop in. y Thought.—J’y suis, » Jy reste. 

A movement on deck : poop belkin over our noses. Slushing of 
water as it were over our faces: a | deal of running about, and 


| apparently banging with muffled hammers, as though some refined 
| pirates had come on board, and were commencing to do for us by 





some gradual process of “ battening us down,” and then, perha 
pouring in boiling oil through the crevices, until we were killed like 
the Forty Thieves after Morgiana’s dose. 

Happy Thought.—And more than that—absolutely brilliant— The 
Forty Pirates—ah! but how get in the words, ‘‘ Open Sesame ?”’ 
I see— The seal boon Pirates of fhe * ‘Open Seas Army !” an Arabian 
Nights Nautical Opera, in Three Acts. If the Composer will only 
see it, our fortunes are made! But he won’t see anything. ‘‘I’m 
sure we're moving,” he says, nervously. “‘I wish I hadn’t woke up. 
It was your snoring did it,” he growls. ‘‘I only wish I could go to 
sleep again.” Evidently 1 my “stable companion” is not to be trifled 
with at this sie moment. He is testy. Let me see, there is 
a Composer called *‘ Testy,”—no, that’s Tosti. I try to amuse him 
with this, but he becomes grumpier and grumpier, ond, requests me 
not to r him as he wants to go to sleep again, if he can. In 
order to assist his slumbers I ol to him as uliarly appropriate 
the well-known air, “‘ Let me Waking is such pain,’ 
—as it will be to Aim if he renot a good eallot—“ Od do not wake me, 
let me dream again !”—but he only becomes violent—not much room 
for a he Vv — laid up on a ps Mn top-shelf like old clothes in a 
cupboard,—and wants to know “‘if I ean’t be quiet for five minutes 


and let bim go to sleep.” 


Happy Thought.—“‘ Five minutes allowed for refreshment.” He is 
still restless. a propose calling the Steward. ‘‘ What for?” he 
interrupts, starting up at right angles to his shelf. ** For coffee and 
toast, preliminary breakfast, something to do,” I explain, and down 
he again, somewhat soothed b a * ~ stion. But how to get 
at the Steward? There are no bells. ~~ -— everythin a 
board ship, as I have hitherto understood oy 
bells. The “watches” are regulated by allover ought to be. u 
CuLLINs to get out of his berth and call the Steward, oramI? He 
flatly—‘‘ flatly” is the position he has now taken up in bed—refuses. 
I point out to him, reasonably enough, that he is next to the door, and 
that it can be no possible trouble for him to——,, but he replies, 





shortly, ‘‘ Door be eed!” (Note. Irritability of genius Io 
considered as a ‘stable companion ” for one week on ) 

| one another curiously across the cabin. It is a sort of ¢ chess onal m, 
—white to move—(we ’re both in white)—but what’s the next are 
| and who’s to make it? Suddenly we hear a stentorian voice singin 

a verse from ‘ The Saucy Arethusa,” mixed u A} = ** Bay o 
Biscay.” It is the Dean’s. He begins * Low 0 Bay of 
Thunder,” of which he is a —— attemptin — oat an idea 
| by loudly roaring himself. hought. phe *stomove? The 
Dean shall solve the Gordian Eaat—eup ex machina. 

The Dean is one of those hearty and very museular Christians who 
like to begin a day as Ser are going on with it, and who, having 
fetched himself = | of bed by his own innate physical foree—Happy 
Thought.—Blown up in the air by combustion of animal spirits,— 
finds it absolutely necessary as a safety-valve to let off the rest of 
his steam by knocking at other people’s bedroom-doors—playing on 
them with his fists like the mechanical toy of the rabbit and the 
drum—and shoutin out ‘ ‘Now then, Lazybones! Up you get!” 
But you don’t—and that’s where you have the pull of thoes exuberant 
characters. We hear the Dean playing rabbit-and-drum at Har- 
SHER’s cabin-door. 


| 





Happy Thought.—‘‘ Cabin-door” sounds as if HattsHer were an 
Irish peasant, and the Dean were coming to him as a bailiff for rent. 

Another Happy Thought.—Notes for a new Nook Aunt Sally’s 
Yacht: sequel to Uncle Tom's Cabin. Fine figure-head 

Hartsuer, from within, replies in a patient tone—suggesting the 
‘ ithet which was —. to Ulysses of “‘the much-end 

that he does not intend to rise for another two ; and this beng 
oviagniiy, a hint that any further disturbance will wore ponents 8: 
eel -end ns Spy is at once taken, as a bli pslary 

e a nod, Ph ag “1% who i 2 about eae prods the 
salten mph he is arrested by cries for help from our cabin. He 
pauses, and shouts, ‘‘ Hallo! hat’s up! 

Happy Thought.—What’s up? We’re not—but the Dean is, and 
—(this we formulate in a politely put request)—he can, if he will be 
80 govt, gem age € the Steward to attend to us. 

y!” tells us that we ought to be up on deck and 
plunging in + e- nod and we acknowledge humbly and still from our 
shelves—where we lie winking at one another like a couple of aly 
sea-dogs, in anticipation of the success of our artful device—that we 
ought to be up, but can’t rise till we have seen the Steward, 
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peony mF Dean, who bag summons the er om ont of 
some i i -contri eeping arrangement which, judging 
from the clatter he makes on being suddenly aroused, he is sharing 
with the knives, spoons, forks, tumblers, cruets, and pickle-jars. 
In a quarter of an hour he brings us our preparatory coffee, and 
CuLxins seizes this opportunity for inquiring ‘‘if we are really 
moving?” He answers that we are not, but that we shall be very 
soon. After he has retired, CuLLins professes utter disbelief in the 
statement, which he considers the Steward made merely out of a 
kind desire not to upset us too much so early in the morning. We 
both agree that there is a swaying motion. 

Happy Thought.—A couple of 

—for alf that.” °° * Breakfast. 9°30. Not yet off. ‘‘ We 
have a time of it when we once get out,” observes Harz- 
SHER; “so I advise everybody to make a good breakfast.” His is 
ae without practice, He is a dainty and gentle but ample 


of breakfast-eaters could not well 


be gathered table HER professes to make a good 
7 helping himself 


Four more different 
one le 
breakfast, tal dos tly, calmly, thoughtfully, 
suey ido rid eset hand aro uf 
possible pleasure, and he supplies his 
late butter as if i eae 6 valter to whom he wishes to 
/ attention. I on the whole, were I called upon 
to distribute prizes, award him the first as the model breakfast-eater. 
HartsHer meditates for some time silently, looks kindly and 
sweetly round at the eatables and at everyone else’s plate, as if to see 
what is the popular dish, and then gradually makes up his mind and 
says, smili tly, to the Composer, “ Will you give me some 
of ie, - 4 sogneste. ane always ate fo —t ae 
poser, W r, invariably manages to get everything 
that everybody else wants all about Om and then pretends he 
can’t see them, and grumbles at being disturbed. 
Botsy is a@ boisterous breakfast-eater. He intersperses his 
feedmg with occasional bursts of harmony — much to the Com- 


r’s annoyance—as, for instance, when he has finished an egg he | ¢ 


reaks out into the o; g chorus of the Camp Scene in 
(generally popular with noisy men who indulge in “‘ snatches” of 
melody out of sheer overflow of love for their fellow-man)—and 
sings, fortissimo, without words, ‘‘Rum tum tum tum tum tum ti 
do—Rum tum tum tum tiddle tum tay—ha! ha! ha! yes ‘tay’ by 
all means ”—hands his cup, per me, the Composer making no offer— 
and HartsHer smilingly inquires, ‘‘Tea?’’—to which the Dean 
replies, ‘*‘ If you please,” and s on everyone with a knife in one 
hand and a fork in the other, with which he emphasises the tune on 
the table as he continues—*‘ Rum tum tum tum’”’ (looking at the 
ham), “‘tum ti do” (regarding a heap of pie on the Composer’s 
plate} ** Rum tum tum tum tiddle tum ’’—and he breaks off at the 
ast note with ‘‘ Yes, I’ll have some pie. Now, Cutis, my lad, all 
hands for pie!” ereupon CuLLINS, who can’t spare any hands 
at that moment, and who does not like being as ‘‘ my lad,” 
very ungraciously, assists him to whatever in the pigeon-pie he 
would least like himself, and observes, oily. ** Now, I hope you’ll 

sati “In time, old man,” replies Botsy,—and then, after 
taking three pieces of toast on which the Composer had had his eye 
and helping himself to butter, which he puts on my side, out o 
CuLiuys’s reach, he settles down to the pie. 

_The Composer gets everything eatable and drinkable in front of 

him, “‘ within easy r ” as the house-agent’s advertisements say, 

wls over his food, finally pushes his empty 4 away from 
m with an air of profound contempt. As for myself I am only an 
amateur at this meal, and cannot expect to hold my own with three 
professional breakfast-eaters 

Breakfast over. 


} Appearance of the Invisible Captain. The 
mildest, politest, smilingest, steadiest, thick-set, trust-worthiest 
looking person—just the very man for the place. A convenient- 
sized man, too; as ona t—even in a 140 tons’—where, after all, 
tion, unless it has been most craftily planned, is limited, 

the less space a man can take up the more valuable he is. 
The Captain says we shall have a stiffish time outside. We 
Hatrsuer. Will he blench at the last moment? No. He 


the mast, and says, ‘‘ We pn peg we all 
on—we ll risk it.”’ “ Vers anal hog replies the Cap- 
Ly us, evidently with an air of kindly pity, as four 
don’t know when we are well off. Then, as an 
yeclf} = e Se = the 2 yo | ane 4% his 
received a telegram on business, and m at 
ban by a in date. This is true. It gives us an object. To 
Oban! Oban or Westminster Abbey ! or pedestals at Madame Tus- 
8aUD’s, with a number and an advertisement in the papers that we 
have been “recently added to the colipetion Je more words—the 
Captain is satisfied, n another minu aes O50 Given, 
the sailors are at work and then hoist 
tful. He says he thinks it will be 


The becomes 
0 af IS deck than to remain in a stuffy cabin”—he 
means a cabin w he has been stuffing. His temper is decidedly 


tain, looki 
land-lubbers 
excuse, 


autical Galileos—‘‘ But it moves 
shall | i 


and | *‘ Silence all ! 





. There is certainly a stiff breeze, or, as it blows 
prefer to call it a loose breeze. 
inging up, it seems, in different 


y has th 
coming from authority. 
this *‘ tackle” ? Note for Nau- 
mainsail with a new set of 
“Up with her, quick!” 
wars 


movements, ery out, 
about an eighth of an 
"Oo bo!” is more 


caneer ordering off a troublesome female captive to instant execution 

or to the d in the secret cavern among the rocks, he roars 

out, with bluff determination, ‘‘ Now, my lads, away with her!” and 

to it they go with a will—one old man nearly coming on his back in 

his excitement—all ing out the words of this i 

incantation scene, ‘ 

feck ae See oe ae 

it—when they all bawl out ‘‘ Oho!” and the unwilling virago of a sail 

struggling, writhing, and fighting to the last, is hauled up, bound 

as it pene, hand foot, hung with P powerful jerk mast-high, and 
—we are y w 

‘* Well off now!” exclaims Botsy. I hope we are. We all seem to 

be enjoying ourselves, one CuLiuns the Composer. : 

Under weigh ! !—in another second a quarter of the deck is under 
water, but it rushes out again at the scup nd now we are 
sailin on one side—sprawling about -_ ow, as being taken by 
ees fairly off at last. ‘‘ For where b” T ask—* what 
sea ” 


‘The Atlantic,” answers Hartsren. 

“The Atlantic!” gasps the Com “You don’t mean to 
say”—— And then the cane chair slides away with him, and he is 
very nearly ~ = over Oe barwatt, bet for the fortunate eopiions of 
coming sharply aga’ e skylight of our cabin, which brings him 
on to the deck, where, until we ‘‘go about again,’ he prefers to 


remain. 
The Atlantic! I don’t think that in his wildest dreams he had 


ever an idea of meeting the Atlantic pesonaly, ing under some 
sort of impression that, once on the Atlantic, you were hopelessly at 
sea until you suddenly discovered America—like Cotumsvs. 

The Dean points out a small vessel outside, dipping her bows 

minute, and playin see-saw fearfully. 
ei we do that ?” LINS . 
** Well,” replies the Dean, “* We be where she is—and doing 
much as she does.” 

I look at the Com . Heis silent, and gradually turning a pale 
unearthly green. g for him.—** Of what is the old man thinking, 
as he sits in that low cane chair?” is a fixed expression on 
his suddenly worn and changing countenance which seems to say, 
I am going to meet my fate! Behold me and t 
Great Atlantic together at last !!” 


ev 





A REALLY Uservt “ Conwergn.”’—A Chiropodist. 
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A NEW MOVE. 


Tue Biack Bishop Mares—ANnpD WIys. 








ENGLAND TO AMERICA. 


Janes Abram Garheld. 


Born, November 19, 1831. 
PRestpeENT oF THE Unitep Srates, Sepremper 19, 1881. 


SILENCE were best, if hand in hand, 
Like friends, sea-sundered Peoples met ; 
But words must wing from land to land 
The utterance of the heart’s regret, 
Though harsh on ears that Sorrow thralls 
E’en Sympathy’s low accent falls. 


Salt leagues that part us check no whit, 
What knows not bounds of time or space, 
The homestead feeling that must knit 
_ World-seattered kin in speech and race. 
None like ourselves may well bemoan 
CoLuMBIa’s sorrow ; ’tis our own. 


A sorrow of the nobler sort, 

Which love and pride make pure and fair ; 
A grief that is not misery’s sport, 

A pain that bows not to despair ; 
Beginning not in courtly woe, 
To end in pageantry a show. 


The Great Republic’s foremost son 
Struck foully, falls; but they who mourn 
Brave life cut short, good work half done, 
Yet trust that from beyond Death’s bourne 
That blameless memory’s gifts may be 
Peace, Concord, Civic Purity. 





Scarce known of us till struck for death, 
He stirred us by his valiant fight 
With mortal pain. With bated breath 
We waited tidings morn and night. 
The hope that ’s nursed by strong desire, 
Though shaken often, will not tire. 


And now our sables type, in truth, 
A more than ceremonial pain. 

We send, Court, Cottage, Age, and Youth, 
From open hearts, across the main, 

Our s athy—it never swerved— 

To Wife he loved, to Land he served! 








“WATER, WATER NOWHERE, AND NOT A DROP TO 
DRINK!” 


Ir appears that some six weeks ago several xarer West-End 
tradesmen, finding their supply of water suddenly cease, summoned 
the Grand Junction Waterworks Company for certain 
penalties for the fearful inconvenience to which they had been ex- 
. After six weeks’ delay, the case was heen last week, and 

the following lucid and satisfactory judgment delivered. 
These summonses are taken out under 43rd section of the 
Waterworks Clauses Act, for omitting to supply water to Mr. Jay's 
Mourning Warehouse, where very large — of water must 
of course be in constant requisition. ar so good. But in 1878 
he contracted with the Company to be supplied under 15 & 16 Viet., 
c. 157, s. 49, which was a private Act incorporated with the other 


ns and 





Act. The Act of 1852 had also been in ted with another Act, 
by which og was given by the former Act to make special eon- 
tracts. If the Legislature meant something else, they would 
have mentioned it. The Act of 1852 — section 35 but not 43; 
therefore the Company is liable to the ties im’ by the Act 
eb = Bo they wore ase ee ere eee a + eaten 
ap was given. is sa telligible to every 
consumer of water in the Metropolis, it proves that his brain, 
like much of the water supplied to him, is = Aas as clear as mud. 
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A COMMON SORROW, 
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O FAIR TRADE! 
(Song of a Reciprocity Abdiel. ) 
Arn—“ 0 Fair Dove!” 


Mernovenr the stars on our side did fight, 
anfep eden beneotige 
D OUF t thi . 
In this mad one-si world.” i” 


shot angry scorn ; 
But now, with our brand-new flag half-mast, 
We mourn, and mourn, and mourn. 
O Fair Trade! © Fond Trade ! 
O Trade for Old England best. 
Let me alone, for that dream is flown, 
And my bosom knows not rest. 


James Lowruer stood, with right good will 
Flouting Free Trade alway ; 
I looked for applause, but all was still, 
It is clear that the ery won’t pay. 
I went to hear Lord Ranpoira s . 
But no favouring signs could trace, 

amusement’s smile at the lordling’s cheek 
Hote up ia fhe People’s face. 

O First Love! O Last Love! 

O Love of this True-Blue heart ! 

To think you should come to be called a hum 
When you ’d made so fair a start ! 


Sir Srarry spake behind his hand, 








PROPHETIC. 


VIEW TAKEN OF WHAT THE TeMPLE BAR MEMORIAL WILL PROBABLY BE IN A 
Few Years’ TIME, BY OUR ARTIST, WHO REMEMBERS THE SAD FATE OF 
DEDICATED TO ALDERMAN LUSK AND 


THE STaTVE IN LetcesTER SQuARE. 
THE ART-LOVING PuBLIC OF LONDON GENERALLY. 





His voice was bland and sweet : 
Methought he said, “‘ The crux of Land 
fn Tar Se tee nab teaet 
Of bread that’s dear the Plebs won’t hear ; 
ital 20 Fines, 20 port 
In dwelling more on this old score, 
’Tis only a false start.” 
© Fair Trade! O Fond Trade ! 
heart, of joy forlorn, 


For thy fair ho thus overcast, 
Doth avery mourn, and mourn. 





Two Otp OrrenpEers.—New; 
demned at last! ‘'Oh, Old 
Bailey !” 


and Old Bailey con- 
iley, unfortunate Old 








=z 





A DIP INTO ASIA. 


To get from Samara to the real Asiatic boundary—the Ural River, 
just outside Orenbourg, was a long journey in CaTHeRine’s day, 
and is not made much shorter by the existing railway. The trains 
that run through this reclaimed Steppe country are of the slow 
and sure order, and are easily r: by jocular Tartars on horse- 
— sa Tartar may catch a train, but the train can hardly catch 
a Tartar. 

Orenbourg is unmistakeably a border town, half Russian and half 
oriental. ls stalk with dignity across its sandy plains, ‘and 
minarets relieve the monotony of domes and pear-shaped cupolas 
amongst its temples. Open truck omnibuses, like the Lrish Bianconi 
cars, drive to and from the fair held across the Ural River outside 
the walls, these cars are filled with Khivans, Bokharans, 
Khirghese, Bashkirs, Serts, Khokans, Turcomans, Circassians, 
Cossacks, Russians, and Jews. The fair or market is held in a 


‘* Bazaar” on the Asiatic Steppe or Prairie. This Bazaar is a large re 


square enclosure, like a 7. vincial cattle-market, surrounded 
by rows of dark arches with Bokharan carpets, and other 
Eastern produce, whieh have been brought for thousands of miles 
across the Steppes by caravans of bullocks and camels. These 
arches are like potato-caverns in Covent Garden Market, and as 
you walk round the rough areade which is built in front of them as 
a protection from sun and rain, and ~~ into their gloomy depths, 
you see the dusky faces of men who have peeey zot exchanged the 
calling of brigands for that of merchants, They sell 

or cut your throat with equal pleasure. In the 
forms the centre of the market, standing ankle-deep in animal refuse, 
are horses, mares, donkeys, dromedaries, and camels. 
ment of their almost equals that of twenty-franc 


owners 
speculators on the Paris Bourse, and business is conducted by a 
violent clapping of hands. If the veiled Khirghese women riding on 


camels behind their hooded husbands did not make you feel that you 
have left Europe behind you, you would soon be brought face to to 





with the fact outside the fair. On your road to the land of Mazeppa, 
across the balmy Steppes, you pass thro a Khirghese camp—a 
settlement of bee-hive looking tents, that are pitched upon the black 

and virgin . The butcher’s shop stands by the road-side 
—the wheel-track across the poutiia, It consists of a wooden frame 
not unlike a square gallows, from which bleeding pieces of sheep and 


r ey be 
ted plains of Central a, 


scen' 
untilled acres before you stgetehing tp 
not the only 
Russia 


of India, you wonder why the 








Wart tre Scrray 1sy’t.—A Turkish Firm ‘un. 
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THE ASSTHETE TO THE 
ROSE. 
(By Wildgoose, after Waller.) 


Go, flaunting Rose! 
Tell her that wastes her love 
on thee, 
That she nought knows 
Of the new Cult, Intensity, 
If sweet and fair to her you 
be. 


Tell her that’s young, 
Or who in health and 
takes pride, 
That bards have sung 
Of a new youth—at whose | 
sad side 
Sickness and pallor aye 
abide. 
Small is the worth 
Of Beauty in crude charms 
attired. 
She must shun mirth, 
Have suffered, fruitlessly 
desired, 
And wear no flush by hope 
inspired. 


Then die, that she 
May learn that Death is pass- 
ing fair ; 
May read in thee 
How little of Art’s praise 
they share, 
Who are not sallow, sick, | 
and spare ! 








FAIR AND FASHIONABLE. 


Ly the Guildhall, Plymouth, 
| on Wednesday last week, for 
| the benefit of the South Devon 
| Hospital, the Princess Fre- 
| penica of Hanover opened an 

“Old English Fair.” An ex- 
| periment this, obviously, of 
real Fair Trade. It is re- 
ported to have been highly 
suecessful, 





** BLEss THEE ! 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 51. 





REV. GEORGE GRANVILLE BRADLEY, D.D. 


Taov art TRANSLATED!” 


“THE COMING OF 
ARTHUR.” 


~ He comes indeed, in Ten- 
wyson’s own words, “like a 
modern tleman,” in the 
person of America’s new Pre- 
sident. He comes, too, like 
the blameless king, at a time 
of darkness and pain. Eng- 
land’s best hope for America— 
and for him—is that like the 
Poet’s ‘‘ ideal knight,” 

“Not swaying to that faction or 

to this,’’ 


he may come as a presage of 
purity and a promise of unity 
to the State he is so strangely 
sadly, and unexpectedly called 
upon to sway. 





Bust Up! 


Tue Corporation of the City 
ne ane © 
sit for a bust placed in 
the Guildhall, is rather like 
what Mrs. RamsspoTHam calls 
offering ‘‘a sop to Cerebus.” 
The ration had better 
look sharp about it, or oe 
it will be ‘‘ Bust up”’ itself 
from a design by W. E. G. 
Absit omen ! 





Weare under the impression 
that somewhere or other we 
saw advertised ‘‘ The Com- 
bined Low Water Association.” 
What would their capital be ? 
There’s some tomningss 
> a ae in the title, a 
if such a band of brothers 
doesn’t exist, the sooner the 
idea is acted upon, and the 
Association started the better. 





‘Tue Corton CoRNER.”’— 
In the work-box. 











WESTMINSTER IMPROVEMENT COMMISSION. 


A Merrrne of the fortunate holders of the ~~: securities 
known as Westminster Improvement Commission Bonds was held 
the other day at the Westminster Palace Hotel, Sir Henry ArTHuR 
Hunt, C.B., presidin 
fill up a vacancy. 
ness should have terminated ; but, strange to say, an apparently 
discontented Bondholder was unreasonable enough to actually want 
to know something about the prospects of the Bondholders ! 

Here was a man who, from the mere simple circumstance that 
upon the paltry million of money sunk in the eme, not one 
penny of interest had been paid since 1854, actually only about 
twenty-seven years ago, thought he had some ground of complaint, 
and was entitled to know what had become of his money! But 
the Chairman was equal to the occasion, 
perly, declined to give the information so strangely required. 

He knew his duty too well. ~_ quanhiod to elect a Com- 
missioner, and he (the Chairman ing a Commander of the Bath, 
of course considered a Director ew River Company to be the 
right man for them. He had therefore proposed 
elected him, and the business was at an end. 
fortunate Bondholders, that they actually expressed much dissatis- 
faction at what they so unjustly 
mission. Seereey! When the Chairman had 
plainest ble terms, that they might go and talk to the Clerk, 
if they thought it of any use. 


Should they be so unreasona 
sincerely wishes they may get it. 





of course, very pro- | 


him, they had 
Such is the perversity, apparently, of the nature of some of these 
the secrecy of the Com- 
them, in the 


No doubt im the course of time—say in another twenty-seven 
years, or so—they may probably hope to receive some interest. 
as to expect it earlier, Mr. Punch 


for the purpose of electing a Commissioner to | 


was accordingly done ; and here the busi- | 


| 
| 








WOODCOCK’S PILL. 


“Tax foreign iron, foreign machinery, foreign work, foreign silk, foreign 
calico, foreign linen, foreign wine and beer, foreign luxuries,—in fact, all 
foreign manufactured articles.”—Lord Randolph Churchill at Oldham. 


ALL foreign luxuries, dear Woopcock ? Think, 
And from the sweeping scheme you ’ll surely shrink. 
ae ! Tax! Sole a = all things ill, 

our panacea is a regular pill. 
‘* All manufactured articles.” The phrase 
Applies to ‘‘ foreign work ’’—and foreign plays. 
‘* All (English) work and no (French) play,” alack ! 
Would make a dullish boy of British Jack. 
French novels, too! But Woopcocx’s pride, perchance, 
Abhors the ‘‘ poisonous honey stolen from France.” 
And if you think that from a foreign mart 
All that is French in Literature 
Perchance corrupts their purity and truth 
Who’re not—like you—among our “‘ Golden Youth,” 
Then tax ’em! Tax the novel, picture, play ! 
** Protect” poor lads—our Go! Youth can pay. 
Here ’s ethics in a nutshell; lay a tax on 
All, eve ing, not purely Anglo-Saxon. 
Your polities, dear Lord, are rather fun, 
But as a Moralist you ’re quite A 1. 
One question, though—’tis well to be exact— 
Would you tax all that’s foreign—to the fact ? 





Ir is stated that only four hundred Cedars of Lebanon remain. 
How many were there, and where are the se-ceders ? 
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CONTUMACIOUS. 


Magistrate (in an undertone to his colleague). ‘‘Tats MAN HAS BEEN 80 OFTEN BEFORE US FoR PoACHING, I THINK WE SHOULD FINE 
HIM Five Pounps.” 
Prisoner (overhearing). ‘‘ You NEEDNA PENCH YOURSELVES, GEN'LEMEN !—FOR DEIL A PENNY YE'LL GET!” 














vm , , sending subscriptions of five shillings and upwards for the ‘“‘ Eames 
A GOOD FIFTY YEARS’ WORK. Testimonial Fund " any of the Navy Agents, to Mosers Daum MOND 
° ; » U. BLBO GH, Laq., 1, Mosec 
Firty years ago, if Mr. G. P. R. James’s celebrated ubiquitous ong ‘altort Road pal RS SE. neuer bene = 
“Stranger” had peeped into a room on a second floor in Jermyn | the Fund. ¢ P . 
Street, he might have seen a show of British Admirals calculated to Boe —s 
astonish him, and to make a British schoolboy’s heart beat briskly. 
Haxpy, Coprineton, Yorke, Biackwoop, Keats, Cocxnury, De A LAY FROM THE LANCET. 
SAUMAREZ, ee eee yo ee ger noes ys od = 
names to conjure with amongst s and Britons. 1e Admirals], a , case z 
were not aamembled to consider the hest means for repulsing a new lshts snd Pald hea are beroming common characteris nat only of the 
Armada, but to promote a project of Commander W. H. Drckson’s | as 9 whole. These are the consequences of that hurtful recourse to nin 
(‘bully ” for Dicxsow!) for establishing a school for the sons of the soaps, powders, hair strengtheners and producers and depilatories, which has 
<— a —_ Ce the ) ng any and ee. .- become general of late years." — Lancet. 
n the in the present year, if the same Stranger— é ae ? ' 
“* Strangers” are al Senieviel on well zs ubiquitous—had looked in You were fair till you tried those emulsions and dyes, 
at the Royal Naval School, New Cross, he would have witnessed the Which the chemist and hairdresser offer for sale ; 
satisfactory outcome of the scheme of Commander Dickson, the But, oh! why should you wish to make brighter bright eyes, 
muster of the Admirals, and the patronage of the “Sailor King.” Or to redden a cheek that is perfect when pale ¢ 
He would, in fact, have seen Sir THomas Brassey, M.P., Lord of Don’t you know that those washes and soaps must do harm— 
the Admiralty, distributing prizes to the pupils of the now well- _,That there ’s woe in the compounds that chemists prepare ? 
established Naval School, prizes which, from the number of ‘‘marks”’ F’en the fairest of maidens you ’ll own loses charm, ‘ 
they had totalled, the pu ts would ooo well to have deserved. lid When the hair-wash she uses deprives her of hair ! 
good fifty years’ work has been that of the Royal Naval School, : : 
as all may see who care to overhaul its ‘‘log.” An institution which So po Ay wy: that mudd a eee ‘ 
can show such a record, is worthy of public support. And one man, B _ t 4 ey hye 4 that aive ower 3 
it seems, has taken an active share in the whole of that half century’s 7 we yg sl i » that it la gives us peace, 
labour of love, Mr. AtFrep Eames to wit, who has completed fifty I wile - nan es that It lays —- y- 
yeas in the service of the Institution, during thirty-six of which he “A ——_ t blotohe ro a ye yn 
as been Secretary. Half a century’s loyal labour in an excellent B = ee —) v~ oe pt 
cause would seem to deserve recognition. Sir THomas Brassey, on ut jut a fol — id p ont Sn soap, | 
behalf of the Council, made it in the form of an Illuminated Certifi- And you OUT COMPLERION a5 Seeeh a8 8 Tose | 
cate. Some supporters of the school contemplate something more 
solid in the shape of a Purse, Lovers of England, of the pave and 
of Faithful Service, can hardly do better than help to fill that Purse,| Nor much confidence can be felt in Egyptian Securities when the 
which Mr. Punch hopes will prove a “‘ plumper.” They can do so by! property is in the hands of Suexrr’s Officers. 





‘** Bad complexions, Leney, | and rough skins, deficient eyebrows and eye- 
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FOREIGN WATERING-PLACES. 
(By Dumbo-Crambo, Jun., on Tour.) 





True Vill. 








OND 





Boo-long. 


ON 
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POLICE BULLIES. 


“Three other witnesses were called, lads about the of 
defendant, who all swore that Batis pushed and hustled the 
defendant about, and then, because remonstrated with, used his 
staff.—Mr. Hosacxk said the officer had no right to push people 
about. Half the disturbances and rows arose from errors of this 
kind on the part of the police. He would discharge the de- 
fendant.’’—Standard. 


Pusu him and hustle him, knock him about! 
Lads in these days have no right to be out; 
Leok at him with diabolical frown 


Take out your truncheon and knock the boy down. 


If he should dare at your doings to laugh, 

If he should venture on innocent > 

Out with your staff, though as heavy as lead, 
Like a brave officer breaking his head. 


Hustle the people, and never mind how, 
It is your business to get up a row; 
Policemen are dg, er always to strike, 
Knocking the folks about just as they like. 


Luckily Hosack, that excellent ‘‘ beak,” 
Knowing how needful it was he should speak, 
Straightway proceeded this bully to scrunch, 
Earning thereby the applause of his Punch ! 








A Pipes Professorship. 


Sm Herpert Oaxety, Professor of Music at the 
University of Edinburgh, is to be congratulated on having 
been appointed Composer of Music to Her Masgsty in 

. The musical world, in anticipation of extreme 
enjoyment, awaits a performance of the pibroch which 
he may be expected to have composed in that capacity. Of 
course Her Gracious Masxsty pays the piper. 











HOW TO IMPROVE LONDON.—No. 1. 


PorTLaND Pace. 


Owe of the widest and dreariest thoroughfares in the world—so 
dreary that the hansoms shun it, and the omnibuses wouldn’t be 
seen going through it on any account. With an exception as regards 
the latter means of conveyance. The three-horsed carriage belonging 
to the Metropolitan Railway certainly uses a of it; but only a 
vart. The conveyance starts off fairly enough from the Langham 

otel, as if it intended to gallop straight down to the bottom—to the 
railings keeping the poor old statue in his meee amongst the dusty 
evergreens in the melancholy crescent adjoining the Marylebone 
Road. But the gloom is too much for the railway omnibus, and, after 
travelling in the path of duty about fifty yards, it turns off sharp to 
the right, as if it could s it no longer, and seeks distraction and 
forgetfulness in the homely liveliness of the Portland Road. 

robably it is a feeling of false pride which causes the three- 
horsed carriage to use the Place at all. It wishes to show that it is 
unlike other omnibuses, on account of its connection with the Rail- 
way Company. For this reason the conductor wears the uniform of 
a guard, and through a great deal of ticket-clipping, and the 
driver conceals his native horseyness under a huge red umbrella. 
By this means, and the division of the “insides” into “ First” and 
** Second Class” pomengte— sep Seinen without a difference, 
by the way, is accepted by the ‘‘ insides” with a sort of jocular 
apathy—the idea is fostered that the vehicle is not an omnibus at 

l, but only a train gone down Portland Place. 

As a rule, in this very dull thor e, there are several houses 
to let. The boards 1 lay special stress on 
the encouraging truth to each “‘ desirable family mansion ” 
good stabling is attached. The affiche of the Estate Agent seems to 
say, “‘ Look here, as a favour, do take this se. It is 
stuocoed and old-fashioned, has pokey, low-ceilinged bed rooms, and 
at the back looks ont upon the rear of other houses. But it Aas this 
advan , tt has good stabling attached! So, the moment you are 
once in the place, all you have got to do is to erder out your horses, 
eee ere alle dite, dae teeneceiiege, with 0, huge Yetel 
So, given a wi y, ai , with a huge hote 
at one end, and a broken-hearted uare, in the shape of a crescent, 
at the other,—how to im it? That is the question. Well, 
poet trees, of > 7 ke holes in the oe ——— 
with its dreary flags, introduce planes plars. aving 
got from our foliage a nice cool boulevardy look eles the spot, we 
shall now want a few cafés. Choose two or three at the corners of 


streets running at right angles with the Place. For instance, there 
is one ‘‘ desirable family mansion” about -way down on the 
right, as you look towards the north, which seems admirably adapted 
for such a purpose. It is usually very great in railings indulgin 
freely in chocolate and gold. With a tasteful arrangement o 
chairs, tables, white-aproned waiters, and awnings, this house might 
| be easily converted into a very pleasant café, i > 
Now take the road. It is unnecessarily wide. There is plenty of 
room for flower-beds in the centre, with here and there a pretty 
fountain thrown in. We have now got trees, flowers, sparklin 
| water, and cafés. Of course we want a band. ild a grace 
| kiosk in the centre of the Place, hang it with coloured lamps, and 
| there you are, don’t you know? Music from 12 to 2 in the morning, 
|and 6 to 8 in the evening. Police in attendance to filter the crowd. 
Our dreary thoroughfare will be now becoming quite lively, but 
still our task is only half done. We look North and South. North 
desolate square in the shape of a crescent (I like the Irishism) and 
South, big hotel. Well, of course, the crescent railings must come 
down, and the poor old statue must be moved elsewhere, and new 
shrubs must be planted. A deal might be done too with a squirrel 
or so, and a few peacocks. Then make some paths, and erect several 
little open-air theatres, just to amuse the childre 





| 


n—on the Law of 
the Champs Elysées. Plenty of seats, a tunnel under the Marylebone 
Road. into t’s Park, and an artificial waterfall. So much for 


the square. Now for the big hotel. 

Of course—only one thing to be done. Pull the Langham down ! 
| Drive Portland Place straight through it into Oxford Street, and 
|come to a full stop at Hanover Square. That melancholy garden 
| should be treated like the lonely crescent. Foolish old statue carted 
_ away, railings levelled, and cascade er facing North now i 
jof South, Squirrels, peacocks, and thédtres ] as before. 
| Flags and floral decorations, when a fashionable wedding is cele- 
brated at St. George’s Church hard by. On these festive occasions 

Hanover Square would haye quite a little holiday. 
| By this time, Portland Place will have so greatly improved, that 
| further alteration will be scarcely necessary. Stop though, I have 
| forgotten one little detail. While we are about it, we might carry 
the plan a step further, and rebuild all the houses! Of course, my 
ideas might cost a trifle, but so does aes improvement. In this 
| ease too, the improvements might turn out profitable investments. 
| For instanee, numbers of pounds (in the course of years) might be 











realised with the Band alone, by the sale of penny programmes ! 
And with this practical suggestion (for I_am nothing if not 

practical) I to inscribe my a London Fairy (as the cabmen 

call me) or rather, Tue Pexti-Pareric. 





@@ To Cozansrompawts — The Editor does net hoid himasl/ bound lo acknowlulge. return, er pay for Contrvindsons, In ne cass cam these be returned wnless accompanied by 6 
amped and dirccied ervelope Copies should be ken 
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OUR ARTIST’S IDEA OF “THE PIPES PROFESSOR,’’— 
SCOTLAND. 





A BALLAD OF BALHAM. 


A ‘‘ BURGLARY seare”’ say the papers, we dream about thieves in the night, 
And wake at the slightest of noises, and listen perchanee in affright ; 

We think of bad men with dark lanterns, who come when there isn’t a moon, 
To piek up a watch or a necklace, and pocket a fork or a spoon. 


Yes, this is the burglary season, we look out revolvers and knives, 

And sleep with guns under our pillows, contriving to frighten our wives ; 

And when the poor P’liceman comes round, to try doors and to look at our locks, 
We give him some five or six bullets, which cause a succession of shocks. 


For this was the plan of one Kresy, who lives in the Endlesham Road, 

At Balham. P’licemen went near, and brave Krzr proceeded to load, 
And aimed at the men he thought burglars, but K. was a very bad shot, 

Or the P’lieemen, as folks say in slang, would have caught it uncommonly hot. 


“There are thieves im the house,” said the P’lice, and rushed in on that terrible 


night, 

And they met the redoubtable Krrny defending the very first flight 

Of his stairs; “‘There’s the burglar!’ they cried, and the truncheon came 
down on his head, 

And inflicted a wound on his scalp, so that K. had been better in bed. 


We are told “‘ explanations ensued,”’ which to all must have been a relief, 
While the Doctor bound up Kinsy’s head, as he showed that he wasn’t a thief: 
And the P’licemen, vavenlte g their numbers, soon proved that they came to 


protect, 
And rejoiced that the ready revolver had not had its proper effect. 


Good folks from this Ballad of Balham may all take a lesson to-day, 

’t shoot at strange men in your gardens in such a promiscuous way ; 
And, Constables, pray. B ac be careful, when householders get out of 
Don’t treat them like Krnpy of Balham, and break their respectable heads ! 








Lorp Hanrtrretor, having promised to preside at the annual dinner of 
the Yeovil 5, CR Society, Nov. 4th, has naturally made this mem. in his 
Diary: “ W. E. G., Leeds ;—Myself to follow.” 





| Exus. 


IN THE PEACOCK ROOM:' 
A Variation. 
Hen blue-green dress on the grey-blue floor 
Lay in folds all tumbled and hilly, 
Like the waves that break Pe smenth sea-shore, 
the crumpled leaves A 4 ting lily 
the rain-drops beat and the wind blows chilly, 
And we dawdle indoors and yote it a bore. 


Her carle fal) on tho bleak only shale 
seaweed tangles curtain the rock 
Or the skeleton-key as it slips from the loek 


When over the eoal-pan, left on the \ 
The burglar stumbles—hearing him swear 

You would say that his shin had received a shock ! 
And she poured it forth from a grey-brown pot 
mz .. 8 bevwa-grese stream, and o of the A 


, because it was hot ; 
And she whlaper be as she lifted it up, 
be blues—if it is but a sup— 


You will it green, if you know what's what!” 





— 


ANYTHING FOR A CHANGE. 


GENTLEMAN, who has no further use for them, is 

with, as soon as possible, a couple of 
ped Dalmatian Rattlesnakes (rattles in ex- 
fae, and not irritable by daylight. 


A sigh og 
- rin 
cellent condition). Quite 
Can be seen at neigh 
take in ey SE ng 
best Sticking r, or Three 
No objection to small Permanent 
Tommy, Hospital for Incurables. 
ANTED, in exchange for a handsomely finished set of 
Early English Ninepins (genuine Lowther . wi 
ith Crew, Captain, full bees Tend ond P vishons for Tires 
with Crew, . full et rov ti 
Months, all in perfect condition. No Agents.—Enclose dhove 
stamps as guarantee, to Lirr_z Boovs, P.0., Brixton Rise. 


RAt OPPORTUNITY. — Powerfully built, useful, 
black bay Cob for Sale. Could be 
used in omnibus or entered for next Derby. Took part in the 
original Charge of the Light Brigade. Long experience since 
in first-class hearse business. Removable tail. Is circus-trained, 
and waltzes in harmess when required. Finds its own 
and can run dark ; and thoroughly understands being * got at.’ 
Would be exchanged for a decent quantity of Petroleum. 
N.B.—Invaluable to Restaurant in improving neighbourhood.— 
Address, Honos, Jockeying Club, Screw Market. 


Gat BARGAIN. —Piano by Orammer & Co. 
upright instrument, merely a little overstrung. 
change of air. Having a double chegue action, ofers grand 
chance to young without capital. Keyboard missing, 
but can be played with equal effect asaharp. Might be ma 
useful by an enterprising Fuectrie Telegraph or Hair-Brushing 
Company. Only parted with by owner on his receiving a 
sentence of five-and-twenty years’ penal servitude. Lowest 
price, £80, of which £79 15s. could stand over indefinitely, at 
sixteen per cent. Gilad to hear from Chapel of a Lunatic 
Asylum.—Jemmy, Mucical Department, Portland Roads. 


‘olice Court. Advertiser would 
any well-known Antidote, Ton of 
Months’ Medical Attendance. 
Annuity.—Direct to Tnustine 


Fine 
Wants 





THE INFANCY OF MUSIC. 
(Ode and Paid to the Pipes Professor.) 


Whew Music, Heavenly Maid, was young, 
With nerves that were not finely strung, 
She dey od a fearful bag of tricks, 
Like awful haggis stuck on sticks. 
The sticks she pierced with piping holes, 

nd blew like bellows ng coals, 
The sound produced (we don’t abuse her), 
Was worse than ish Corna Musa. 
Such pipes though framed the Scotch to please, 
Are not the savage pipes of peace. 





Atprrman Extuts, since he 


became Mayor 
is quite another man, in fact, he’s 


Lord 
** Bomeb sy 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


Jones. “1 wii!” 








TALES BY A STOUT TRAVELLER.—No. 2. 


A Wart at WI-mrnetoyr. 


“Puew!” I exclaimed, as, overcome by excessive heat, and somewhat 
tired, I lounged in the verandah of an hotel down South. 

‘“* What the blank do you mean by ‘ phew!’” exclaimed my next neighbour 
seated about six yards from me, and whom, up to that moment, I had imagined 
to have been one. nee 

I made no reply to his query, not feeling inclined for conversation. I was 
weary, having been travelling all night. a : : 

After a few moments’ silence, my companion raised himself from the crouch- 
ing position he had hitherto occupied in a rocking-chair, and, having indul 
in a stretch and a yawn, himself towards me, and again deman 
‘‘ what the blank I meant by ‘ phew!’” * 

‘* Blank” is not the expression he used: cela va sans dire. I replied, “ I merely 
meant that it is very hot.” I spoke in a bland and conciliatory half-sleepy tone. 


“Hot!” he added. “That’sso. It’s as hot as——.” Well, you see what 
sort of man he was, ard can imagine his simile. _ 
I have stated that I had adopted towards my interrogator a bland and con- 


| ciliatory tone, and I had my reasons for doing so, as, during the time he 
eceupied in rousing himself, I had ample opportunity to discover that he was 
| not only what is politely termed in America inebriate, but of most repulsive, 
7 appearance. : 
e was short, crooked, and had a clump foot, which he evidently was anxious 
| to conceal, for he sat with it doubled er him; one arm was withered, and 
he had the ugliest one-eyed face I ever beheld, to which one bushy eyebrow, 
laced, by a law of com ion, over his sightless orb, gave an expression 
rdering on Satanic; in fact, his whole appearance savoured, as did his 
language, closely of the diabolical. I shuddered as I contemplated him, and 
started when, after a pause, he si ed me to draw my chair more closely to his. 
_ I can’t say whether I was fascinated or afraid. I think it was the latter 
feeling that influenced me as I obeyed his monition. He then said, inquiringly, 
** Stranger ?” 














I assented. 

‘* Britisher ?” he continued. 

** Yes,” I replied, more boldly, as the Civis Romanus 
feeling came over me. : 

** Ah! thought as much,” he replied, in the moody tone 


of a savage despot divided in his mind as to whether he 
would kill a captive at once, or torture him slowly to 
death. ‘‘ Wall,” he continued, “you can’t help that; 


but look it here, I hate you all!” and 
with his eyebrow. 

I think I was going to offer him an - for the 
accident of my birth, when he continued, ‘‘I like the 
look of you though, and I ’ll give you a drink.” 

I smiled feebly as he drew from his pocket a small 
bottle, which he handed to me, but wi at once, 
evidently from a sense of politeness, and an 
he ought to inspire confidence by drinking first. ith 
this view he raised the bottle to his lips, and drained it. 

**Run out!’’ he observed, as he replaced the bottle 
in his coat-pocket, an action which enabled me to see 
that he had a revolver in the pocket made, ing to 
the custom of the country, to carry that weapon at the 
back of his pants. ’ 

Thereupon I rose from my chair and muttered some 
Sears Semen sheet — of which meal, or the 
apology for it, alre partaken. 

“‘ Breakfast be eternally loet !” he exclaimed, only he 
put it more tersely. ** You have had it, I saw you at it 
when I came in ;” and as he spoke he laid his hand on 
my arm and forced me down into my again with 
the force and grip of a gorilla. 

What was to be done? I could not grapple with him 
for he was as powerful in orem oe in e: an 
besides he carried a formidable bludgeon ; I could not 
fly, he had a revolver in his pants, the contents of which 
I felt certain he would dise at me if I attempted 
a retreat however speedy. Yet forall this he was only 
a small, elderly cripple, amin whom it would have been 
ignominious to or aid; besides, I no ¢ to 
bring against him, except that his looks frightened me, 
which would‘have been a ag-t ission. More- 
over, I felt convinced that on my slightest attempt to 
raise an alarm, the revolver would have done its fatal 
work long before assistance could have reached me. So 
I resolved to remain passive, and was subsequently 
convinced of the wisdom of this decision. At one time 
I had an idea of appealing to the rs-by, who were 
frequent and numerous. The went on their way 
however, with hurried step and averted gaze, in spite of 
the vociferous attempts on the part of my new acquaint- 
ance to attract their attention. In vain he ed to 
one most disreputable-looking person, ‘‘ Look it here 
Sam, I’m out, that’s a fact!” and to another, “ Srias |! 
you derned old beat, I’ll stand a drink,” and so on 
shouting to one, whistling to another, all in vain, till 
after a few more ineffectual attempts of this kind, he 
turned on me with an air of sa satisfaction, as much 
as to say, “I’ve got you, anyhow,” and then said, 
‘* Have you remarked how them cusses, all my intimate 
friends, have passed by without noticing me ? ' fi 

I said “ Have they?” as though I not noticed 
their behaviour. 

““* Have they!’” he replied, as he took out his 
revolver, and eyed it. ‘‘‘ Have they!’” he continued. 
‘* What do you mean by ‘ Have they?’ Of course they 
have!” 

I was framing a reply suitable to the occasion when, 
replacing his revolver, he said, “ ’s so; but never 
mind, I like you, and we’ll have a drink.” With 
these words, he proceeded to draw another bottle from 
another pocket. t felt relieved, for a glance at it satisfied 
me that it did not contain drink. It was of the size and 
form of those green glass bottles in which capers or hot 
pickles are usually enclosed. co see, moreover, 
that it contained some black objects. : 

As my friend gazed at it, he laughed in a low, 
chuckling tone, and was about to replace it in 
pocket when, as though by a sudden ae. he 
h 


he glared at me 





thrust the bottle into my hand, and said, ‘‘ Keep ’em— 
they ’re precious.” we F . ce 
Certainly, if you wish it,” I said, ocently. “You 


But what are 
es!” he exclaimed ; 
and down as though worked mechanically. 
derned! No—snakes—vipers! Ah! and deadly ones, 
too. No man ever survived ten minutes after a bite 
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A BULL- 


FIGHT. 








from one of them critters. I’ve tried ’em on one or two. 
precious hard to take alive. They’re yours—take ’em. 
give ’em to every one. I like the looks of you.” 

I said, ‘* Oh, if they ’re so precious, I will not deprive re aes 

He interrupted me violently, ‘‘ Keep ’em ; not in your hind pocket 
—they might get out. Carry them in your vest, and then you can 
keep your eye on them. But take ’em you shall.” 

Trembling, I made an attempt to grasp the buttle. 


(To be continued. ) 


They ’re 
I wouldn’t 


” 








| 


when 
“They must | 
be expensive,” she adds, in a letter to her Niece; “ because, when I | 


Mrs. Ramsporuam thinks the greatest luxury at dinner is, 
they ’re in season, to have a dish of Plumber’s Eggs. 


mentioned my taste to Mr. Wacstarre, he informed me these| 

Plumber’s Eger came from a long way off, being ppenaly found 
u the Glaziers of the Swiss Mountains, being laid by the sea- 

birds (a sort of duck) that stay at home with their Mére de Glass.” 


THE HERRING HARVEST. 


* About 100 boats entered Whitby Harbour the other day with catches of 
herrings ranging from 6000 to 40,000 per boat. The tvtal quantity was 
enormous, special trains had to be put on to get it away.’’—Standard. 


Ou, merry is the herring that swims within the sea, 

And it is the Whitby lad that brings the fish to me; 

He sails from off a stormy coast where ancient legends say 

The sea-birds dip their wings above Saint Hilda's shrine each day ; 
He battles with the fierce north wi 


wind, and with the restless foam, 
And dares a till he brings the herring home ! 
Oh, dainty is the herring that lies upon the dish, 

When res the : owns itis very weleome o; 

or a man surely thank his host, 

And well Gassick; Ghacts taow the Vieaher’s 00 on tetas, 

A health then to the Yorkshiremen who sail from Whitby Pier, 
And may their harvest of the sea be plentiful this year. 
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ON BOARD THE “ AMARINTHA.” 


We havo hauled up our peak, we have squared our halliards, we 
have taken in taykel, we have hauled up the stay-sail. We fly 
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| exuberant wave. 


along, we don’t use the spinnaker, the hatches are battened down, | 


the tiller holds on by 
mackintosh 


the tiller is tied with a rope, and the man at 
another rope. Hatiswer, wrapped up in patent d 
and with a sou’ wester tied over his ears, is curled up on the taffrai 
examining the waves through his Boxsyr, in an entirely 
fresh suit, consisting of a rough pilot coat, an oilskin hat, and a pair 
of seven-leagued boots reaching up over his knees, reminds me of 
the theatrics it of “ Mr. -80 as Will Watch, the Bold 
Smuggler,’ only without the belt pistols, tho he might have 
easily stowed these away under his capacious pilot-jacket ; while 
CoLitns, whose complexion at this moment has assu the faint 
tint of a Spanish olive that has been some time out of bottle, might, 
on account of his limp and dejected appearance, be taken for a 
whom the Bold Buceaneer, sailing under the burgee of the 
head and Cross-bones, is conveying to a secret cavern in some distant 
Pirate’s Isle, with a view to a subsequent ransom being offered by the 
Composer’s “‘ friends at a distance,” who under these circumstances 
wi ald be ‘‘ requested to take notice,” and stump up. Were this really 
the case, I fancy the Buccaneer’s speculation would be a bad one. 

With every button of my Ulster doing its duty, my collar turned 
up, and my deerstalker pressed tightly down, I defy the elements, 
stand by a bulwark, and keep a firm grip on the rigging. 

Here ’s a wave ing—up we go—down we go. Here ’s another 
bigger than the first— Avot though we dodge, and though, 
without daring to let go of my rope, I as much as I possibly can 
of myself hidden for a behind the bulwark, it bursts over us 
with the force of a small waterspout, and we are ing ves 
like Newfoundland dogs after a bath, and laughing, to show what 
careless, hardy, , devil-may-care Rovers we all are—all exce 
the Composer, who takes what he gets of his ducking with the utterly 
resigned air of a man who has given up all hope, pr | to whom I quote 
the Shakspearian line, ‘‘ Let Her himself do what he may, 
The ’’—— when he stops me with a sad reproachful look, which 
lasts but the space of a flash of summer lig htning, and then his eyes 
resume the fixed, vaeant stare of one of me Tvssavp’s life-like 
effigies in wax, to which, on the whole, in colour and rigidity of 
position, he beats a striking resemblance. 

Waves come at us from every direction. There are a lot of waves 
going, as it were, the wrong way ; these, coming into sharp collision 
with others going the right way, jump up, flood the deck, wet the 
Composer's shoes—(he has twice tried to tuck his feet in under the 
chair, but the water ‘made for them” with malice af ht, run- 
ning in at them each time as a cat might after a mouse, and so he 
has given up even this slight attempt at making himself comfortable), 
—and then rush out tumultuously at the open seuppers. 

Personally, I am glad of the wind and wetting; it keeps me 
fresh—and well. I think 1’m well. The excitement of this ocean 
steeple-ehase—the ship being the sea-horse, and taking all its fences 
magnificently—prevents my pees @y decided qualmishness, 
and I exclaim aloud, ‘ Ah! this is indeed enjoyable ! ”’ 

““Ten’t it?” cries the Dean. 

“ Delightful!” says Harswer, politely nodding his approval of 
the sea’s proceedings up to this point. 

‘Capital fun!’ seems 


to shout, by way of re- 


turning our ecompli- 
ments, the bi t wave 
we ’ve yet had,—a wave 


that staggers us all, 
causing me to lose my 
rope, when I am swun 

forcibly round, and find 
myself sprawling over 


skylight. 


the 





** Luncheon!” 


| Diagram showing relative positions of Yacht, 

| Table, and Ourselves. (Yacht looks a little too 

| ike @ tee-to-tum, but the intention is clear.) 

| A.A. Yaeht. B.B. Ourselves and swing-table. 
C.C.C. Evident. 


Can I? or ean’t I? 


see-sawing. 


morning ; and won't everything be 
- the Composer says, shortly and decisively, 


] shan’t come down, 
Dean’s hearty in 
** Shall I send you a sandwich and 


in answer to the 





and guarding his head as if expecting some practical joke from an 
The Composer nods assent. 

I am hungry, and a yacht’s cabin is not like a steamboat’s 
saloon. I will risk it; and, after a cheerful nod to CuLLins. 
intended in a charitable spirit to impress him with the notion of 
how very well J am, I watch my opportunity, make a fairly good 
shot for the opening, and descend back . My sea-conscience 


| says, ‘‘ Are you doing the right thing?” Ihave my doubts. I fall 


bere 





| 
| 


| 
| 


Shall 1? or shan’t I? | to the ham, and 
I | from side to side. f 
am all right on deck— | which I take kneeling, as though I were a Jacobite 
couldn’t be better. But| king over the water,” and then feeling tha 
to go below—is it not as below will settle, or rather unsettle me eff 

it were to tempt Provi- | dash for where I 

| dence? ‘Will not the cabin be stuffy? It has been shut up all the | to the right, stagger to the left, 


| 


ae of brandy-and-water on | panion-rail 
deck?” asks HartsHER, very cautiously descending the Companion, which has 


against two wrong doors, then reel into the cabin. 

The Steward is there, all sideways, with a tray, apparently making 
a violent but vain effort to walk up a hill; the Dean is there, slant- 
ing in a totally different direction; HatsnHEr is standing up at 
what was a sober, sensible table, but which is now only an intoxicated 
eccentricity, sloping downwards, and doing its best to shake every- 
thing off on to eabin floor. 

The piano is going up in the air, the chairs are dancing—I don’t 
know which way to go—I grasp at nothing in the air like an after- 
inner Macbeth seeing several daggers—and, worst of all, there’s the 
whole scene before me repeated in the looking-glass, where the muddle 
seems to be made twenty times worse. Oh, dear! now there are two 
Hatsnenrs struggling with ham, and two Stewards going up hills 
with brandies and sodas on trays, and two Deans rolling about with 
loaves of bread, and an awful figure, with staring eyes, yellow face, 
and pong hair, peering a strong family likeness to myself, but 
a y suggestive of what my appearance might be after a few 
years of life as a bushranger,—and before I have recovered from 
the shock which the mirror’s reflection of myself has given me, some- 
one or something —I fancy at the moment it’s a chair—hands me 
a plateful of ham and some bread, when, all at once, I am seized 





>» ie 
In a Gale.—Tacking for Mustard, 


with an uncontrollable yearning for mustard, and I say,‘‘ Ill come 
for it,’’? meaning the mustard-pot,—when, in making one step to the 
right towards the table, | find myself shot off by some invisible force 
in exactly the opposite direction, where I arrive, in an attitude of 
supplication, clutching the edge of the sofa with one hand and savin 
my plate with the other. Then I pause for breathing time, and all 
notice is that the Steward is still vainly toiling up hill with the same 
brandy and soda ona —, which he is weit y trying to deliver to 
Harisuer, who seems as far off as ever. f f 

I get on to my knees, and collect my food. I am still determined 
as to mustard. The Dean’s voice—I only see a shadowy form of 
him, with an uncertain outline, in the glass—says, ‘‘ Here it is!” 
and on all fours 1 make for the direction whence the voice pro- 
ceeded, leaving my plate on the floor. Somehow, HattsHer hands 
me the mustard—that is, I am suddenly thrown forward with a 
lurch to receive it, and find myself ona level with HattsHEn’s hand 
in which is the mustard-pot. The Steward is slanting backwards 


“- 


the topof the state-cabin | on bis heéls, engaged, apparently, in a frantic struggle with a eup- 


board. A minute more of this topsy-turveydom, and it will be all 

he Steward has crept | over with me. Happy Thought.—Champagne|! glass! 
up the Companion, and| The Dean, who seems to be rolling about the place, gon me the 
Steward’s head, | echampagne,—I think it’s the Dean who does this, though the Steward’s 


coming out, announces legs are mixed up with it somehow,—but anyhow I know it isn’t 


HarisHer, as he appears to be “' setting,” as they say in qua 
fe and his vis-d-vis are doing an eccentric dance 

1 just see this, as I drink off a om ‘ 
P the 


think the door is, bum: inst the side, 
fall cidewaye Seen recess where the 

water-proofs ought to be, stagger out of this, go head foremost against 
a side cabin-door which doesn't yield te pressure (thank goodness !) 
then fall baek on the second step of the So the com- 
dash up the stairs—bang my against the dover 

been shut down, ejaculate forcibly, struggle to remove 
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i 1 out on deck, 1 » Basp, regain 
enh mf ee eg my spe ROBERT AT THE SEASIDE 
ow 


do I f ? I think I’m all right. I question 
ther t an . f spending my long Wacation of a fortnite at Northgate. 








whether taking just that extra inch of ham was quite judicious, but 


I’ve bin 
the cham e, coupled with my determination to come on deck,| Northgate’sa nice quiet place, Northgate is, tho’ it quite fails in 
if No more qualms—a magnificent 


saved me, Another five minutes that constitoots reel injo tat the sea-side, such as 
wave is coming full at us! I will not duck my head! Prepare to N and Minsterels all that. 

receive wave! Shoulder arms! Present! Water!! Bang!!! It’s a place for weather, for it generally blows hard at 
Delicious! Delightful! I am a giant refreshed with salt water! | Northgate, and wen it doesn’t blow hard it rains hard, which makes 
And—which is everything to me—I am warm and comfortable, an change, is wot we to the sea-side for. 
effect that I feel is entirely due to that one glass of Pommery! If} I for the place is full 
challenged to make another rhyme, I would sing the praises of that | ¢ all the seats on the Prade 
‘glorious vintage of cham ”’ as a certain remedy for mal de : 
mer. 1 will tell this to the poser. It will dohim good. Where te cases there, and you 
is he? There is the vacant chair. Has he—while we ’ve been carous- *em, 

ing below—has he been washed overboard at last? The man at the 
helm will know. He says that the Gentleman didn’t feel quite right 


—he has below. 
So the day wears on. Rougher and rougher—and always more or 
less within sight of Ailsa Craig, covered with seabirds, like white 
pocket-handkerchiefs spread out to dry. 

Arran in view. Comparatively still water. I descend to see after 
Cutts. I find him behind the cabin-door. Better in colour and 
general tone: but inclined to take a di ent view of the future. 

He freshens up: and when we are once more anchored stem and 
stern in La Bay, he is as ready for dinner as the rest of us. — 

We notice that he is more amenable, and Jess grumpy. He is u 
almost cheerful, and very nearly polite, if not absolutely ¢onsiderate. 

He does not feel up to music, so we sit silently enjoying the calm Moddels goes and e Sea, and 
beantieg of a moonlight night in Lamlash Bay, onl then turn in. | the Seulpchers pen te Peer, and Sores note to divert their 

tired. teresting studd y on’em passes 
“Tsay,” obseneat my “‘stable companion,” as he sits by the side of y meditating among the Bathing es. 
his berth, en déshabillé, rubbing his knees thoughtfully, ‘ I say——” his , it’s the Sculpchers as 
I am all attention. d to pay for their ls, 80 they comes 
‘* Youre going away after a week of it, ain’t you?” for nothink. 
I sincerely regret to say I am. In fact I must. 
‘* T shall go with you,” he says. . 
I point out to him that this course will be most rash ; that he is 
throwing away six weeks of pleasure because he has had one day’s 
bad experience : I assure him that he will get more and more accus- 
tomed to it as he goes on: I remind him that Nexson was always ill,— 
‘at starting” I add emphatically, foreseeing his objection to the emi- . : , 
nent example asa case in point of not having got over it: and I finish Lad pose theirselves on such things 
with, heartily, ‘‘ You stick to the ship, and you won’t be ill again!” I - 1 Swell say that wot with them 

| ‘* Ah!” he exclaims, with a dissatisfied air, “‘ I don’t so much mind was as good as a Burlesk ! 

| being ill; but——” and here, in his classic costume, he climbs into ‘ Bre have, just opposite the 
his berth, and shivers. r ; the wind is South or 

“You don’t mind being ill!” I repeat, astonished. ‘But—shat ?” ’ hen its Kast we smells 

“* Well, I don’t mind so much being ill,’’—he returns, in a tone of 
most intense annoyance,—‘‘ but everything’s so damp !” 

I have no answer to this. Our conversation 4 He is right ; weed. 
there is a good deal of dampness about, specially in the berths. The] a respeckabel man and the Stoker on our 
things have a way of clinging affectionately to you, and you do feel fond of nussing our little children that 
strongly inclined to find fault with somebod for their not having ; a. eir gratest treat is to 
been poe | aired. But I say to him, “ ion’t it often the same stand on the ingin when they are 
at the sea-side ?” the sea breezes. 

*‘ Not exactly the same,” the Composer replies, discontentedly, as 
he turns his face to the wall, and in a few minutes we are 
sweetly asleep in the utter calm of Lamlash Bay. 





LEEDS AND LEADS. 
(Cross Questions Concerning the Coming Speech.) 
By aw Expecrant Liperat. 

Waar will he say? ‘Will he smash the Fair Traders? 
Denounce, and su how to stop, the dark deeds 

Wis taogat’ Ya paies Canedilinn Eoredare 

o knows 0 re on invaders, 

We wait for the lead of our Leader at Leeds. 


By a Warcnrvt Tory. 


What will he yn Oh, we know he can stump it, 
But at quiet rubbers he seldom succeeds. 

He’s a voluble Fox,—and no mateh for a dumb Prrr. 

Whatever his ecard, we must manage to trump it, 
But wait to find out what he leads with at Leeds. 





Fire-Water. 


Gopatmine has achieved a triumph. Its fireworks are water- 
works, and the little town is electrically lighted by oy 

How do you do it?” inquired a simple stranger. The Godal- 
minger took him down to the water’s edge and fully answered the 
question by saying, as he pointed to the river, “‘ That is the Wey.” 
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A ROMANCE IN 
CHAPTER I. 


Tae First Time George AND MARY MET WAs AT Mrs. Drxon’s | 
AN oLD GENTLEMAN WAS FISHING, | 


Gahpven-Party, aT Porney. 


ALL SHE SAID Was, “‘HE DOESN'T SEEM TO BE CATCHING ANY 
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TWO CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER II, 
TakIR NEXT MEETING WAS AT THE SAME PLACE, UNDER THE 


SAME CIRCUMSTANCES, THE SAME OLD GENTLEMAN WAS FISHING. 
‘*HE DOESN'T SEEM TO BE CATCHING ANY FisH,” sap GEORGE. 











Fisn.” GEORGE ONLY ANSWERED, ‘‘ TRUE HAPPINESS LIES IN | ‘‘ TRUE HAPPINESS LIES IN ANTICIPATION,” SAID Mary. ‘‘ WHAT 
ANTICIPATION.” SHE THOUGHT HE MUST HAVE AN ORIGINAL| AN ORIGINAL MIND!” THOUGHT GEORGE, AND HE FELL IN LOVE 
MIND, AND SECRETLY LOVED HIM. WITH HER. { They are now Married / 
AN NEQUAL MATCH. 
Constable A 1 speaks up— 
‘Not a happy lot?” You've hit it, But a “‘ Bobby ”—that, ¢ course, is | Smooth and clear the cracksman's task is, 


Mister Grieeart, to a T. 
Parties chaff the Force, and skit it, 
Picter it all Cooks and spree. 
Pantermimes are most ’alf “* Bobby,” 
But in days of cultchered crime, 
Polished Pigs gs, and burglars nobby, 
Our life ain't no pantermime. 


Burglars—not pertikler 
‘Ave the pull of us too mu 

If you go and plant a sentry, 
Wy, you rig the man as such. 

Musket. side-arms,—very proper. 
If so be there ’s mischief out, 

On that same he ’ll put a stopper, 
Sharp and suddent, there ’s no doubt. | 


All that’s wan 


Quite another it yo of shoes ; : 
for the Force is 
Somethink good to numb and bruise. 
So you arm Awn with a truncheon, 
At close quarters no bad tool 
Burglar’s nob to land a punch on, 
Or a rough’s hot spite to cool. 


Jemmy, knife, or knuckle-duster 
Hand-to-hand I do not shirk ; 
Keep a head, and do not fluste ar, 
And the truncheon does its work. 
But the pistol is yer master, 
’Tisn’t always thieves will close, 
And a bullet travels faster, 
Than the nimblest Peeler’s toes. 


Heaps of Colts in every shop, 
And no questions ! Wot 1 as 
How his game fe! ’re goin’ S a P 
Taint for me to solver 
Of law-posers, but if you, 
Leave Flash Jom his smart revolver, 
’Ow about us chaps in blue? 


We've to tackle him, that ’s dooty— 
Sometimes one ’gainst two or more — 
Say we nabs him with his boo ty 
Out he ~“* his neat small-bore.! 
Down him ? that Blue’s but shirky 
Who won’t rine "for an arrest ; : 
But a chap feels none too spirky, 
With a bullet in his breast. 





You don’t arm him with a candle, Don’t seem a fair match, percisely, Beaks and big-wigs, ’ere’s the question ! 
Neither pop into his fist Staff six-shooter. No! ’Tisn’t for such ch chaps as us, 

Righteen inches of mop-handle, | Says the Public.—p’rhaps quite wisely, For to offer a suggestion, 

heft and Murder to resist. Armi bies is no go. We don’t want to raise no fuss. ° 

He’s a soger—he is, bless ’im! Very well then, Gents. A1 is Bar his Colt, there’s t alarming, 
And you’re careful, offly so, Quite agreeable ; but when we To a man, in B I™, 

’Ow you arm "ow you ‘im, Are made targets of, the fun is But if us you can’t aruing, 
Lest that he should come to wo. Somethink as I don’t quite see. ’Ow about dis-arming him 








Mrs. Ramssormam says her Nephew Joun is quite a tooteetaller 


| now, and drinks nothing but ‘‘ overrated waters.’ 





A GREEN spot in Westminster Abbey is wherever you see a Country 


Cousin with a little Verger. 
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1.—A Certiticated Teacher will have an opportunity of 
defending himself, with respect to conduct com- 
plained of. 





3.— Arrangements 
will be made for 
the provision of 
an efficient teach- 





ing Staff. 4.—The three R's will form the basis o 











THE & EDUCATION CODE. 


imbo Junior. 



































2.—Stipendiary Monitors 
will no longer be rétog- 
nised (presumably after 


the “o 


’ ve. 


ferred to in No. 1). 





f instruction. 











A DIP INTO ASIA. 





Arter driving about forty miles across the Steppes, you come to the place 
where the Mazeppa family have settled down as buyers, sellers, and breeders 
of horses, The beep wre Nar fine language, might be called anoasis. A bun- 


galow residence, well 
of Noah’s Ark; a river for boating ; a cook who 


Turcoman horses; a farm of many acres, three or 


ed with Russian luxuries ; a farm-yard suggestive 


erstands sauces; a well- 
arranged stable containing noble specimens of the best English, Russian, and 


four hundred 


Tartar and 


Russian servants ; a drove of a thousand wild horses; and abeut a hundred 


thousand acres of rich ture land, constitute the oasis. 
stoee-aie at luncheon. In Russia it is advisable to 


charmin the 
= g except ca 


w the line at cabbage-pie. Like history, it repeats itself. 
are as full of flies as the inside of a sugar-cask. Kussian servants of the con- 
fidential class will amuse the a Sppapent traveller, While waiting at table they 

e beha 


ang loudly at every jok: 


ve like a mixture of Figaro 


Ever 


The bedrooms 


and Pierrot. 


bout ten miles in the Asiatic Steppe beyond the Mazeppa oasis, is the settle- 
ment of a rich Khirghese chieftain, perhaps one of the largest horse-dealers in 
this very horsey country. His tents lie at the foot of some slopes or hills that 
are rather estive of Dorsetshire. He has his own mosque on the estate, his 
own priest, two imitation Russian houses, which he has had built from his 


own design. Between them is an elaborate Russian 


nowhere. He is a ‘‘ travelled man,” and has been to 


is a fat, jolly li 
oon ae pan 





ateway, which leads to 
¢ ‘ Khiva, khara, Afghan- 
istan, Constantinople, and Meeca, He advances to receive you at the head of 
household, sceompanied by his priest, who is a rather artful-looking Tartar. 
ie man, and, like most of the Khirghese, has a Chinese 
E J ucts you to one of the houses. You enter a room which 
little furniture beyond \guntaloens from the Koran over the door, 
ou in the centre of 
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and Turcoman 
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bones of dead wolves 
prow! over this Go 
stampede around A wild horse is selec 
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Vv 
<> aga) where the 
lines, our olice Poet sings :— 

‘* Says Mary Hawwe, ‘ You’ll marry me?’ 





te 
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This novel spectacle over, 
horses away into space, and asa great fayour yor re 
allowed to visit one of host’s wives in one of the 
beehive-looking tents These tents are built o reeds 
and felt, and are warm in winter and cool in summer, 
All the of the tenter, is arranged in boxus 
round the side the tent, and the floor is covered with 
oreter with the lady of the tant, i all that is equiced, 
y 0 
and after this you are conducted back to one of the 
houses to dinner. A feast of retainers is being held on 
the ground outside the houses, on the edge of the Gol- 
gotha. The food they are gnawing looks s and is 
strange. They are hi hagi. A Tartar is 
sremiiing with.o beay tenamaet of @ heres & y as 
yy With an appetite rather diminished, you 
en pease, and ait Gant Ge, the Beshacen comme 
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on brass platte 
very well, aa eee et cold mutton is handed 
} Reet ou. 
in, which looks like 
tastes like sour | 


that is said of mysterious fluic. is trae, 


Lo es a feast of horsellesh to 
can only brought to Koumisa, » 
to mapepe ion 





l.only exist as 


thousands of poor eb iidre: 
poor eb iidrer 


of hire 





THE NANTWICH POLICE CELIBATES. 
ERY difficult to get food Cooks and Housemaids at 
sta 


bulary 
opos of these hard lines 


ys Pleas’man X, ‘I can’t 


are forbidden to 
and no marriage- 


! hich 


Ain't, I hadmitt, what ought to be, 


But so it is at Nantwich.’ 


** * Tf” cries poor Hanne to Pleas’man X, 
. nupshal noose you can’t twitch, 
Don’t you come paying your respex 


To any girl at Nantwich.’ ” 





Lessons in Vacation. 


Mr. Grapsrorgz, who occasionall 


obliges the Ha- 


warden tion b reaming a on Sunday, 
will now a able rival in Sir SrarrorD Norru- 
core, who came out in this line last Sunday week at 
Dodbrooke Church. Why doesn’t Sir Srarronp follow 
the oy Reet example, who boasted that he 
could give got Fy  Becond Lesson, and then 
win in a canter, by backing himself against the Paemrer 
for so much a side—the winner to hand over stakes 
to the offertory? Or if he would do a real service, why 

"to young Raw- 
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DARK DEEDS IN CHES- 
TERFiELD 
Tae town of Chesterfield, 
famous for the steeple that 
looks crooked, and seems as if 
it had been meant for an ecele- 
— ee a in a 
parions stats aE the 
tion has «i led with the 
Gas Company, because the 
latter raised its prices, and | 
used to pay them, where- 
spon the Company has taken 
away the street-lamps, and the 
town is in a state of Cimme- 
rian darkness. No friendly 
gas-light illumines the path- 
way of the wayfarer who has 
to grope along as best he can, 
vehicles and human beings | 
come into collision with each | 
| other, and accidents are, we 
are told, of frequent occur- 
rence. We should imagine, 
too, that unless the populati 
of Chestertield is excepti 
virtuous, that the pickpocket 
and the burglar are having 
what the Americans call a 
“high old time” of it, and 
indeed the British criminal 
would be unworthy of his 
antecedents if he did not 
rake the most of such a 
viorious opportunity. The 
inhabitants have protested 
vain, neither party will 
vay, and this state of 
t s has existed for weeks. 
e is a talk of petroleum 
lamps and of the _ electric 
ight, and assuredly both are | 
wanted, either to bring the | 
Gas Company to reason or to | 
illumine with a glimmer of | 
common sense the minds of 
| the Conseript Fathers of Ches- 
terfield. 
Ww. 
| Keep wrrsovr Cost. — 
Maintaining a Paradox. 











PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAi 





H. RUSSELL, ESQ., L.L.D. 


Ocr Own Cornresronpent—Tae MAN FoR THE TIMES, 








™ FOR SIR 
2 
what 
i Edito: c 
hid thy 
_ é’er pen a lin: 
| aot een the merest c! 
might not read ? 


true tl t fnfl of anti- 


5 


uid 


| But.whot t 
lov. 
For all i t old- 
world h 
| The quaint her«\\c science in 
thy page 
Must now be rudely ban- 


ished, it appears ; 
In truth the cognisance of any 


age 
Demanding that, should be 
an Ass’s ears ! 


No, let her wield the pen, as 
well she can, 
Write her sensation tales, 
but touch thee not, 
Mighty romancer, poet, gen- 


eman : 
Hands off! Miss Brappon, 
——, from WALTER 
TT! 





| AN Honest Corron CorNER 
|was seen last week at the 
Agricultural Hall, in the 
|corner that Alderman Corton 
| got into when, as a a- 
| tive, he presumed to stand wu 
for Free Trade, and ven 

to leather the Leatherers. But, 
though the thread of his dis- 
course was interrupted sev: 
times by dissentients, Corton 
was y right. 











HOW TO IMPROVE LONDON.—No. 2. 
TRAFALGAR SQuARE. 


‘Tue finest site in Europe.” Why, cert’nly. 


But it can be 
made the finest sight too! 


At present it is disfigured by ridiculous 
little fountains, absurd statues, 
and inharmonious surroundings. 
It is true that a certain quaint 
flavour might be given to the 
effigies by carrying out the ori- 
ginal intentions of the sculptors. 

For instance, GEORGE THE 
FovrtsH is evidently waiting, on 
a bathing-machine horse, to take 
up the useful conveyance indi- 





moved. Be just to the Lowther Arcade, and 
return the rocker! And so on. But all 
things considered, perhaps, it would be best 
to make a clean dieie t he statues alto- 
gether ; it would clear the road for improve- 
ment, cae Gs egies Sake Doane 
_ For instance, why not plant Nelson’ 

‘Waterloo and 


ment would have the advantage—that one would 





genous to Margate Sands. Very | 

1 well, supply the bathing-machine. 
Again, Groncr THe Turrp, at the bottom o 
the Ha arket, is mounted on a rocking- 
horse, from which the rocker has been re- 





work might be marked to show the level of the tide, and the arrange- 
able at last to see 





the face of the hero—from the decks of the 
and Havetock might be carted off to join the poor Duke of Kent at 
the top of Portland Place, who is in such a lonely, desolate position 
that he would be sure to be only too glad of their company. The 
Lions would make quite a nice little family party with the Sphinxes 
at oo base of ne N ae ; and ag THE Sy ap = 
ought to appear at the South Kensington Museum. is a mystery 
that Sir Henry Cote and his successor should have overlooked him 
for so long a time. 
Having obtained pe ge ean look around. We turn 
to the North, and the ridiculous National Gallery confronts us. Pull 
| it down instantly ; nay more, pull down eve’ ing in rear of it for 
a quarter of a mile. This is absolutely monary as, were 
not done, we should not have room for the British Muse which 
should be taken from Bloomsbury at once, and substituted in its 
lace. Looking South, the Charing Cross Btation and Hotel chal- 
ne criticism. Both must be removed. The terminus can be 
placed on the other side of the river. If it causes inconvenience 
| to the few, it must be remembered that it is for the Aisthetic benefit 
|of the many. As for the hotel, that can go anywhere—say Battersea 
| Park or Walworth. A new theatre, too, is being built next to the 
Stee, SS see ae erection mam besieast . As itis not com- 
| P er, this is a mere ma’ ° 
r will already have changed 


y steamers. NAPIER 


The Square, by these imp 8, 1 have 

its appearance for the better. But as it is the finest site in Europe, 
to be worthy of its reputation, we should be able to see nearly ev 
object of interest in the neigh . Fortunately, by a 
alterati ile decteabie eal oe Ceceney ated For instance, 
where is Paul’s Cathedral? Why, due East. We ought to 
have a road to it. We stand in the centre of the Square. Remove 





Mortury’s, the north side of the Strand and its theatres, the Law 
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A DILEMMA. 


Station-Master, ‘‘Now tTHex! Look ALIVE with THEY Doves! Wa#ERE ARE you-—” 
Over-driven Porter. *‘ Hoors! THEY'VE A’ EATEN THEIR TUCK'TS, AN’ DINNA KEN FA THE RE GAEN TAE!” 

















} Se@or ose 


Courts, the Temple Bar Memorial, the necessary portion of Fleet 
Street and the ssterpocing. churches, the railway bridge at the com- 


mencement of Ludgate Hill, and there you are! All that has to be 
done is to clear away the rubbish and to plant trees on either side 
of the new boulevard. The people ejected by the construction of 
this broad and handsome thoroughfare, when they have once got over 
their irritation at being turned out, and have rebuilt their houses, 
will be charmed with the alteration. And if they are not, their 
friends will be sure to smile at their ill-humour. So, taking one 
thing with another, ample compensation will be given for disturbance. 

Again, where are the Houses of Parliament? Why, somewhere 
over there to the West. Yes, but they are indistinctly seen. e 
road requires clearing. Nothing easier. Take Whitehall, the Horse 
Guards, the Admiralty, and the other Government offices somewhere 
else. Let them occupy the Thames Embankment or Piccadilly. At 
any rate, get rid of them. Pull down Parliament Street, and the 
Glorious Palace appears in all its majesty before you! And this 
beautiful sight has been obtained by an alteration of the slightest 
character, and one that must have suggested itself to the mind of 
any one of ordinary intelligence and good feeling! Well may we 
regret that we have no English Hausmann to treat London as the 
French original treated Paris ! 

But surely we want a view of Hyde Park, with a good road to its 
entrance? Quite so. All that has to be done is to run a nice broad 
street through the Union Club, Her Majesty’s Opera House, Waterloo 
Place Piceadill , and Mayfair up to the junction of Hamilton Place 
with Park Lane, or thereabouts. By taking this direction we avoid 
pulling down Apsley House, and, what is of far greater importance, 
escape seeing the Wellington Monument! In conjunction with this 
alteration, Pall Mall might be widened by taking down the north 
side, which (by sacrificing the Junior Carlton and the Rag) would 
allow one to see St. James’s Square and lead nicely up to the Con- 


servative Club, which, however, would haye to come down, as it| V 


blocks up an appropriate entrance to a carriage-road that should be 
made to y Ne a Palace . 


So far so good. And now, what ought to be erected, as a grand |d 
the spot th 


centre-piece, on us cleared from disfiguring obstruc- 








tions? Well, there are various models which might be advan- 
tageously combined in one harmonious whole. For instance, the 
Albert emorial has its merits, and portions of Westminster Abbey 
are not without architectural beauty. The Crystal Palace, too, is 
light, airy, and inexpensive. But, on second thoughts, why endanger 
the reputation of the site asa site? It is the finest site in Europe. 
Why not leave it the finest site—with nothing on it ? 

And with this practical and economical suggestion (for I am 
nothing if not practical and economical) I beg to inscribe myself 
ever waiting at the gate of the Paradise London would beconie if | 


had my way, Tue Pexi-Pareric, 





“PLAY UP! MUSIC!” 


Herr Haws Ricurer is to conduct the Wag- 
nerian Opera next year at Drury Lane. It ought 
fo 2 good in Herr Hans—no, we mean in his 

nds. 

Mr. Carte says his theatre is 7ie Savoy, not 
The Saveloy. Aha! we must peek by the Carte, 
or we shall get into trouble. e little song for 

a those to sing who have been there once wi x 
3 Mr. Carte hopes, “ Again we come to thee, 
i The Saveloy opens on Thursday, the 


At the Opéra Comique Grisert has “ turned ”—like the defunct 
Jutrus Csr, according to Hamlet—‘‘to Clay!” Will there be a 
Barker-réle in the revi ? In order to be even with his 
own Patience, the author have re-christened Princess Toto 
ae Two Two.” Here’s success to you in toto. 

Mr. Sts, author of Lights of London, &c., has a new piece at the 
audeville. This, however, has nothing to do with music, as it’s 
only Sims without the Rerves. 

e Lyceum Italian Opera series has commenced under Mr. Hare's 
irection. We wish him success, and believe the prospect is any- 
thing but Hazy. 














| as it rolls over with a death-quiver, ‘that’s the nointeenth this 


| Fenrx O’Baapy, brushing a slug or two from his cheek, and taking 














THE BALLYTOOLIN PACK. 
(From the next Irish Sporting Novel.) 


. . . * . >. 
Tat yelp came from Mavourneen, the Squire’s favourite hound. 


‘* Be gorra!”’ says the Master, looking ruefully at the poor creature 


eeneeeese 


ee VND SAL” | 





blessed mornin’! Why, the boys must have been after givin’ thim 
the poison in magnums!” ere was a melancholy ‘* Yoicks!— 
Hoorooh !—Forward!” from the field, as if to hide its emotion, 
and then the Huntsman waved his arm. _ 

In an instant the obedient pack are in the adjoining covert. The 
most mettlesome horses curvet, and then spring to the front. Then 
comes a shower of bullets from the nearer rows, and -a- 
dozen saddles are emptied in as many seconds. 

“Shure, and it’s thick it is this mornin’ annyhow,’’ shouts Sir 


the 7 oe wall <0 ane Phat come aepe. Gesemen, 
he adds, ‘‘ the spalpeens shan’t spoi auld sport.” As he spe 
a couple of shots go through his riddled hat; but he is carried well 
over the next field by his frenzied bay mare, who has received a 
couple in her flanks, and is careering away towards the cliffs, with 
his stirrups gone, in comparative safety. 
The rest of the field are in less satisfactory plight, Another volley 
has reached the hounds. The scent, too, has been damaged by snuff 
and brimstone. The poor brutes look puzzled, and though trying to 
spread out and draw for their prey, fall together with a piteous 
whimper. The sport seems likely to collapse, and as the medical 
men on the spot are doing their best for horses, dogs, and riders, the 
fox sees his chance, tries a dou But his craft has been 
discovered. There is a loud Yoho! from the policeman on duty in 
the neig! bouring ditch. The three hounds, all that are now left of 


the pack, instantly give , and break away as well as they can. 
The field follows. It is a glorious sight. All the finest mounts in 
the county more or less with mud, careworn, and 


attended by their solicitors, are huddled 
tion, taking every r D 
times on an opening chasm of exploding dynamite, sometimes on a 
the Faced: yg row of bayonets, while three Companies of H.M. 
Sixty-seventh tear on, sabres drawn and rifles loaded, in a whirl of 
protecting confusion around them. : 

, Sorr,” cries Sir Ferrx, good humeuredly to the Captain 
in command, “ I shouldn't wonder now if the fox ’t taken the | 
throuble to provide himself wid a ticket from Misther Paxweit.” 
There is an answering shout of laughter from the band of the regi- 
ment, when a of ** Forrard,—forrard!” tells every true 


together in wild consterna- 
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fence amid a shower of lead, and alighting, some- | and 





hoarse 
sportsman on the field that something is up at the front. In another | 
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moment the Squire comes limping back with an ugly cut over his left 
eyebrow. ‘All over!” he eries, holding up his hand and motioning 
the wounded to retire, while a heavy di of brickbats darkens 
the air, “‘ The last three of the pack have joined the League! Divil 
a fox shall we git at this rate; so, come , boys, we ’ll just 
thry what we can do now with the aid of the a 

At that moment an armed force of ruffians, hitherto unperceived, 
spring with a loud unearthly yell—— . 


* . 
And so ends the first season’s meet of the Ballytoolin Hounds. 








BURGLARY. 
(Zxtract from the ** New Police Code,”’ by Verges Wrongsceni, Esq.) 


Buretary.—A B to be a real legal 
Burglar and not iat bungler, must burgle 
between 9 P.M. and 6 A.M. 

Example.—Should a Burglar’ wash be fast, 





and so eause him to the t 

a visit at 8°50 instead WBE , then 
Householder) may not he as a i 
but, being quite sure of 


cmos, 


own watch, must warn him off the ye 

tell him that, if he does not quit, you wi of mee 

go and fi a Policeman, thereby leaving oraner alone in the 

house, a breach of poli which would na annoy anyone, 

however bly disposed— Peace-ably as a in sense 
robabl be—and lead to complications. You ma Filecaten 


im with an action for trespass, unless he can satisf ily explain 
his presence in your house. Now it may take him some time to give 
you @ satisfactory explanation, and half an hour will have been 
meg agreeabl eager — {See my work, “* Half Hours with the 

est Burglars.”\—unti the strike of the clock ill apprise you that 
the proper burgling time commenced just thirty minutes ago, he 
has not yet got half-way through his in’ and amusing expla- 
nation. Whatare you todo? To draw out a revolver would not only 
be premature and opnsidering the friendly terms you are now on 
with him, absolutely inhospitable and uncivil, but would justify him 
in promptly defending himself and ing in assistance, in which 
ease, should you be knocked on the head, , blindfolded, bound 
hand and foot and left in your own armchair, you have really only 
yourself to blame. 

First, then, you must be sure of the hour being the one /egally 
fized for burglary, and, if you have any doubts on the subject, you 
must ask the Burglar, and, if necessary, so as to be exact in every 
particular, you must compare watches with him. 

Secondly, the question of time being settled, you must ascertain 
who he is, and the real nature of his business there, before attempt- 
ing to fire at him. For who knows if behind that mask those 
gleaming ome may not neang to your Unele, or your Cousin, or 
your Grandfather, or your dearest friend,—in which case your 
shooting him would be murder. Or, if he is a perfect stranger, how 
can you tell for certain, unless you give him a fair chance of expla- 
nation— and you are no Englishman if you are not all for fair play— 
that he is not returning from a masquerade and has mistaken the 
house; or how do you know that he is not the Chimney Sweep, who 
is wearing crape in this way as a sign of mourning for some near and 
dear relative lately deceased? In short, you must ask him (1) Who 
he is? (2) Where born? (3) Where at School? You may have 
been at Eton together perhaps. (4) What he wants? (5) Why he 
wants it? (6) he wish he may get it? And soforth. And if 
he satisfactorily answers your inguiries, and assures you, on his 
word of honour, that he is not a urglar, you must las g pocket 
your pistol and accept his explanation, or risk being tried for man- 
pred . On the whole, the Resident Householder’s life will get 
along very well, if he only knows how to treat Burglars y 
and be ready to receive them with open arms between the hours of 
9 p.m. and 6 A.M. 

A Burglary can only be committed in a Dwelling House.—And a 
Dwelling House is not where somebody dwells, but where somebody 
regularly “sleeps.” Now, if the nervous Householder is constantly 
on the watch for Burglars, he can never sleep arly in : 
and, therefore, eet the house be entered foreibly with a crowbar 

jemmy, a burglary will not have committed. Ergo, the 
best way to prevent a burglary is to remain wide awake between the 
legally Core arious hours of 9 P.M. and 6 a.m. 








Tue Loypon Foo Szasow has fairly commenced by Michaelmas- 
Day. ae e the veother ’s paying, re remarked the Astrono- 
mer- , * but it’s seasonable and a 
waied ‘hee Assistant. ‘*‘ Why—at Michaelmas—don’t you see— 
and Goose,” replied the Star-gazer, chuckling, and then left 
Observatory, vame he makes all his most star-telling observations. 
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HOW TO IMPROVE LONDON. —No. 3. KENSINGTON GARDENS. 








~ , NOTICE OF 
“|; REMOVAL 
| H-S*H- + Bare tows 7 


i} TILSUAY FoRT 





‘cs bail 
ale LAGE 


_~ ae 
= = | > fe 


a 
— 


Tae Rounp PonD AS IT SHOULD BE. 

I am happy to say that Kensington Gardens require few sacrifices. terion tousiems ts no longer needed at St. Stephen’s. It might be 
With the exception of the conversion of the old Palace to other uses. aes Pee and re-created, It must be somewhere—why not at the 
and the removal of the Albert Memorial, nothing in the mane ne of of Kensington Palace ? Tt would not only be useful, but, in its 
radical change is necessary. The aristocratic denizens of the Palace own way, poe 
could be easily accomm: ated elsewhere. eer, room might be| Some years ago, the making of a proposed road through the 
found for them at Tilbury Fort or Greenwich Hospital. They might was successfully op on the score that the traffic would 

permitted to take the fixtures (inclusive of the three sentry- safety ne oveanee using the . The objec- 
boxes) with them. Once comfortably located opposite Gravesend and | ti my Cy more rous to children 
the Isle of they might be permitted to end their days in peace, horses and carriages. But did not carry 
unless. distur by new docks, or the Hospital was required for on the defensive instead of 
some other purpose. As for the Albert Memorial, little is needed. | assuming t . They should hove possessed the courage of 
It happens to be out of the line of sight with the Albert Hall. To their opinions, and denounced the adjacent highways. No plan of 
set this right, all that is requisite is to pull it down, and rebuild it | improvement can be possibly a 3. that does not permanently 
about a dozen feet to the left of its present site. This little altera- | close the Bayswater and Kensington roads from Hyde Pa rk Corner 


tion can be carried out as simply as possible. Perhaps when it was | to StaTer’s, the Butcher, on the one a, and from the Marble Paro 


down some alteration in its form and character might be deemed | to Notting Hill Gate 4 A. A these thevengintates, fares, 
advisable. But this is a matter of after consideration. together with the existing roads through the Park, are used by foot- 

And before igs Se engin, it is well to consider the objects of the | passengers galy, children will be able to cross without the continual 
Gardens. y may be summed up—(1) to afford an open space | chance of being run over. It may be said that the closing will 
to am BL, 2) to serve as a recreation-ground for the rising | cause inconvenience. Possibly; but human life is full of ineon- 
generation ; (3) for the ined rising generation. The first| veniences, and our suggestion for improvement cuts both ways, 
object is being ra a! —_ Until the last few years | which is clearly an out for fi Anyone not understanding this at a 
the Gardens were densely wooded. This was inconsistent with | glance, can work ae out for himself. Genius is above details, 
the idea of an But nowadays, thanks to the| Acce nsington Gardens are to be used exclu- 
vigorous efforts of the Ofte ot FP netbinee rr] orks, or some such | sively pow Dagon rn = Lead the the interests of the little ones in 
bureau, the trees are speedily disappearing. Most of them have | every particular. , For instance: grass after rain is damp to the feet. 
been cut down, and the remainder may be expected to go the way of | Well, remove the whole of the turf, rf, and one ey a A asphalte, and the 
all wood immediately the officials return from their autuma holi- danger of influenza is reduced to a minim overnment will 
day. The thorough clearing of Kensington Gardens, so as to render | have removed the trees, so that the Hipo> with its ods sr of acres of 
them an “‘ open space” in the widest sense of the word, is conse- , Will now serve as a capital court for lawn-tennis or 
quently within menagnable distance. We have only then to think ing. with the aid af a little ingenuity, we turn 
how the Park can be turned more completely into a recreation-ground | Kensington into one of the most remarkable spote in 
for the three classes above-mentioned. E not te say the world ! 

To commence with the Palace, which has been vacated by its And now we come to the Serpentine. It is ps dog, for 
former aristocratic tenants, who, it will be remembered, have ac-| boys and girls. Fill it up, and divert the water elsewhere. If we 
cepted compensatory a ents at Greenwich and Tilbury. Here we ery it is scarcely likely we shall retain the 
might ss ge a sort of Pleasure School, something between Christ’s | Ro not. §o the Round Pond will be filled up, 
Hospital and the Polytechnic. Amusement should be combined | too takes the place of ds pS dm Sigg The valuab 
with instruction. For instance, the general appearance of the kings of | site, now made svailable, must be utilised. It has been. The Artist 
E d should be described with the assistance of the ghost illusion, has caught t the i apt ahove fo the socnls of is Istour. 
and the Rules of Luyptey Murray should be enforced by Mr. i It be seen collection of curiosities. . 1, is 
Buckianp with the aid of dissolving views, a hand-organ, and nume- Temple Bar, surmounted by its own Memorial. Very quaint and 
rous comic songs. A tank should be constructed, were economy | useful, The Griffin will be better here than in the centre of Fleet 
of space at time desirable, Mr. Kuve might take a few p mplis in | Street. No. 2 is the Duke of WELLINeTON’s Statue = favo ite a 
the diving- A branch chemical class uae Saget be eens, | Sear A House will 
the Magazine, hdl td tlateh taeaer con oval ave to be taken that | No. 3, the 
no inconsiderate scholar went too near the gunpowder with a a antes | and Washhouses (1 
candle. Naturally, Lar ee fire-e Gatling guns, will miss them a 
motives would occu: rounds ro the P. . “All work | No. 4, the fagade 
and no pla seg Sony Bee a dull boy,” and ps little ones could use | displa the clock 
them as toys. Judges, Doctors, Barristers, and City men constituting New Law Courts. » 
the early rising recreationists could get ‘plenty of exercise here from | Blackfriars Road, ‘ 
seven to eight a.m., with trapezes, poles, giant — and 50 forth. | | the Victoria Em 

But, it may be urged, what would the children do in wet | of Achilles from 

ther? A  recreation- 


Thi - iy supplied by clearing cover would oo wieery 4 m... bee Py! this ble ? 

ls want i sonaily clearing away houses of to 
Kensington P. ppropriate site fi Weert ay with this 

minster Hall. i that the Law Chasis ate moving East, this his- | 
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DIFFERENT CAUSE-—SAME RESULT. 


Snippe (struck by the jubilant expression of Snappe’s habitually stern countenance). 
‘* WHAT THE DICKENS ARE YOU READING IN THAT REVIEW! SOMETHING SWEET 
ABOUT YouRSELF, I suPprosEe?” 

Snappe (suddenly trying to look grave). “‘ WELL, NO—ON THE CONTRARY—IT 'S 
SOMETHING ABOUT YoU, SNipPE!—AND I'M SORRY TO SAY IT '8 QUITE THE 
REVERSE OF SwesT//” 








ON BOARD THE “ AMARINTHA.” 


Tae roughest time is over, and we have roughed it. CuL.rys is all right 
again; he finds nothing “‘damp”—at least he doesn’t complain. He is de- 
lighted with Lamlash Bay ; he is charmed with Campbeltown, where we can 
and do get tomatoes and marrows — (Stranraer, take notice!)—and the best 
hand-knitted socks at the lowest possible oe. The Captain is of opinion that 
we can “make Oban” in less than a day and a half. [Happy Thought.— 
‘Make Oban!” Good thing for Oban. Evident, and not an ‘‘ Oban question.”} 
Now that we are sailing cade, the Dean once more brings out his rook-rifle, 
and we go in for “ potting” puffins, divers, sea-fowl, and gulls. As a matter 
of fact we do not pot them, but we shoot at them briskly, the man at the wheel 
making a point whenever there are any birds in sight. One diver accom es 
us for half-a -hour, and supplies us with a perfect fund of amusement. ‘* The 
take a deal of shooting,” says the Dean, and they undoubtedly do. At 
events, they get no hitting, and, on the whole, appear to enjoy the fun as much 
as we do, reminding me of the little dog in the nursery rhyme, ‘* who laughed to 


see such sport.” é , 

As a rule, just as the Dean fires, the diver disappears, and Botsy shouts, 
triumphantly, “I’ve hit him!” We are just about to credit him with a 
les his head and tail merrily, gi 


success, when the bird reappears ves a 
dr sont tween a quack and a chuckle_-( Ha 


queer, dry, sarcastic laugh—some L quar Yy 
Thought—say a ‘‘ qauuckle”}—which evidently implies, ‘‘ No, you didn’t that 
| time, my boy!” and then he placidly floats on the water, quuckling to himself 
| in F samry security. ‘ vn. 
nee, during a calm, the old sea-dog, I mean the pointer at the helm, indicates 
a lovely chance—a certainty—a diver riding, so to speak, at anchor, within a 
few yards of the yacht. I have time to take a steady aim. Bang! ‘The bullet 


has cleared him by about two inches, and gone with a spurt into the sea ahead 
of him. diver is clearly quite new to the sport, as he makes a rush, open- 
mouthed, in the direction of where the bullet disappeared, stretching out his neck 
to peck at it, being evidently under the impression that it ’s something to eat. 
ULLINS is annoyed at discovering that this is not the Atlantic, but the Irish 
Channel. At first he won’t believe it. ‘The Irish Channel!” he exclaims. 
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** How can that be when this is Scotland?” He decides 
that all maps are wrong, and gives up the study of 
Geography. Henceforward, having got his sea- 
properly fitted on, he will enjoy hi > 

At O I say farewell for the present to our polite 
host, HartsHer, and my pleasant companions—includi 
the one leading down to the cabin; and, envying them 
their seven weeks’ cruise, I close my short los—t hrase 
suggestive of ‘‘ cutting my stick ””—which, alas! I have 
to do)—and so terminates my happy_holiday on board 





| the Amarintha. 








OUR CHANGE AND BARTER COLUMN, 


ARE ARTISTIC OPPORTUNITY.—A Connoisseur, 
whose failing health obliges him te leave more suddenly 
than he expected for the Continent, wishes to find an immediate 
Purchaser for a genuine Boticelli. Subject, supposed to be the 
opening of the Exhibition of 1851, but bears the great mas- 
ter’s name legibly on the back. Size of picture, 14 feet by 8 
and if not purchased at once, by the Trustees of the Nationa 
Gallery, at a very good figure, could be let into a moving 
panorama. Canvas in excellent condition. When not hung, 
might be used as the mainsail of a smail yacht. Frame might 
be had alone, if required, or both taken in exchange for half 
their weight in potatoes. Would not mind doing business with 
a Circus Elephant, a tolerable hand at écarté. Glad also to 
hear from Mr. Ruskin. No reasonable offer refused.—By letter 
to Leonardo da Vinky, Post Office, Wapping. 


TT'}0 HOTEL PROPRIETORS.—To be dis of, on 

advantageous terms, Two Hundred Dozen of a rich full- 
bodied, Fruity Champagne. In prime order. Invaluable at a 
high-class wedding breakfast, where, if not shaken, could pass 
for a very fair still Hermitage. Wonderfully smooth on the 
tongue, and has proved an excellent hair-wash. No sample 
required. Autograph testimonial from H.M. the Suan of 
Persia, to be seen on application. Would treat liberally with 
Pickle Merchants.—A pply, The Mummums, Magnum Lane, E.C. 


ATENT MEDICINE.—One of these first-class properties 
for immediate sale. Has hitherto been advertised as a 

specific for neuralgia, but mixed with blacking and fullers’ earth, 
can be worked as a popular horse pill, at enormous profit. Has 
only been before the public a Sutaneet ang advertiser will give 
written guarantee to appear personally at coroners’ inquests u 
to date of completion of. urchase. N.B.—Price fnchudes letter 
for publication from Iris Marquis at Clapham, acknowledging 
cure of lumbago of fifty years’ standing. Fine tan ad for 
an enterprising rat-poisoning company. Wou 
with rising cemetery. For particulars, Apothecaries’ Haul, 
Swallow-More, Herts. 


O THE SCIENTIFIC.—A Gentleman who can make 
no possible further use of it, is very desirous of pectins 
with his 7-inch achromatic, astronomical telescope. Object- 
glass and eye-piece gone, but still a most serviceable instrument 
to a Mathematician accustomed to his own reflections. Shows 
constant spots on sun and moon, and double stars after dinner. 
Having a finder and an ame be used either at 
hide-and-seek, or for visiting-ca: ould prove a handsome 
present to an observatory in a f neighbourhood. Has been 
frequently utilised for firing a salute on the Queen’s birthday. 
As the present proprietor is only parting with it in consequence 
of a shattered constitution, the result of seventy years unceasing 
serious research, he would be happy to take in exchange a full- 
sized mechanical church-organ arranged with popular tunes, a 
monster fire-balloon with =e ~ com: , or a life-pass for 
two to the pit atthe Alhambra. Pe y, to Jolly Copernicus, 
The Fits, Larking. 


ASSPORT TO SOCIETY.—A personage of distinction, 
who is now completing his winter arrangements, would be 
glad to part with his complete suit of evening clothes to an 
aspirant anxious to move with effect in the highest circles. 
Having trick-cuffs and false-bottomed breast-pocket, would be 
of use to a Peer of limited means, to whom three or four hundred 
a-year made out of confiding friends at German ey would 
be a consideration. Has been let out on hire to a ru’ on 
the occasion of his silver wedding, and is still black by candle- 
light. Would be parted with in lots. The coat having no tails, 
could serve as an Eton jacket to a growing youth, or be used at a 
public meeting, where the President was not required to leave 
the chair. The Speaxer of the House of Commons might com- 
municate. No geraniums. Enclose stamp. ‘‘ To HaREDITARY 
Duxg,’” The Castle, Mile-End-Road, E. 








Tue Larest Turxisn Joxe.—The Svuutan offering 
his moral support to the Kaepive! 
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PROFESSOR NORTHCOTE AND HIS UNTRAINED TROUPE. 











‘i _ | One naturally throws his street-door, though the air is rather 
RUSS” IN URBE. | foggy, and draws a long | h of liberty. What must it be to live 
Sr. Pererssvre must be a nice place to live in just now, especially | im such an atmosphere of suspicion 
for ; a aui iring, or | Your landlord reporting your every movement, the servants all 
a = < quiet and retiring, or of ee aot aa a ek } upon and 1 + every thought 
ing to the Imperial wkase just published, proprietors of Word, and even the miserable Cabby who tries to cheat you out of an 
ah pao megery a are nied pot only to give notice of the — ame ane fails, can report you to the authorities as a 
0 ir ut must report any remark- : “ae , 
or suspicious ledgers among them. : e are occasionally inclined to grum mers 
t only is it unlawful to sel] a revolver or a idge without a | %t some trifling interference with our 
permit from the Chief of the Police, which permit must describe the Powers that be, but a simple perusal of the system of 
; it may be sold, but anyone ing a revolver | espionage which now prevails in the great Capital of Russia, should 
permit is liable to a fine of 500 Poubles (about £10) or teach each of us to sa’ , with one of our greatest Statesmen, Thank 
imprisonment. Cabby, too, is brought into requisition | Heaven, I am an Englishman. 
must observe persons as they enter or leave houses, Irish Journals, please copy. 
appear to be strangers, must try to ascertain where they 
for going ; and Cabby is to inform the Police 
them suspicious ! i Mrs. R. says that “Time is the only sausager of grief.” She 
y tiling merely to read of such things! | meant ing to do with “‘ assuaging.”’ 
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MANKIND; OR, A CONQUEST WITH MERITT. 


Tue Poet Crane, a queer old fish, remarked, ‘‘ Be there a will, 
and wisdom finds the way.” This was, of course, a y ; for 
Messrs. Merrrr and Conquest, having told the to 
make a good solid document of a nature, determined 
to send it i a series of tragical, i blood- 
thirstical, comical, whimsical, and every other sort of “cal” and 
“gal” adventures. With a kindly appreciation of the worth of 
The World (Drary Lane), they name their drama Mankind. There 
are those who might call this unkind. 

Being provided with their Will, Messrs. Conquest and Menirr 
began drawing their little bill (at three months, so One who knows 
informed us), and it up 80 a census-paper, that it is a moot 
point whether Sir Brypexs Hewsrker ought not to be down upon 
them for re py of copyright. Thus, Mr. Atsgrt pe Voy, 
Junior, is described as “ Albert Ernest Fitzallan, aged eleven ; Occu- 
pation, Managing Clerk ; Place of Abode, 4th floor back, Bermond- 
sey ; Character, meek.” This is an excellent idea. The playgoer 
has no trouble in forming an — of the moral worth of any of 
the personages in Mankind. hey are ready ticketed with appro- 
priate Adjectives—(en passant y not have Adjective haliees, 
as ‘‘ Conquering” Pavt and “* Meritorious” Groner ?)—and it isn’t a 
bit of good his having poneaking Ronee Se 8. , OF, Vice versa, 
a dislike to a model of virtue. playbill ’s the thing, and nothing 
else. It’s only when he gets down to the *‘ Extra Ladies and Gentle- 
men of the Establishment” that he has a chance, for their surnames 
are described as “ various,” their Christian names as ‘‘ numerous,” 
their ages ‘‘ from two to sixty-two,” their occupations as “ anything 
and eventing, their em of abode te “ everywhere,” and under 
the heading, “‘ What kind of person,” they as “‘ usual.” 
rhe astute spectator will at once seize upon the “ extras’’ as an 
oasis for romance in a desert of fact. 

But to one sarees a firm must be made. Mr. Peter 
Sharpley, of R 8q is set down, whether in 
malice we cannot as “ ” Surely, the atmo- 
sphere of these two eminently localities do not, when 
taken together, produce so obnoxious an individual. It may be so, 
but we have ae | strong doubts. 

And talking ———_ reminds us that in Act I. we are shown 
the Sands of that fine o! Se tee. There are the bathing- 
machines, the children digging with wooden spades, the nursemaids, 
the Granville H and even the smoke — chimney of the 


‘* Granville” wash-house. @ gentleman in a fustian jacket, 
who is mmiany panne up but who, from a sudden increase 
of light, might be an employé kindling the extinct fires of a ground 
row OT gas. 


On these extensive wooden sands, and by this briny canvas ocean, 
we are introduced to ‘ Bumptious” Peter Sharpley aforesaid, 
** Remorseless ”” Edmund Sharpley, “‘ Loyal” 
Philip Warren, “Cool” Richard Pinpool 


‘*Pugnacious” Bar Bright, ‘‘ Cruel’ 
Joshua Monkey-trick, ‘‘ Respectable” George 
Melton, “ Bouncing” Arabella Bright, 
Simple ” Jessie (gurname unknown), 


oe 


“*Trustful” Alice Maitland, ‘‘ Loving” Con- 
stance Maitland, and last, but not 

“Grasping” Daniel Groodge, played by Mr. 
Grorer Conquest, as the Centenarian Octopus, 
in anticipation of the Christmas Pantomime. 
He is sure to change y into a frog or 
a tree or a goblin, disappear through a 
trap or.up a trapéze. Anyway, his aspect is 
guaran to give the nervous spectator the 
The Octopus. ,Jumps.” He has pth Seeranss te pe on 
: , _. the Pier. What Pier? The Octopus evidently 
thinks he is at Brighton. 





Owing to a constant fire of walnuts in the ry, and the confi- | 
dential nature of most of the ormers’ , it is rather difficult 
to discover the intentions of the band of adjective characters. Each 


of them has, neve a or Tennysonian-Brook sentence. 
Thus, one invariably winds up with “That’s the man, I am!” a 
second asserts, “‘ And I say so!” while the Centenarian Octopus 
combines wit and brevity in the monosyllabic ‘‘ Pooh!” These 
sparkling repartees, or conversational cham) compressed, never 
fail to meet with the approval of the So, if you say 
“ Boh!” toa , it is no means likely that she will hiss. An 
what is sauce for the goose is also condiment for the male bird. 

Bat back to our muttons, or rather of the Channel at Rams- 
gate. Knowing the character of the ives, we are 
for the worst ; and we have not long to wait for a display of their 
qualities. Of course the object of everyone is to seoure the Will—a 
will with a ve ce, for Remorseless Edmund, it is clear, 
means to get rid of T 
married. But Loyal Philip is on his track. 

In Aet II. the Adjectives come together on board the Channel 


Alice, to whom, strange to say, he is 


Boat, which, as everyone knows, runs nightly between Ramsgate 
and Calais. The Centenarian Octopus is fea in his way after the 
Will, while Remorseless Edmund gives Trust- 
ful Alice some fine old fruity from a flask, and 
then pushes her into the sea on the port side. 
Simple Jessie (aged eight), however, who is 
travelling in the comfortable attire of a 
**Showman’s Assistant,” displays astonishing 
ve me and hurls a life-buoy after the 
ying 1. Then, after a gauzy interval, 
sup to be a fog—but it Soeen't fog us— 
Loyal Philip pulls her on board a realistic 
smack. This smack is a 


hit. 
Mp agust co = Leicester 
: . mare, with the - 
Little Sharp Eyes. te the Gasden, ond 
SHAKSPEARE blessing Conquering Pav and 
Meritorious Groner. Here we are introd 
to another Adjective, Humbugging Keziah 
Bickerton. Simple Jessie falls into a trap laid 
for her by Bumptious Peter. He induces her 
to put a purse into Trustful Alice’s pocket, 
but heigh! presto! Loyal Philip to the rescue ; 
and the credulous, easy-going Police take up 
the Bumptious One instead. Meantime, the 
Centenarian Octopus has got his feelers about 
the Will; and in Act IV. we find him at a 
Coffee-Tavern, waiting for his victim. At this 





cw 
The Wicked Widow, 
sister of the Octo- 


humble refectory arrives Pugnacious Barnaby, _ pus’s Wictim. 
to enjoy his usual repast of ‘‘ mahogany juice,a __ 
flight of door-steps, and a penny alligator.” Good idea for a ballad :— 


“ With chop or steak, or e’en a tatur, 
Some refresh their wearied natur’ ; 
But for these let others cater, 

While you bring me, gentle Waiter, 
Smoking hot, an Alligator.” 


Now comes the great Pantomime Scene. The Centenarian Octopus 


Pantaloon), Pugnacious Barnaby (Clown), Respectable George 
Harlenwiny and Humbugging Keziah (Columbine), Quick music. 





The “ Habendum ” Claws; or, Pantomimic Will-iny. 


The Will goes in and out of pockets, bags, hats, and windows, with 
lightning eeitier. Grand rally, real Po ceman, and drop to chorus, 
“0 Willy, we have missed you !” hea 
e don’t know where : ~* + gone to till A oe a - ~ 
ing Kezii the precious men 
that Humbugging Keziah se ao — Ss 
sequently, y ag man- 





sion Centenarian 
ye won't take it 
trapezely) and Respectable 
George, ite an ingeni- 
ous ye ne lai de trou 
scene in the Tricoche 

et le. 
On, on to Act VI., and 
8 

office, where 





Ties Pay the Dealer. 


coffee, laudan’ 
damp’ corner in the urch- 
'yard.” The 0. C., however, on the withdrawal of the 
ne, has a quiet little game with the Disgrace 




















Ocrozer 15, 1881.]} 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 








Russell Square, and by means of a pockethandkerchief, 
promptly shows him that ties pay the dealer, 

Then to Paradise Place, and the Seventh Act (or Age) 
of Mankind, where Trustful Alice, Pugnacious Bar- 
naby, Bouncing Arabella, and Simple Jessie, reside in a 
garret on the same model 
as that inhabited by the 
Jarvis family in The 
Lights o’ London. There 
is a fearful struggle 
between the Remorseless 
One and the Trustful 
Angel, Simple Jessie 
(capitally played, oy the 

by Miss ATIE 

), does what the 
Octopus ought to have 
done, takes a flying lea 
out of a window, an 
turns out to be Trustful 
Alice’s long lost child. 
And s0 a Adjec- 
tives are ed 
at oe & 
a or 0 
pieces, and the Surreyful 
“ieee Mt a: d 

‘ankind ; 

7 ; or, Beggar Your Neigh- 
bour, is not likely to Messrs. and Con- 
QUEST. eed, the are so well shuffled, that it 
will probably be a case of cut and come in with 
those who not troubling their heads about Adj 
say lucid—Aneedote, want a great deal for their money. 
And it is only the cavilling bard who sings— 


“ But when fe in Oe Seve ite had their fill, 
Perhaps voy TN deuce is that Will?’ 
And since of his Willainy there’s such a fuss— 

What the dickens becomes of that bad Octopus ? 

But if you would ask me to tell you the plot, 

Then my answer is simple—‘ I really cannot.’ ’’ 


“ pecs £ , ie or how we 
ex r. Conquest to ap- 
por at the end of the Piece— 

ut he didn’t. 








HAMLET AT ABERGELDIE. 


ScenE—A Room in the Castle. Oct. 4. H.R.H. The 
Prince of Wats, Lord Rowroncrantz, and Mr. 
Francis KwNoLiysensterRN discovered. To them 
enter the CHancetton Cuaries, Q.C., A.D.C. 


Ch. of C. (as Polonius). The actors are come hither, 
my Lord. 

R.H. Buz! Buz! 

_Ch. of C. (trifling with the Shakspeartan text). Yes, 
Sir, from the station in a Buz. 

{Lord Rowroncrantz and Mr. Frawcis Kyoty- 
SENSTERN regard one another anriously, and 
CHANCELLOR CHARLES, as Potontus, is about to 
be severely reprimanded for levity, when ** the 
abridgment comes,” and enter Mr. Encar Bruce 
and ** four or five Players.” 


H.R.H. (graciously). You’re welcome, Masters; wel- 
come all. (Aside to Mr. E. B.) Can you play The 
Colonel ? 

Mr. E. B. (modestly, but nervously). Well, Sir, I— 
ahem—lI rather think—in fact—‘* Why cert’nly.” 

[ Bows, ‘smiles nervously, and wonders to himself 
whether he has said the right thing or not. 

me Bon we = aura ge eed night.” . 

r. E. B, _ ly, ipting speare to the 
va. Will H.R.H. the Princess see this play, Sir ? 

HR.H. (seeing’Ch. of C., as Polonius, about to 
answer, takes the line himself’). *‘And the Queen too! 
and that presently.” 

[Epear Bruce faints, and is carried out by Row- 
TONCRANTZ and KNOLLYSENSTERN. Scene closes. 








_ APpPROPRIATE.—The Common Councilman who, if there 
is any fitness in names, ought to present the Address on 
Thursday to Mr. GLapstons is certainly Mr. J. J. Homer, 
& prominent member of the Corporation. When Greek 
joins Greek, then 

arrive yet awhile ; but isn’tthe Paemrer to be presented 
with a Golden Box ? 


comes the Bust up—no, that won’t| i 





THE REVISED EDUCATION CODE. 
Re-revised by Dumb-Crambo Junior. 


a 


Special attention will be paid to the 
assin 


The overgrowth of Pupil Teachers 
“il Pi g of Pupil Teachers. 


will be seasonably checked. 


~ “Certain suspended Ar- 
ticles of the former 
Code are now to be set 
aside,”’ 








THEATRICAL NOTES. 


Patience and Postponement. The Saveloy didn’t open as advertised ; the 
Royalty and the Comedy Theatre are behind time, and begin with a muddle, 
the Comedy Theatre opening with Opéra-Bouffe—La Mascotte, and the ee ge b 
where La Mascotte was to have been, ser with the Comedy which the 
Comedy Theatre in Pantaloon Street—no, Panton Street—ought to have had 
What a Managerial mistake to commit a theatre, by its name, to one class of 
performances! However, Mr. Atexanper HenpERson, who doesn’t consider 
an extra theatre or so on his hands a “ ess Alexandrine,’ has broken 
the charm of the nomenclature, and henceforth the Comedy Theatre may 
play just what it likes—from Bouffes to Tragedy. The name of the street, 
Pant-on, in which the theatre is situated is not suggestive of the show-leggy 
costume which is nowadays a distinguishing feature of Opéra-Douffe; but 
no doubt the Pant-on will develop into a -blown Burlesque Theatre where 
the Lessee can have a spécialité at called a Panton-mime. If all these 
theatres pay—no, if the Public pay, the theatres will. 

Excellent performance of Dinorah at the Lyceum. Doors open at 7°30, 
Performance commences at eight—this arrangement for Dinorah is convenient 
for the moderatel om, Dinnerer. [What we look to in this joke is the 
“‘ quantity,” not the quality.—Ep. } 

Claude Duval was well 


ere one night last week by a Scratch Company, 
at the Theatre Royal, Hitchin, Herts. 





THE ANTI-TEETOTAL LEAGUE! 


Ir appears, from a leading article in the Licensed Victuallers’ Advertiser, 

that it is in contemplation to form an Anti-Teetotal ! ’ 
Bravo, Mr. Bune! That is ca » war into enemy’s camp with a 
vengeance! Lecturers for the di tion of the noble principles of the 
and their addresses might illustrate by striking examples the fearful 


indulgence burp : while well-selected 
Crossness or Barking, 


against the temperate enjoyment of the 
without its use after all. 
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OUR MUSICAL DUCHESS GOES IN FOR PARISIAN CHANNSONETTES. 


The Teacher (interrupting Her Grace’s Rehearsal of ‘* Coco chez sa Cousine”’). ‘‘ NON—NON—C’EST PAS COMME GA! EcovuTrz, MADAME 
LA Ducnesse! To ’av Succes, AND MAKE LAUGH CES MESSIEURS, YOU MUST BE DROLE/—AND TO BR DROLE, YOU MUST FORGET YOU 
Ane LADY, PARBLEU! AND B:COME CANAILLE—VAT YOU CALL ‘JOLLY CAD,’ you KNow! Loox at ME! I’av no Voice! I am 
nor MusicIAn/ AND YET YoU PAY ME Two SOUSAND FRANC TO SING AT youR Concert! Er pourquvor? Vy? Simp_y BecaAvsE— 
(Ir IS NO MERIT, FOR I VAS BORN S8O)—SIMPLY BECAUSE I AM FRRRANCHEMENT CANAILLE/ Et voILA!” [Winks knowingly. 
Her Grace, “‘OH, DO HAVE PATIENCE WITH ME, DEAR MADAME RicoLor! I’m surg I SHALL CATCH IT IN TIME!” 








| So scatter saucy, squirt-armed boyish foes, 
QUITE A LITTLE HOLIDAY. When one stout fact-pumper turns on the hose, 


It is but holiday pastime, after all. 
Wuitst facts be facts, whilst truth its cold douche showers If Free Trade ’s not worth keeping, let it go. 
Hydrants and squirts can ne’er be equal powers ; But shall it? Jown and WrLL1aM answer “ No! 
One sturdy spout will spoil the sputterers all. We'll trust it not at all, or all in all.” 











a x . a tet on ~ Magic rer 9 
‘ho by-and-by makes minor tootlers mute, 3 an ss ila . . - 

And ever strengthening, silences them all. CHARACTER OF A CHANNEL ISLAND. 

: : A sap account of Jersey is given in a speech lately made by the 
The straight, strong stream that one stout hand can shoot, Lieutenant-Governor, Major-General NicHoLson, at a Temperance 
Pitted ’gainst sixty squirters following suit meeting. The gallant General is reported to have said that ‘* he 

Makes ’em turn tail, and quickly drenches all. had seen much service in many parts of the world, but never any- 

, , , a where where drunkenness was so prevalent as in Jersey.” Let’s 
Pheugh ! how the icy flood does soak and chill! hope the General was wrong in this particular; but, if correct, he 
Wet backs and breeks he ’Il give ’em, Triton W111, might have summed up the character of Jersey in the title and 

Among the Fair-Trade ows, small fry all. | burden of mae “7 ond ep Ee song, how neve — * 

And as “O . : , ” ‘A Right Little, Tight Little Island” —very tight little is s 

So, half in i getty So | Perhaps it was only a rather loose statement about the tightness. 


y 


their game, and bothers all. | = 
rewilli i i i i . E.G. 
“ Gewillikens!” they wail ; “ did we not think | Happy Thought Advice to W 
| 








He ** blows upon 


‘These squirts were good to make him wink and shrink ? Poor Prewrer! He was bowing, and saluting, and shaki 
And now look Eee? Dashed if he cares at all!” hands so incessantly al! the way to Leeds, that it called to 
. eo Pertinaz’s account of his own progress, always ‘‘ hooing and 
** One in the eye to land him were such fun, | booing.” fi 
We thought Jem LowrHenr’s squirt the trick had done ; | But why doesn’t W. E. G. have what they call on the stage “‘a 
But—g-r-r-r !—he ’s been and gone and drowned usall. | double” made up exactly like himself (Mr. Fiswer did it in the 
Ha Land years ago at the Court Theatre), to do all the bowing 
** Look at young Rawpom’s breeches, regular soaked ! | and handshaking out of the window of the train, and the real Simon 
And as tor poor Hicxs-Bracu, why he’s half choked. | Pure could do the speaking afterwards. Have a double, have a 
Wonder what Srarry, too, thinks of it all.” | deuble, And save yourself much toil and trouble. 
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ANOTHER CHANCE GONE! 


Irate Old Uncle (to Ne ephew). **UNPUNCTUAL AGAIN ! 
CAN KEEP AN APPOINTMENT!” 

Out-at-Elbows Nephew (coolly). “‘ Brcauszk I'VE NEVER HAD A GOOD 'UN TO 
KEEP, Srr. Now, iF YOU'LL GET ME SOMETHING LIGHT, UNDER GOVERNMENT, 
From TWELVE To Two——” - Unele, 


GHOSTS! GHOSTS! GHOSTS! 
Selected Letters to the Editor. 


pay Sw Sir, we wget o let of Ghosts about this neighbourhood. All sorts 

brious air. Charming y got to be known to 

a gy But as to Ghoste—well, just come down and see them for your- 

self, and bring the Ghostly Adviser of the "Daily Telegraph—I mean the Spirited 
Editor—with you. Yours, P. Purrer. 


Private and C .*—Work % fe idea thoroughly. It’ll be worth your 
while. First-rate site fae ser. see freehold land for residences to be 
cheap. More Ghosts—more Hotel will be crowded; do a fine business there, and 
deneesiane | a“ all round as haunted. Then get Seientifie Societies to meet, 
diseuss, din in the Siri More business for Hotel, while we, you and I and— 
eal we let in ted Edi 


How 18 IT YOU NEVER 








tor of D. T. ?—although 4 ote Editor of 
diieme has at of coure we'll be « Temperance Teetotal Co., 

ct a new drink)—while, I =, e we i det Co. Limited) buy up every ‘acre. 

Then get Scientific Materialist Societ Bo seote Chere Soa Be Ghosts, ¢ no 

their theory by taking residences on the spot and bri 

and families : er teens aa Sak owe ver evoshnen: 

and that our new ¥ -place is y Par excellence, or 0 

Eh? That’sit! I’mon! 


for health, 
No ° 


Fiat lee cick abies Gils bates oo ’ve done.—Ep. | 


—Friend, Roman, and Countryman—I mean | gen, most 
Tine have seen the Ghost walk on Saturd t ‘Ressary. 

manya theatre. I have also been when the 6 ool Wie enciated, bat 
did not walk—having already off with the cash-box, and whatever was 
in it. I will take the Ghost’s words for a thousand pounds; though, om second 


* Which of course we print. 





its, I should prefer the cash first, and the Ghost’s 
afterwards 


. Thy poor kinsman ever, 
T. R. Heavy, Leeds. Hewry Struts, 


Srr,—I saw two Ghosts’ last Christmas—one at the 
Lyceum, the other at the Gaiety. I knew they were 
real Ghosts—quite real. Your health in a glass of the 


best eau de vie. Yours, Curpry Norrow. 


- nine Giote be blowed! I don’t believe there ain’t 
no such persons. But then I didn’t believe there was 
of s until | saw him at 

ev 


~ Bo there may be a 
Ghost, in pia of my, not penoving | in ’em ! By the way, 
I’ve got ost of an idea for a song, to t tune of 
é # Would ” but I can ; work a at te 
orus, which from my point of view of its being a 
humbug, should be— 


With his (the Writer's) 
Bogie 


e 
ud and Spinach, 
Heigho! says Antony Roguey. 

But isn’t it rather late in the day to argue about 
Ghosts? Yet “late in the day” is just the time we all 
doit. Yes— 

We on ao, . 
it ! 
Yet A wel do it 
Till the end of the world ! 


And so I am yours, ever, 
Bitty Boous, M.H., ( Oxford). 


Srr,—How strange 4 the Rg of Ghosts should 
come up just after the Polytechnic has been closed! I 
take this spirited smediny of informing the public, through 
your spirited medium, that I have now, &c. &c. &e. 

[The remainder of this is a long account of a new sort 
of illusion, with terms for “‘ Evening parties 
eg ” which can poe b be ae as an ae 
ment, but may ps , a8 a great favour, 
next to the JellSinewn Mad hia highly popular automa- 
ton-self-measuring -head man’s portrait, which has so 
long graced these pages.—Ep. | 








STANZAS FOR THE STOUT. 

“ Slender waists and general slimness are going out of fashion 
in France, and Parisian belles are trying to get stout.”— 
Graphic. 

Lapy, in the olden times 
You had felt it bghooking taste, 
Searcely worthy of our rhymes, 
Had yous Bas aon a slender walst. 


Then, on = Bawtina 
t butler and ate ate ‘toast. 


Y 
Lot the fckleness of Men 
Corpulence now rules the roast. 


F 
“it pA. fill that figure out. 


the corset, ope the stays, 

friends wonder what you ’re at, 
gain the highest praise— 
When you ’re vientatty fat. 


be «Say “Though 


Now Parisian belles 


most expansive be, 
quote SHAKSPEAKE’s line, 
Titian aioe of thee !’’ 





COLD COMFORT FOR BUTCHERS. 
AvsTRatian frozen 34d. 


meat imported at or 4d., 
equal to British British beef and mutton at 10d, and 1 
pound. 
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AGRICULTURAL DEPRESSION—-AND HOW TO MEET IT. 








OUR POLICE, 


Running Commentary on the New Code, by Verges Wrongscent, Esq. 


A DISTINGUISHED Statesman once observed—no, twice observed 
that ‘‘ the best public securities were the Police.” In the last cen- 
tury, however, the best public securities were held unanimously to 
be the ordinary stocks. The existence of the Police, as a public 





security, being granted, the question naturally arises, From what, 
besides the consequences of our own temerity at a crossing, do they 
seoure us? The answer is, obviously, the commission of crime. 


The question next arises, What is crime ? 


It may be well here to consider its subdivisions. And as an ordi- 
nary member of the Force may possibly never have encountered 
some of its most important i it may be as well, for the 
benefit of a constable, suddenly called his beat to deal with an 
obseure fame, We have some acquaintance with the method of pro- 


cedure he should employ in dealing with it. 
To begin at the sont ® ie 

raised in a case of i 

Law—a commission of high treason. 
High Treason is defined to be ‘* the 


venting, or intending death, or destruction, 
tending to death or destruction; or 


us imagine a ery of ‘‘ Police!” 
known pat | the Criminal 


compassing, contriving, in- 
or any oy he 
wounding, imprisonment, or 





— — of the heirs and successors of His Majesty King Grorcr 
THE THIRD, 

Example.—Should a Hammersmith omnibus, for instance, durin 
the progress of improvement in Piccadilly, driving down Pall Mall 
by some mischance run against H.R.H. the Duke of Campriper as 
he is crossing from the War-Office to a Club at the corner of St. 
James’s Square, the driver may be said to ‘‘ compass, contrive, 
invent, or intend the death or destruction” of an heir or successor 
to His Majesty King Gzorncz Tue Turep, within the meaning of the 


Act. 

Again, should His Royal Highness, instead of narrowly escaping 
some serious accident from the pole of the omnibus, have, either for 
a bet, or out of mere morbid curiosity, en vehicle in question 
as @ common passenger, and have had his fingers unfortunately 
jammed in the door while endeavouring, without effect, to inform 
the Conductor of his wish to get put ogame, San le may be said to 
have been ‘* wounded, imprisoned, restrained,” and the Con- 
ductor to have committed an ‘‘ overt act of treason,” ch has 
subjected him to the highest penalty the Law is able to inflict. 

And here a Policeman being called upon the scene, his duty, ac- 
cording to the wording of the Statute, is definite and clear. His 
immediate business would be to obtain a “hurdle,” on which plaeing 
either the Driver or the Conductor, or both, he has either ly, or 
with the aid of another member of his own Di ‘to draw ” 
them, not to the nearest police-court, but direct to the Tower. 

Bare, 0 Cee Deere, © etre ono Se ae re 
nothing to pay, bu ving consigned them custody of some 
official on the it then i i 
Se , en hy fone i iin Maj t 

atter into “‘ four q ” dispose of them “as 

GrorcE THE THIRD his successors shall, by ‘sign Manual 
countersigned by a Secretary of State think yeenet 

at this of the proceedings the Police A hee 
case would probably start off as fast as he could for Sir W. 
court, leaving the “‘ traitors” tic in the care of the guardian 
of the walking-sticks and umbrellas. 





Basts oF Reat Ortorvat Free-Trapz Priocrrre.—‘ Honour 
Bright.” 
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MORE LIGHT WANTED. 


In these days of advancing 
pe ny when gas is being 
ually ousted from 


- Ag its 
swrenah in theatres, and 
Germany has just spent Pe 
cou od —s —— sterli 


ald be a wall to ir 


who first ¥ WK = Elec 
trie light and the Electric 
telegraph. A writer—Mr. B. 
Wa Sage ala this 
month’s —- 
zine gives +o credit. to a Mr. 
SrepHen Gray, who lived 
and died in the last, century ; 
and another writer—Dr. J APP 
in this month’s Fraser 
the « credit of the telegra} 
least, to two ini -- 
: which specs a man 
ving in managers 
of that Great Electrical Exhi- 
je eys Ley is seu, teeing turning ‘ 
night in y in Paris, —_ 
certainly to settle this poin 


before they. lay down caliber 
thousand tons of machinery. 


ives 
, at 








The Revenue and 
** Fair-Trade.”’ 


WE have abused the “‘ Fair- 
Traders ” at various times, but 
let us give them ir due. 
They have so 
country by the mere hint of a 
return to that coal 
has risen, iron has risen, an 
corn has risen, and  * the 
Revenue has risen. A few 
more meetings, a few more 
Se se cal Beceed 

8, 
= probably be driven, by 
sheer fear, into its normal 
state of prosperity. 


@-; 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 53. 



















































































HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF HAMILTON, 


**I1’m Monarcn oF ALL I survey, 
My RIGHT THERE IS NONE TO DISPUTE— 
THOUGH THAT ISN'T QUITE WHAT THEY SAY 
In THE PARTS ABOUT ARRAN AND Bute.” 





A NAME OF REPROACH. 


Gas, as a lighting agent, is 
not much loved nor respected ; 
and, as a name, it is synony- 
mous with Impudence and 
Rapacity. A consumer in 
Marylebone, whohad deposited 
one as a guarantee of 


ees or at of i tee 
self with’ a Po- 
lcemaat bull’ > be Sand 
a te — me a 
sensible pet al AC 
pany were rey and 
a they must su upply "their 
yellow sdixtere till = ade: mp 
was exhausted. No wond 
extremely offensive pons :7 
called “* gassy.”’ 
















The Chesterfield Sweep. 


CHEsTERFIELD’s Letters are 
now legible over Ches- 
terfie 8 shop-fronts— 80 like- 
Chesterfield’s num- 
bers on Chesterfield’s doors. 
The authorities of Chesterfield 
| have contracted for and 
| cured the illumination of eir 
town by means of the ‘ p~, 
men oil-gas vues ood 

rush Electric Light. It _ 

be ue for over- 
Gas Companies to deat tat 
there is a Brush with which 
any Town Council can make a 
clean sweep of them. 


By Ovr Svunpay Scnoor 
Borgep Boy.—Where did 
Noan keep his bees’ In the 
Archives of the family. 


K.T. 











THE PHANTOM TREATY. 


Sir Charles Whilke (pettishly). It is not easy to see why we were 
dr to Paris. Asa ‘“‘ Commission” we have done nothing but 
eat a few dinners, and have surrendered our position as Free-Trade 
doctrinatres is gaining any substantial bene 

M. Tirade. My dear Wutxxez, | will be perfectl candid with you. 
You were brought to Paris for the benefit of Paris. How many 
English “ omen ” have we examined ? 

ir C. W. Several hundreds. 

M. T. How many English have followed these bagmen ? 

Sir C. W. Probsbl a thousand. 

M. T. Exactly. ifteen hundred people staying a week in 
Paris, and s g, on an average, four pounds a day each, give 
more than forty thousand pounds for the benefit of Paris. 

Str C, 7° which side the Channel is the ‘‘ Nation of Shop- 


kee 
eT. T. My dear WHILKE, we must deal with things as they are, and 
not as we would wish them to be. Taxation is Robbery. Your 
people prefer the ‘‘ Stand, and deliver ! ” system—the Income-Tax, 
&c. ; ours prefer to have their peg Le pishe in a less direct manner. 
We cook our food, and we coo finance. We worship custom- 
houses, our octrot 
Sir C. W. These phrases will not sang Macclesfield and Sheffield, 
or Be 4 Leeds and Bradford. 
My dear Wurxxg, I am exceedingly sorry, but what can we 
oor es get you a few pote ey or your clerks and secre- 


oe C. W. (Reply not exactly fit for publication. } 





Aw Old Gentleman who won’t go near a Circus where there isn’t a 
will never venture within a mile of either Regent or ()xford 





Circus. 











THE GENTLE CRAFT. 
(By Our Own Trout.) 
How gentle is the fisherman who sits beside the 
TOOK, 
And firmly 
pointed 
How pleasant for the egies trout to find, from 


cau 
The fly ‘& aoe samscthing that makes havoc 
with its jaws! 


renee im J — Berens wrote a book, in which 
The eens of St. Peter rests upon the angler’s 


head ; 
She bid him not be “ ravenous in taking game, ”—I wish 
She ’d ever asked if he deserved the blessings of the fish. 


pate fhe wriggling worm upon the 





We were a happy family, as merry as could be, 
- eager Ne with a stains,” ' as Pore has oa. Ah me! 
There came the cruel fisherman, y gleam, 


And not a soul remains but me to mourn within re stream. 

What recked my little troutlets of the Palmers, Spinners, Duns, 
They headlong rushed, and then got caught, my innocent young sons ! 
They ’re cooked—excuse an old trout’s tear !—but hard it is to feel 
A monster’s ta’en your family for matutinal meal. 


The ‘* honest angler,”” Warton, cried, and — mg night and day, 


Ly ut Brnow puts the matter in a very differen way ; 
should have hook fixed firmly in his et,” 
Lind abt that I might be the trout that be suepwete che pull it! 





Frexcn Dessert 1x Szasonw.—War-nuts to crack. 











| wart 


| Scewz I1.—A Room in the 





| Where ’s Jomw Rosryson P? 
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“ AY, MARRY, IST CROWNER’S QUEST LAW?” 
(As It Is.) 


Scewe 1.—A Public House. Outside in the road and at the Bar are 
a crowd of seedy-looking strangers, whose general appearance 
conveys to the uninitiated the impression that they are awaiting 
the result of the Welshire Cup. To them suddenly appears a 
Gentleman carrying a small bag. 

The Initiated. Here he is! That’s’im. ’Ere’s the Crowner! 

The Uninitiated. Pass the eold water! Look alive there with that 
brandy! Justa of summat short ? I don’t mind if Ido! Look 
sharp, please, Miss! No more for me! No more, thanks! Arter- 
4 base; arterwards, Bry, I shall be most happy. 


‘oresaid Public-house. At the head of 
the Room small table, behind which the Coroner takes his seat, 
and on which are pens, ink, blotting-paper, and New Testaments. 
The seedy-looking Strangers sidle and shuffle in, resolving them- 
selves into a jury, and sit down on a variety of chairs, brought from 
the various rooms of the Tavern, and a differing trom each 
other in pattern, amid an atmosphere intensely refreshing to the 
lovers of stale tobacco-smoke, fumes of last night's spirits and 
smell of sour beer. 

The Coroner. Open the Court! 

[ The Coroner’s Officer then retreats from the Room in an aimless, 
sheepish manner, as if in his nee the Jury were going to 
choose a Proverb which he had not the smallest chance of 
guessing on his return. Finding that the Jury are not appa- 
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Coroner. What is your name ? 
Witness. Tom Bueers. 
Coroner. What is your occupation ? 
Witness. | am a Lighterman. 
Coroner. Where do you live ? 
Witness. No. 2, Short’s Street, Long Road. 
Coroner, Well, tell the Jury what you know of this affair. 
Witness. Me and my brother Jack was a bathing; it was a nice 
warm afternoon and rather tempting like—— 

Coroner. Oh, we don’t want to have your meteorological expe- 
riences, interesting as they may be. Do go on. 

Witness. I was only a telling the gents ’ow it was. Being ’ot he 
thonght he would like a bathe. 

Coroner. You have told us that before. Did your brother go out 
of his depth? I have got to catch a train. 

Witness. Yes, he got out of his depth. 
that—— 

Coroner. Don’t waste the time of the Court. Could he swim ? 

Witness. Well, he warn’t a good swimmer. He could swim mid- 
dling like a few strokes. No, he couldn’t swim. 

Coroner. What are you trying to say? He couldn’t swim. Well, 
did you try and save him ? 

itness. | swims that way, and I dives, but he was gone, and I 

couldn’t save him. 

—" That ll do. I suppose, Gentlemen, you have no questions 
to ? 

Three Jurymen (who are intensely wroth at not having been elected 
Foreman). Oh, haven’t we ? 
Intensely Wroth Juryman No.1. Was your brother addicted to 


I was a-coming to 


rently acquainted with that game, or at any rate aren’t going | drink ? 


to play it, he decides to give an exhibition of ventriloquism on 
his own ‘ar he Prof — , 
The Coroner’ s Officer ast rofessor giving t. ntertainment). 
Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Oh, yes! (Now as the Man up the chimney.) 
Gabble, gabble, gabble. Now as the Man coming down the chimney 
and getting nearer and nearer.) Save your fines, save the QUEEN ! 
The Coroner. Ricwanryv Jones! 
Seedy-looking Stranger. ’Ere, Sir ! 
The Coroner. Joux Rosrnson! (No answer.) Joun Rosryson ! 
No answer. 


(First general impression—that Joun Rosrnson is no end of a fine 


| fellow to stay away in this dashing, devil-may-care manner. Second 


general impression—that Jon Rosrnson has gone a little bit too far 
this time, and that he’ll catch it when the Coroner catches him. 
Third general impression—that Jonn Rosinson is having a good 
time of it at the down-stairs all by himself, and is therefore 
entitled toenvy. There having been an extra number of men sum- 
moned on purpose to fill up the gaps caused by the erratic conduct of 
Jom~ Rosuyson and the likes of him, a full jury is easily obtained.) 
The Coroner. Gentlemen, will you please choose your foreman ? 
| Four Seedy-looking Strangers tmmediately become profoundly 
unconscious, while the remaining eight regard life with stolid 
contempt. 
A Seedy-lookin Stranger. I think Muster Smrra! [ Murmurs. 
The Coroner. Look here! I have got another inquest in an hour’s 


time, and I can’t be here all da 


y. 
A Seedy-looking age age I think that Muster Surrx— 
us 





The Duveuer (seeing 7 ). THomas Surrn, you will uly 

and diligently inquire . . . (Smrrn, suddenly perceivi is bein 
sworn in, becomes nervous, while the eleven others look him wit 

| profound disgust.) .. . Fear favour or affection . . . 


help... 
Foreman takes the nearest chair on the Coroner’s left hand, 
looks at him as if to say “ You and I could settle this in 

five minutes,” az oduces a pencil without a point, and a 

crossed letter on which to make copious notes. 

The Coroner. Ricuarp Jones, Witiaam Brown, &e., &., &e. 
[ Eleven Seedy-looking Strangers rise, and the Coroner’s Officer 
deals them out Testaments, with the air of one who can say, 
‘“* A new round game,—all my invention,—and I assure you 
can be played on Sunday ” 
The Coroner. The oath which your Foreman has taken... So 
help... Youcan goand view the body. 

[The Jury then retire with much noise, in each other's hats, 
which they exchange ily going down-stairs. The 
Coroner changes some into silver with the Landlord, 
more than ever suggesting the forthcoming of « round 

me at a dozen counters the ry 3 Then the Jury return. 
he Coroner’s Officer produces at Coroner’ s a man, 
Excitement is great. a 4 Audience is of opinion that 
this is Jom~ Ropunson, who is now going to meet his due 


reward. Half are of opinion that this is the man who ‘‘ did 
“.” 3 is of a settled opinion that “did it.” 
On this man’s being sworn in, and shown to be a Witness, 


public feeling is angry. The 8 Officer stands close to 
the Witeee uk an“ I know what you ought to say, and 
just let me catch you not saying it” expression on his face. 


_ Coroner. I really don’t see what bearing that has on the case. My 
time is very —— and I shall be late as it is. 
Intensel; roth Juryman No. 2. Was there anybody likely to 
have murdered your brother except gee pl 
Coroner. This is too ridiculous. I shall miss my train for a cer- 
tainty. Just sign that Paper, Witness. 

Coroner’s Officer to the fore, seizes a pen, places it in Witness’s 
hand, shows him where to sign, which Witness immediately 
does in the wrong place, and then shuffles away into the 
background, intensely nervous as to the result. The onl 
other Witness is also a lighterman, who found the body wit 
no marks of violence on it. 

Coroner. Well, Gentlemen, this is clearly a ease of accidental 
drowning. You will make that your verdict, of course. 

Foreman, Well, in cases of wi pl we fom 

Coroner. But there is no foul play here. The brothers were on 
very good terms, and the Witness got a very good character from the 
police. 

Foreman, Lots of people have good characters from the police 
who are not of much account. 

Chorus of Jurymen. Ah! that’s wy true. 

Coroner (with stern determination). Will you sign that ? 

[The Jury, headed by the Foreman, sign their names as well as 
they can, an operation of great length, each man being under 
the impression that the document will be straightway trans- 
mitted t to Her Majesty, and that to his own particular signa- 
nature the QUEEN will attach much importance. Then the 
Coroner gives the Foreman twelve shillings to pay the Jury. 
There being thirteen on the Jury, the Foreman hi: 
without any shilling for himself, and wishes he had never 
been born. Witnesses are also paid. The Seeond Lighter- 
man is outrageously disappointed at the smallness of his fee, 
and announces his intention of_ never another 
body. The brother of the deceased thinks he to have a 
bit extra to soothe his feelings. .A Doctor who makes his 
a rance on the scene at the last moment, is annoyed at 
there having been no post-mortem. Several ers, who 
know nothing whatever of the case, are, according to their 
accounts, most important Witnesses, and, never doing a stroke 
of work, are clamorous to be r p Sor thew loss of 
time. The Coroner, as he makes escape, discovers that 
he has missed his train, has to take a cab which the county 
will not pay for), and is more angry than all the others 
together. And, finally, a great joy comes over the La d 
as the Jurors prepare to spend their twelve shillings on 
brandy and cigars in the bar. 





Our Booking-Office. 
Tux Original Composer. By the Author of Wanted, an Heir. 
The Maddened Editor. A sequel to Missing Proofs. _ 
A Birch in Pickle. By the Author of The Rod in India. 
The Mourning et y the Author of Post Mortem. 





It is Never too Late By the Author of Reminiscences of 


George Borrow. 








O@ To Oosessrowpswr — Ths Bditor does net held himself bound to ac 


knowledge, return, or pay fer Contri 
damped ond directed epwlope § Coprer how ld be kept. 


cia In ne ease can these be returned unless accompanied by 4 
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HOW TO IMPROVE LONDON.—No. 4, 
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Wirt a strange want of sense and consideration, the ati 
of London and the litan Board of Works have appointed 
Committees of Inquiry inte our Fish Supply, without g the 
assistance of the writer of this article. However, the slight thus 
offered to me shall not be @ In spite of the neglect and dis- 
courtesy of the two bodies ified, I shall not relax | 
efforts to make London what it sh: be—the Pride of England an 


the Wonder of the World. 

For a long time Billingsgate has been a scandal, It must be re- 
moved. the first task we have before us is to find a suitable site. 
Looking at the map, St. Paul’s seems 
removing Sir CuristoPHER W2REN’s master- 
Cheapside and Fleet Street, Newgate, Christ's 
Post-Office, and all buildings north and south of the « 
chosen, for about a quarter of a mile, we unquestionably 
solve the difficulty. 

But we have another site ready to hand nearer the more 
fashionable part of town. Kensington, nowadays, embraces a large 
district. 1t is bounded on the north by Kensal Green, on the east by 
Hyde Park lower, and on the west by Turnham Green. Practicall 
it hee no boundary on the south, but may be supposed to fade away 
in that direction somewhere in the neighbourhood of the Crystal} i 
Palace. Very well then, pull down Kensi ! 

Now that we have a nice open site, half our labour is completed. 
I have engaged a fresh and unprejudiced intellect to design the 
~o .: is but a lad at ~e and, i his antes > 
little touching up occasionally. However, it conveys idea, 
is unfe tradition and technicalities. 

It will be seen at a 
design. My young 





trifle with dip 
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schemed a puny, 
we willingly would become 
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that we are comprehensive in our 
and I are act eabeeted with fish. We 





























their views for 
ment, so they ’re 
Certs nal power? This explanation, 
resindiog some fogies (a were 

additional lamps” at old Vauxhall— 

: a piece, in qumpanetive security S itandevcent 
& musi » 

lamps, concealed electric batteries, currents under the stalls, 

the usual draughts abeve, and engines working in different parts 
of th i far rather either stay at home er 


breadth of Mr. Camre’s Light Entertain- 
to become “ Ex ers,” and give him 
sort of an engine f—a ne naee with 
t t] 


though at easan 
ther?) of the mec | 





a little too mueh in 

effect brilliancy wi 

ee 
will be remedied. 








e building, would 
some other less improved theatre, until time shall have 





'to Mr. Pamwetx’s invective. 
rent. 
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AN EXCELLENT SunsTITUTE For SmrTHFIELp, Covanr GakDEN, AND Brumrasoats. 
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‘latest electric to demonstration that there is no 
MORE LIGHTS 0 LONDON. Seger hat he Rouge has never em ay one man blows ap 
Mr. D’Ortey Canre, of the New Saveloy Theatre, who has lately | cletricity~ and the nerveus 
been very nearly as much before the public as is Mr. Gas Hixnis net | when they are a a 
of Part. Te00 ghee last week to the papers to explain that | CamtE h r a i Ordon Caner 
he had ** 1200 ” im his theatre, without sufficient power on | unless it is at that adieoke ad 
the part of the “Contractors” to light ‘an 8 | partner, very and not likely to : +i. 
this number,” so that an addi engine would have to be D'Ortey Canta, that’s what some in Dublin . 
added immediately. ‘‘ Contractors” are evidently too narrow in|‘ doyleycarte compliment, tit? The 


Es 





‘Wz will be Boers!” shouted the Wexford audience, in answer 
Be the Pigs tha 


t pay the 
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Frireworgs ! 


ee ee an 
Oup Brown says IT'S AS GOOD AS 


AFTER IVABR LEER DEVUWAS ANY 12S 2 Bee oor” 
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Moscow, September 14 (old style).—You mer take it 
for granted that the Emperor is coming to the 
I saw two charwomen working down the grand staircase. 


BisMARcx is also enpacier. had this from a celebrated - { 
corn-cutter here, who has been told to keep himself in — ~~ 
We shall be fied to know in Moscow whether you keep 
up your wee 
starvation, and undiscovered m rs. 
[Delayed in transmission about three weeks for political 


reasons. 


(A Doleful Drinking Song.) 


F ** Phylloxéra ! 
Fill anon’ with ites a." a . 
micking, mocking Imp replies. 
** Fill no more! ” a sternly sneering, 
Moodily, morosely jeering, 
Grim and gloomy Goblin cries. 


Fill, fill! Phylloxéra ; 
Harms not Sherry, Port, Madeira, 
But it ruins Claret wines. 
Let us drink extermination 
To that vermin, devastation 
Spreading ’mongst the Gallic vines. 


Fill, fill! Phylloxéra, 
Gosstert plague of this new era, 
’Mid all pests that creep and craw! ; 
Insect worse than any locust, 
Oh that we could have it hocussed, 
Drowned or doctored once for all ! 


Fill, fill! Phylloxéra, 
No mistake and no chimera, 
Up to now defies control. 
Till we can contrive to cure it, 
We must, as we may, endure it— | 
Let us drown it in the bowl ! 


PHYLLOXERA. | ' 
| 





The Russian Emperor. 
(From Our Own Correspondent.) 


remlin. 


} 


y average in land of deaths from 
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AN EXAMPLE! 


Grandpapa, “‘ Nor Hay A Grass o’ Wine! Way, you're wor a ‘Toran 
ABSTAINER,’ ARE you!” 


Tommy. ‘Ou, ves, GRAN’PA’—'HAVE BREEN FoR Years /” 


i 


1 









Pm 
“SGA. 
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- 
——— 














THE CABINET COUNCIL. 
(By Owr Own Penny-a-Liner.) 


-, initiatory Cabinet Council since the ceremony of prorogation 


ial Parliament, took place at 2 p.m. on Wednesday, at the 


official residence of the Premier in Downing Street. We are ina 
position to state that the object of the meeting, most unusual thus 


me 


early in the wanifig year, was of considerable importance, and that 
ts effects 


will hereafter be felt. 


A considerable number of persons assembled in Downing Street to 
witness the arrival of Members of the Cabinet; but it was nearl 
two o’clock before Mr. Dopson, who was the first to arrive, walk 

the Local Governmen: 


over 


Board. It was observed that the 


t 
Right Hon. Gentleman, who wore a tall black hat, and a neckcloth of 


1 shade, with white spots, was deeply immersed in reflection. 
There is » creating Meena ap 0 te door of the Premrer’s official 


FF 
ul 
g 


Dopson scarcely availed himself of it, whence 


crowd augured the worst in of the Transvaal. Mr. Jonn 
came next in a cab, for which he paid one —; a 
. by 


regarded the coin, first by the head and 


il 
; 


i 
| : 
F 
iF 
: 


| 
| 


ef 
1G 
5 
I 
F 
if 


ai Fee 
w55 





This tardy 

man whose punctuality has to a proverb created much 
excitement, which was increased ag ge et t the 
noble Lord as he walked along, had his left embedded in one 
0 pockets of a pair of pepper-and-salt trousers. The lookers-on 
know vernsnangenen at Saanl, ae for the immediate 
tranquillity of Ireland was ye 

We regret that, owing to the t of Mr. Guapsrowr’s resi- 
prepa Mer pg eel Late cA Rae targd 
the political Siena ne aodng Ce eee his arrival at his 
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THE HALFWAY HOT-HOUSE; OR, “TOM 


ALL-ALONE.” 


Mr. G. R. Srus having created an electric effect with The Lighis 
o’ London at the Princess’s is, of course, not above attem _ to 
rekindle the ‘‘sacred lamp” of comedy at the Vaudeville. The 
Halfway House, whereat he introduces us to his company, is one . 
those dear old-fashioned hostelries where not one of the characte 
ever thinks of ordering even so little as a of half-and- half. 
Consequently we are not to find that while the sign is 
hung, there is also an execution in the house. 

The man in ion is one Obadiah Dell. He is not one of the 
original Two Obadiaha, —-_ 5 he is never dry, on the contrary he 
is always wet—with tears. Mr. W. Lzstoce, who pla plays the part, is 
so oppressed with the knowledge + nanan executions cannot be levied for 
rent, that he is im perpetual distress. And of course the more he 


annoys the the more the audience is pleased with his melan- 
choly condu in food 0 oe ak this ee of le stock 
compagnie du Vaudeville is vastl 


Blank Beck (Christian —_ at meen) the landlord of the Half- 


that the Turf, not the Reed, should be his 

vocation. Beck isa but there is 

Bouire - Hlossoléine, Gn te. upiket © 
re gone 

wrong in his parcit ~~ Bayh no 

a ck, ag all = a ol 

say, 

po hes Peuliary dnagrentl ie 

, one as . 
is useful in 


po) and she it is who is down on 
Ciree-quapters rent. aneme f bes 


eee the eels tee tone 


to the 

Fn Siting ed are Mr. John a and 
ye i his daughter, so called 
ooh Mr. J. H. is a on florist. 
Here anyone inspired by the genius of the 
piece can stop to make a joke about 
roses,” then owe go in. In respect of flowers 
i moreover , when we 


fay Ha fine oo aS ienctie in the con- 





Beau Brummelgem. 


“ Trorwe ” and “ 
Mr. Beck is a man of rope 
saw her, — an ant ex 


servatory. The ot-house is decidedly the place for a 
Soriouiouned ry “Mies vy, the way, is somewhat of the 
' green for she , ed Beau Brummelgem’s son 


Pi I pel, 1m Foe Boag Ao Howanrp,” when he came to buy 
buttonholes at the Paternal Emporium. Of course she is annoyed at 
this Howardly behavi usible Phikp 

His clandestine conduct was simply 


henatie omen. 2 wl girl _ Aap this explanation. | There 
vy is, ona Say te produces other herself. 
The'M ibe has been locked up by her sistes-in- 





brave 


law, the Three-quarter decker. But P boy, reseues his 
maternal relative; and, — conveyed her to the Hot-house, 
effectually prevents a ones i 
her behind the door. net to say is decidedly 


_ ie St econ oot a / 
ACLRAN plays k-y Sharp with success, olds the key o 
the position. Dismal Deli “Dl never get Beck no more.” 
ny - ©. 
au Brummelgem 


For correct k 
In Act II. has asked the Hopes to his family- 


her. | side. 





on, which, from » ha necessities, is Hesseltiny Hall. The Beau 

a gallery of 
coated pictures, 
on the cemnagh of 
which he hopes to 
aan upon the Flo- 


_ =e sterling 
jokes are replated a 
la Brummeigem in 
re a such o 

ing the 
ww , 5 rf dust- 
man being down 
with the dust,” and 
* the family - tree 
being shady.’ 

The Three-quarter 
decker has, we for- 

t to mention, a 

aughter Madge. 
= —— attracts alike mo of a peatind. yy (rank e 

, one Bertie Scott. e most 

7 apn ny VAR nd. most 

wd 


an aivedtion to 
board the ‘Three-quarter decker 
proposal) e are there- 





The Key of the Position. 


A invisible 


kis pation of the play, 
a aring Mckefully present as 
ther t—the 





unseen influence that Ivy gets 
into a tangle over a 
Bitters for Sherry. _ that the Beau is drawn 
deck: boarded. Ss Se 
uarter er is ca 
nion's dock. but in the lodge (also eee San) of Moneltiny Hall No 


en, that the Poet croons in our ear : — 


“* Beware the Maniac’s influence! 
Beware her secret will intense! 
Her er power, we see, is all immense ; 
She can’t be mad—she must have sense.”’ 


Back to the ane Hot-house in Act III. This time we get in- 
So does Dell, Searcely a deep Dell either, to be kept out so 
long, with e nice easy window fo ee in at. The M. M. reappears. 
being, only one bedroom in this fine old roadside 
arene aero eat with Jon “Where Mir, John Hope, Blank Beck, 
and Blank Beck’s daughter sleep, concerns nobody. M.M. is made 
w ane F 5 ne Good subject for an historical painting, 
ing to Go Exavation 06 She Bains Hot-house,” 
pr ty: eazle Scene, the Beau is to. the M. M. 
Hapa he oy he 
pay 
off the Bean's liabilities. He sa 
so, but we should like to see 
whe Pap, 4 
told Hatt tale.” Det leaves 


le Sie page Me. Raeks a coms 
melodrama melodramatic 
comedy, or what? ‘The has 


piece 
len’ things in it, but it is 
eae plum- Mr. 
oRNE’s John Hope isa 





marter decker. E shot w round an Old Thorne. 

the _ makes a mark, Mone x 7 is to wot @ Ten adet.) 
URRAY is earnest . , 

being Jos, lisa the goant 2 she is always Twining reund 

somebody er e 
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OUR POLICE. 
Running Commentary on the New Code, by Verges Wrongecent, Esq. 


Berore considering the duties of the Police, it is necessary to say 
a few preliminary words about their dress. The law then—as if 
disputing the truth of the well-known proverb—that holds that “‘ it 
is not the coat that makes the man,” insists that it is the coat that 
makes the Policeman. And to such a jolly length does it carry its 
conviction on this point, that it the assumption of the 
character of a Constable a punishable offence, enjoining that ‘‘ any 
person who puts on the dress, or takes the name, designation, or 
character of a Constable for the purpose of doing, or hvey we to be 
done, any the which such person would not be entitled to do, or pro- 
cure to done, of his own authority, or for any other unlawful 
urpose, shall be liable, in addition to any other punishment to which 
e my A liable for such offence, to a penalty of £10.” It is clear 
from this that the appearance of a Policeman in the Harlequinade of 
any Pantomime is a ishable offence within the meaning of the 
Act, and that Messrs. Gripert and SuLLIvan’s chorus, in the Pirates 
of Penzance, should have inflicted on those Gentlemen, conjointly 
with Mr. D’Orizy Carts, a nightly fine of about £160 during the 
ja ag pee Pe aoeably. i 4. at with heed labour 
any f impri ent wi 3 
that they may have tubjected y Gone mee to by “‘ procuring to be 
done,” a series of acts calculated te bring the Force inte contempt. As 
there are now one or two other companies in the field, this neglected 
matter may prove even yet worth the attention of rival Ts. 
But to resume the subject of the Constable’s dress. He may on no 
account improve on it, but must wear it in its rough simplicity, as it 
i ids any “ combination of 


however, as are precautions taken 
and indeed spendthrift is sanctioned 
Constable in uniform is little or no 


a la 
if the 
— the Detective in plain clothes may be said literally to revel 
in it. 
From Article X. it appears that Constables, in order that they may 


be able ca all cocasions to appear in such qostums @? ssctutaey os 
ma’ te a prosecution particular case om which 
Bp and that they may not be forced “to wear an 


of j 
, at an 
j would find it no 
searcely fail to lower himse 
If, too, the réles of half- 
iety should happen to 


upon cheap materials, 

. As the prelate he 

as ‘‘ Dear me; how odd! 
calico sleeves ! But I ’ve got 
ining chaplain!” As the Royal 
i wi wee a 


y_ to the least important portion of the Detec- 
and conduct offer far more serious and 
further comment and consideration. 


_ The rules for 
interesting matter 





CANNING APPLIED, 


In making “‘ Conventions” the fault of the Dutch 
Is yielding too little and grabbing too much. 


SvecEstion.—P the smells at Hackney arise from the 





to 
On, 





y- Wick not having been properly extinguished. 


A SPANISH INVESTMENT. 


(By Our Electric Light-brained Artist, who says he took it on the 
Black Spot.) 


Procession giving a performance on the road while the 
the tied on in the Throne Room. [N.B.—For 
been uiring for our Electric-Light-brained Artist 
a Was he really inSpain? Anyone who 
tion on the subject be rewarded.—Ep. } 








MORE GHOSTS! 


@ndestors, come back to me ones moré, 
up-vtais with special fect, and fumble at the dor; 
Walfa in when strikes the midnight hour on every moonlight night, 
hy eats warning sive pessase ’re im a fright ; 
6 kind endwgh to wish to make thing complete, 
Dua’ wear your entiaary clothes, bat don the propel heat 


And ever and anon lift up a thin and warning hand, 
ane oo many mystic words that none can | a d; 

rooms, or give a . 
Bo"that I thrill all those whe read the ‘Dechy Tolegr = 
make them shudder even o’er their inal toast, 
When I deseribe you and your tricks, my old ancestral ghost ! 
No doubt a M.D. the public will ‘ 
: tho tidons that I cay were i Soe bas bile, 

a say, 
ghost, in a way ; 
"the bus they'll vow it must be 3 
8 queer Papa was not a patch on you! 
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JUST IN TIME.” 


Country Gentleman (who had been violently dragged into the road by his Wife), ‘‘Goop GRA- 
CIOUS, MY DEAR GAL, WH-WH-WHAT EVER 'Ss THE MATTER !” 

Wife (in terrified accents), ‘‘Matrzr! Look wHaT IT says ON THE BOARD OVER THERE— 
AND WE WERE JUST UNDER THE Hovsk! How Fortunate I Lookep up! WE MIGHT ’A 
BREN—OCRUSHED TO Atoms!” 














*“*FOUND—AN EARTHQUAKE!” 


Gentvs should never unrewarded, and surely this Policeman whose report we have 
to ey should be at once raised to a high position in the Force. This individual . 
as follows to ten 


coming off duty, the —** At 1°45 this morning fo 
Earthquake opposite No. 207. ” This i jp toe too di tful, and ‘the only wonder is that the Earth- 

quake was not * - in” stationary with betng dr drunk and disorderly. It seems, however, 

it was a sober and e, for when inspected in the morning it was still 


there—some brickwork which which had given way making a subsidence of the road. 
indeed lucky that it made no attempt to escape, for the consequences of an 
a round London, pursued by this active and intelligent officer, are too terri le to 
te. Hisnext report will probably be, ‘‘ Found a Mare’s Nest,” and then Scotland- | of 
Yard will easusedly Gamat tds incon’ yoomotion. 


owe 


THE CABINET TRICK, OCT. 12. 
OR, HOW IT WAS DONE. 
(From Our Own Insider, who knows the ropes.) 


Gl-dst-ne. Well, Gentlemen, there are 
three courses—— 

Sir Wm. H. Ah! we’ve finished those— 
let’s come to the dessert. 

Mr. F-rst-r. That’s a nut to crack ! 

Mr. Br-ght. Hope your nut won't be 
cracked. Shouldn’t care about being Irish 
Secretary myself. 

Gi-dst-ne. Let’s come to the point. 
What are we to do with these fellows, 
Parwett & Co? 

[ Awkward pause. Enter Lord H-rt- 
ree -N +r ey mony 
havin av time of it 
thre hee is rather on short.” 

Lord H-rt-ngt-on. Pannett? I'll tell 
you. (Zo Gt-pst-nz.) You’ve been saying 
at Leeds what you'll do, and 8-1-sB-RY ’s 
asking why the deuce you ’re not as good 
as your word. PaRNELL’s been abusing you 
like a a Don’t stand that. 
wouldn 

Lord K-mb-rley. Of course it’s no affair 
of my but I don’t quite see 

H-rt-ngt-n. I do. 7 *¥ I’ll lay a 
hundred to two we do the right thing, 

ive Sarum and Srarr., Ditton & Co. a 
facer, and have the country with us. 

Gl-dst-ne, That’s my idea too. 

All (except Lord H-rt-ngt-n). What ? 

Gl-dst-ne. Arrest PARNELL. 

: -_ (led by Lord H-rt-ngt-n). Hear! 
ear 

Mr. F-rst-r. But when? 

Gl-dst-ne. When? Now. 

All, Bravo, Guv’nor! 

Mr. F-rst-r. But who’s to— 


Gi-dst-ne. One must make a inning. 
Here are the warrants, made out all ready. 
Sign ’em yourself on arriving. Pat 


’em in ae inside pocket. Safe? All 
right! Now getonyourulster. There’s a 
hansom atthe door. You’ll ~y plenty of 
time to catch the train and boa 

Mr. F-rst-r. But I’ve a just come 
over —— 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne. sen ene only aly just go 
back again. Sharp’s th boy, and 
of course. him off, a my bo 
I say F-nst- R, wire over to me at 
to-morrow when it’s done. It’ll make : 
first-rate point in my speech. Oh, by the 
way, just take these other warrants for 
Sexton and the rest. ll wire 


orders. Now then, don’t stop to shake 


hands with anyone—do that when you 
come back— be off. ‘‘ If ’twere done, 
’twere well it were done quickly.” Bon 


voyage! (Lord H. hurries F. off. 
Now, K-ms-R1-y, let ’s get to the Ff) 
put our foot down there ! 

All, Hear! hear! (Left sitting. 





The Terrific Gale last Thursday 
Night and Friday. 


‘“ om omens met the eye when CasaR 
e ’ 

It was on Thursday that they took 
PARNELL, 


the next ’un ? 





A Court Tueatre Ticket.—The 





Order 
of the Garter available only at Windsor as 
an Order for the Stalls. 
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‘ COLLARED ! !” 


“I BEG THAT YOU WILL LOOK UPON ME SIMPLY AS REPRESENTING THE EXECUTIVE POWER, AND THE 
AUTHORITY OF THE LAW.”—The Paemren’s Speech at the Guildhall, Thursday, October 13. 
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hotels 
HUNTING BISMARCK. m.. -] oom 
From Our Own Correspondent under the Table, I haven't the slightest 








OUR CHANGE AND BARTER COLUMN. 


HOOTING BOX BESBACRDINARY A leofot eee who, 

ing to a sudden unforeseen disagreement with a 
«Aen ood to aut off the entoll, is detitous af mocting with a purchaser, 
poh ger | —* whom the valuable freehold of nearly a quarter of an 
acre of moorland, y within two 


Bismarck is one of the number. e his front bli Ww & foreign sporteman.—Apply TaLiy-Ows, 
a Sher Biot Seen abe 
ho provides his doge-meat. What 1 saw | (] REA IN.—A West Indian Chief for ule, This unique 
was enough for me. So many pounds of meat a day—mean a dog in By . poem | 
way to 


the house—a dog in the house means Bismaxcx’s dog, and Bismancx’s | 4 Sa ie seine ecutien’” Gad 


Mosr people have to get up = ly to take me in, and 


dog means x : 
poet a ~~ Sy though 
he may govern millions. On a given night in a given room, I found 
uupell anion ie a a. A was heard at the door, 
and a valet en with a knowing look. 

** The person you Sir, about the balloons.” 

isguised as an Englishman. 

** He may well say ” said the Man of Iron. “I thought 
you’d started in one, and drifted into the Baltic.” 

** You stop at home,” said G., ‘‘ and don’t know what I’ve suf- 
fered to get here. I reached 


of Hamburg. Twice across that dreadful g 
“ Take some et ree coe se Oe ee The 
tty wtdlon to _ in several 
his con say, was on 
languages. 


“T cannot oy opr ped we on German cooking,” said Gausrrra, 
with his mouth of something that might have been roast pork 
and stewed prunes, but was proba some Variety of sausage. WwW 

We live mostly on beer,” said great wire-puller. 
What then becomes Rhein Wein ?” asked G. 
B., “ but never drink it. Pass the 

** French, of course?” said G. 

“* Well, it’s not Alsatian,” retorted B. 

“*I thought bygones were to be bygones?” inquired G. suddenly, 

up my ears. . of a life-sized wax 
good p , which I believe comes from England,” said B., | diate use, would be g’ 
more convivially. “Let Bourgoynes be Bourgoynes. Pass the | turn itto advantage. 
Bourgoyne, and sing us a song.” i ; 

G., with a command of German which fairly astonished me, im- 
mediately broke out with the following lyric, which is like something | ¥ 
I have heard in England :— 


** Gute morgen, mein herren, und sleipen sie woh 
Und Sauer-Kraut isn’t so bad ; ™ s 
Und sweiner-fleisch makes & very good meal, 
When no other food ’s to be had ; 
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JAM AND JALAP. 


Reat Jam, doubtless, was the 
sweet and soothing eloquence in 
which Mr. Giapstowe, at the 
Guildhall on Thursday, shrouded 
his powder of premonition to the 
City Fathers. But the powder 
was there :— 

“I feel the most perfect and abso- 
lute confidence that nothing that will 
ever be sanctioned by the Parliament 
of this country will tend to degrade 
your great Corporation, or to impair 
ite efficiency, but that new dignity, 
new energy, and a further eulaage! 
ment of public confidence, fresh records 
of good work done, and of great ser- 
vices —_— to the es will = 
the unfailing consequence of any suc 
measure ~y Parliament will 7 
for the pu of ing with the 
Municipal Institutions of London. 
(Cheers.)” 

Exactly. The powder is oh! so 
wholesome, and will do them oh! 
such a deal of good | But they 
will have to take ie, OTT oe no 
syrup. Let us hope "ll like it. 
Goe and Macoe grumbled to their 
chum, Alderman Oee, and one of 
the old Tory Giants was heard 
muttering something that sounded 
like ‘“‘ Demagogue”; but whether 
Macoe was commencing a pro- 
test to his brother with ** Demmy 
Goe,” or whether he was alluding 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 54. 





POET’S CORNER; 
Or, Nonsense Rhymes on well-known 


Names. 
(Novelistical.) 
Rice and Besant 
Shot a pheasant. 
oe Besant to Rice, 
** Won't it be nice ¢” 
(Operatical.) 
s Cray to GILBERT, 
** The Comique will fill, ’Berr.”’ 
Says Grupert to Cray, 
* Get out of the way!” 
( Theatrical.) 
Writes Tnornez to James, 
‘*T’m having such games !”’ 
Writes James to THorne, 
** So’ll I—when you’re gorne!”’ 
Says Conquest to Mrrrrt, 
= me a ferret.” 
gh w to Conquzst, 
oe t £ a long ’ 
Says Conquest to ons, 
“ well then, you get it!” 
(Ecclesiastica!.) 

Says Fraser to GREEN, 

t do you mean ?” 


Sa 8 GREEN to FRAsER, 
“Not what I say, Sir.’ 





In Statu Quo, ain’t He? 
for 





to the Illustrious Visitor, the Re- Blackfriars have 
ble to determine. carted away” (wrote ‘‘Goe” in 
ssamagh se ecw r the Times Yast week) ‘* to some 
limbo”... ‘‘ where. 
TOPICS OF THE DAY. the designers cannot obtain the 
OUR CONTRIBUTION TO THE GHOST poor peiane os 0, peiagee of their 
CORRESPONDENCE, probably perform- 
eo , ances.”” They ’ve evidently been 
Arrris to bed and Airlie to rise re to i ‘ 
Makes some ghost-stories that 
ace ge. , A WILDE IDEA. 
Pye eR CHARLES ROBERT DARWIN, LL.D., F.R.S. I Se ms 
CORRESPONDENCE. diates ; of Pagan- 
In nis Descent or MAN HE BROUGHT HIS OWN SPECIES DOWN As|‘ 
Taose Hackney smells !—those LOW AS POSSIBLE—/.z., TO “‘A Harry QuADRUPED FuRNisHED| ism, and says that, De od 
Hackney smells! WIth A TAIL AND PornTep EARs, AND PROBABLY Arporzat| Revised Version has altered 
How sad a tale their odour tells 


Of Homerton and that sweet time 
When no one wanted 





IN ITS HABITS”’—WHICH IS A REASON FOR THE VERY GENERAL 
INTEREST IN A ‘“‘ Famity Tree.” 


He HAS LATELY BEEN 











Lime! Condy’s TURNING HIS ATTENTION TO THE “ PouiTIO Worm.” utter.” "5 ass was to 
THE WORM TURNS. QUESTIONABLE COMPLIMENT. 

I’ve despised you, old Worm, for I think you ’ll admit THe Oxford Vice-Chancellor, Dr. Evans, Master of Pembroke— 

That you never were beautiful even in youth ; ‘the Evans above us,” as the odd fellows of his call him-— 

I’ve meee you on hooks, and not felt it a bit ; on ing his re address, complimented the Undergraduates 

But all’s now Darwin has told us the truth | on thei i behavio ery, maeemnae in the Theatre 


Of your diligent life, and endowed 
ou begin to inspire me with kindly : 

I have friends of my own, clever Worm, I could name, 
Who have ne’er in their lives been at work half so hard. 


with fame— 


It @ that we owe res of soi 
t the garden never exist without you 
That from ages gone by you were patient in toil, 
Till a Danwor 





is not so useful as you, 
So Like Him! 
Ar Aberdeen they just now describe Lord Roszsery as “ The 





attributed to “‘ the ram 
minds” of the Public Orator’s . This as if the P. 0. 
neg oe a ee O. should at once act on the hint, 
and he might a by advertising draugh' 
draughts—of his last So he cupaisen 50 qugane.a 
| Spocmsaia Seay pee the ki He should it, ‘‘ No more 
sleepless ni our Oxford Mixture! Draughts f 
on receipt of a P. O. blic Orator) order.” 





Little and Scott. 


Terr was a Romancer, Miss Brappon ; 
or taate 6 ou semen Se hp ae 


Down to ina 
Thai cdete star Oh tea“! 





For Mz. Panweiz.—Parnell Servitude. 
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MEDDLEVEX LICENSERS. 


Last week a vain attempt was made to off upon the Collective 
Wisdom of the Meddlevex Magistrates their béte noire, the le 
Rooms, under the new title of ‘‘ The Trocadéro Grand _*, 
Could the Bishop of Lonpox, Canon Ducxworrn, Archdeacon Jzn- 
wines, Mr. Ropert Baxter, and H. E. Cardinal Manwivc—of whom 
we may ask, ‘* Que diable allait-il faire dans cette galére ?”—have 
been induced to stand sponsors at the re-christening of Mr. BiewEu’s 


unfortunate infant, the Meddlevex Collective Wisdom might for | Primrose 


once have put themselves right with the public by taking the advice 
of Mr. GatswortHy—name of omen to the Trocadéro’s 
prietor, ing “‘ worthy gals ’—and granting the licence whi 
was a majority of eleven. 

So, the Gaymarket in Waterloo Place will continue to be as bad as 
Inspector SHEPPARD, who looks after the black sheep, ever remembers 
it to have been in his twenty years’ experience ; for, in spite of the 
Meddlevex Censores morum, there has been no diminution in the 
material that brought grist to the Bignell Mill in Windmill Street. 
where, at all events, it under the strictest supervision, an 
on its behaviour, which it certainly is not, to quote the watchful 
SHEpPaxp ‘‘in the streets in its immediate ry nay 

Then the refused _to t a dancing licence to the 
proprietor of the Oxford Music Hall’ which, according to trust- 
worthy and Galsworthy evidence, is a most respectably conducted 
lace of entertainment—in fact, so respectable as to run the risk of 
a trifle dull; and, therefore, when the Jolly Smasn, or the 
Great MACMAMMOTH @ on the Oxford stage as an Iris n or 
Scote x i permitted to do any characteristic dance. 
The British sailor may not perform a hornpipe at the Oxford, but he 
may do so at Mr. Pavitirers’s Music Hall, just round the corner; 

which must have _ ted Mr. Pavition—no, we mean Mr. Vit- 

Pavilion Music Hall, dust round the corner, tenant of 
licensed to dance as well as sing, and ready 

British Army in uniform at half-price. 
As a, which was he by a majority 
a warning against pre g to turn 
of Truth on Sunday, with an organ perpetu- 
ally playing the Stabat Mater, some one preachi and a special 
of refreshments. We hope the lecture do the Sunday 


and “sacred music?” ! 

and secular, and the best that can be got, 

. Let the poople enjoy themselves. 

, will; and those who won’t, won’t ; 

resent any sneaking attempt at springi a 
y 


A music licence was granted to the Grosvenor Gallery. Why 
does Sir Courrs-Linpsay want it? For the performance of one of 
Penny Whistler's Nocturnes? Very likely. 





Tue Rear “Conw in Eorrr.”—The sensitive French corn, upon 
which Jony But1 finds it so difficult to avoid treading. 





WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH IT? 


“On Wednesday, the 19th instant, the celebrated, world-renowned, magni- 
ficent iron paddle and screw ip, the Great Eastern, will, unless 


pre- 
viousl of vate treaty, be offered for sale at Lloyd's Rooms, in 
the Diya) Beckenge Daily iow. . 


We have received various ions as to the best method of 

ilising the old Leviathan. For it 

that it should be carted to the top of 
case 


alaces. 
it ‘Mr, F-nst-n or somebody ‘else, with the address ‘‘ Dublin 
Castle,’ who writes to ask whether, as Kilmainham is rather 
couldn’t be moored somewhere off 
bour as a ‘* donjon 


Mr. 8, T. Ancazer says :—' Why not use it between Dover and 
Calais? Prevent sea-sickness to a dead ty. Widen both 
hashouss, Seatge ous © quod deal of tho Dottens of e British Chan- 
nel, and there you are! Or—still happier idea—why not make a 
pontoon-bridge entirely com of Great Easterns? Build 
about Cighty' mare of the esate ont, and the thing (as Mr. 8. T. 
ARGAZER justly observes) is Sir ! 

Captain StasHEer writes to what the Government mean by 
their want of patriotism in not havin as Sa 
camels, he suggests)—over the Hi yas, _stuck across 
the Khyber Pass, to act as a barrier against Russian ag Pr 

Or give it a music and licence, fit up a theatre for Nautical 
Drama, and moor it off W » Or let Cerewayo have it, as 
some sort of floating capital. 





THE LATEST LEEDS LYRIC. 
by blood a Scotchman ; I aim Dy socltonee © Londoner; I am by 
a Welshman (laughter); and I am by birth a Lancashire man 
(e a ao —I in coming amongst you as if I even were 
a Yorkshireman. (Cheers.)”—LEztract from the Premier's Speech, 
I am a Scotch and Welshman, 
In London I reside ; 


“Tam 


* 


a 
And a hundred things beside. 
I’ve “‘ almost felt” like a Yorkshireman. 
You know the feel? You do. 
But, after Leeds. 





Ove Booxine-Orvice.—Hookey Walker, by the Author of Angling 
Literature ; College Puddings, by the Author of Cambridge Trifles. 














| Another man ss sf ¥ 


| that. 


| no coffee P 
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AMERICA AGAIN! 


SmMokINe-CaRRIAGE. Four other racing men. I have never been to | 
Newmarket before—don’t know Eg i am going now for; but it| 
sounds a cor ae o are the other occu- | 
pants of our i Noblemes ? *N6 ” Mentor informs me 
confidentiall his hand, “thieves.” Heavens! thieves? 
Every one o than! Nervous work this; but I see myself in the| to 
future giving evidence in some new Great Tort Frauds. 

Man in corns San © bnew siet © ang © vin. Man in other | j 
corner asks, ‘ by! shouldn’t Mistake win?” Good form of answer 
Instead of your po that a horse will win, ask why it| 


shouldn’t, and let the other man why it n’t. Man in 
corner sud enly to me. fow is my time. I say, ‘‘ Why 
shouldn’t Iroquois win ¥” Everybody Jonge the man in the 
corner, who is angry. Then the others i y, and a bad- 
faced man says I am quite right, end know m Soy ost 
I wish I hadn’t begun thinking of the Great Frands. » 
I seem as guilty as these men; and instead of the Judge compli- 
Jute The Fudge giving him the pened of the deabt, a future 
date—" The J giving the benefit of the doubt, sentenced 


him to two years’ imprisonment with hard labour, the 
which sentence excited great surprise in Court.” 
thief all my ie without knowing it, is the pre 
racing men inging out my dormant tendencies to crime ? Another 
man says Forhall. Man in corner, who is still 
Subj -o for ‘picture, - Wrath . h of Villain at oo —— 
in Villainy —shan't sit for Superior, though)—grunts dissent 
h-a- Ballagh.” Man in corner brightens 
opera All brighten up. But what is 
oe —— a-Bal _ = isnot cn my i gel —. 
ewmarket. ean town, fine going on 
as well as horse-races (stupid, and ought to be abolished), race-horses 
going through the town in long a of fs pepe, Fe re- 
appearance of the Lost Tribes (who 


selves at ng ot ~ Ts 
ac won). ew a y rickety ps, courty e 
Rut va.” breakd Soositionb-—heataey |—sausages, ham-and-eggs, game- 
pies, kidneys, cold == tea or coffee,— 
Mentor says of bitter beer.” Oh! no tea? and 
t's the correct I , a8 the waiter takes 
the order without exhibiting the After all, we 
are in an old town, bound on an old sport, and for breakfast is 
a _~ 4 | eqetene—“Siases : yo eTH drank beer / yo 
A lot o arous things done in Teign, ancy, 
credited to beer for breakfast. What livers its ers must have | y 
had ! and 0 paryp poh wSnndea iad, 
cay-beeney. 


aes. eherry- 

8 

Tt mar %e hic tenon, bok will fe be good for me? Tey ap 
and to-morrow I shall probably give myself up for 


It be 
er is ae 
‘Large crowd outside Mentor 
Pram af may oe 


up, and smil 


Mentor says — 
idea—the deaf dumb bookmaker. 
ee eeigerte tet rae 


horses’ names. 
for horse-racing—as big as 


- -. to Salisbury tei’ be 
a nice 
 Beisary Pach“ wile nie | 
with facts and figures. 


The Paddock, here called the Bi . Mentor disappears, he 
has altered, and is no longer —— — but business-like, 
menenyianae, and aad ae feel lone 


takes pity on He is 
that he ‘ iknowth a real good 


doing the 
This I will ie Mentor 


is good. 


y. One of the Lost Tribes 
firtht rathe, and he’th 
can do without him. Mentor 


appears, and angrily orders my new found friend te be off. He goes, | three 


but I resent this interference. 

**T suppose,” he eg et you he knew something, and was 
doing the Commission for the Jockey ?” 

I have to reply in God affirmative. 

**T thought so,” he ang pt Em an adjectived muglumberer. 


Mind what you are do 

Muglumberer ! T had an Unele once r* went to Canada, and 
employed Wa He left a lot of money to our branch of 
the family, and we always speak of him with love and 
but, frem information just received, he must haye been a Coloni 
welsher. On second thoughts, it occurs to me that he employed only 
lumberers without the prefix of mug, was engaged in timber ; 


, 


tnd donot intend toe ane don than th: 


Terie 


TY | shouts ‘* Fiddler /” 


onl 
the | What are our colours ? What 


Hebrew, and informs me | havin 





still, I wish the word had not been 
Mooptx, who, I believe, is a great authority on horse-racing, | ‘ 


says, ‘Most of those y Jews are either lumberers or brief- 
snatchers, and it is wonderfu an. the spot a Juggins.”’ 

He doesn’t use the catcher too?” What in 
my Uncle are aro "as ay a bri isa 
brief-snatcher? I question Moone. tcher is a man 
who steals or snatches betting tickets. A more ‘canal use of this 
word is to apply it, during race-meetings, to the ticket-collectors at 
Vaux Station. A muglumberer is a man who “‘ lumbers mugs on 
Kod’ Jueei - by valuable p eapoation ase ad am concerned. 

a Juggins t appears that 
uiries cease. I don’t like to be called’ 
what T'make of it? No whatever in my 
t, sommmeoening fhe 4mm. + Re pe 
oe euphne Bella” He sud ga abe Lh! d sa 
that 1’ I am the only sensible man in Newmarket pltiatters he 
has met to-day. a think to pagel Sat be meet _ having a 
qui in the district lunatic asylum, Bay 80. 
icin the best thing of the eat” he adds, : 
T took @ thousand to twenty-five before 


What weighte? am about to ask, Wh 
A is 80 to is not on the card $ 
out a and says, ‘* Look there—there 
h-a-Ba an Cesarewitch in 1844 
+s stone twelve!” 

speak. Why it is nearly orty years ago since 
Tag won, and I thought he was running to-day! One 
of these da Some, when I understand horse-racing , 1 will tell this 
as a capital story of Moopxe. 

He says I must have a bit on Forhall. I sayI shall have my 
‘modest tenner.” I use the words “‘ modest a with some 
confidence, as I have seen them in sporting I believe they 
imply that the loss of ten pounds won’t ma 414 me. Won't it, 
though? [Note.—Should like to see the ‘‘ Modest Tenor” in an 
Operatic Company who couldn’t be induced to value himself at m 

ree pounds a week. What a catch for Grx and “ai 

MOooDLE says, Fes aR he ee eee Cee 
than I'll get in the Rin g.’ the part of 
Mooptz, and I say ‘‘ Done! ” which py iknow a correct phrase. 
He says “‘ Fork over!” and it ap I have to give MoopLEz ten 

at once. I do this, but I don’t like it. Moopix is alsoa 

, and a member of good Clubs, but is he a mug-lumberer ? 
ries to go to the Stand,” opines MooprE; wedoso. He 
gets out his race-glasses. So do Not that they are the slightest 
iat I focus them. “Off!” This is a neryous mom ent, but 
pleasurable. Where are they? Out of sight. Well, ¢ that is a 
thing to run races out sight ; we might as well be in 
** Here they come!” That’s all very well, but where do 
they come? I fix my, glasses, seeing "everybody else do it, to the 

t. I focus a crow 

** Petronel is free! shouts Mooptz,. How does he know? 


he can’t Seniiy ose 
“Beaten to blazes!” shouts another disr 
ont Oe ee? ee We are all shou 
shout ** Fiddler ! are they? a. 
suddenly dawns on me that they are <i tous. I can’t remember 
the name of our horse. I nee & SSS ee er a. 


epeing cole! 
hall? Goon! go on! goon! Whirroo! Forhall walks i! fs 
least that is the racing ee ee ae Ne ae 
“walk,” what must his gallop be 


Moonie takes me into the Birdcage and pies be ues me seven! 

. Why don’t we have ideage aa, and ny 
am trembling all over, on ee vor ey dry in the mou mouth. aterm ail 
very dry in the mouth. We ving Mentor has 
won a hatfull, he says, and he’s very p Samy mouth. We are 

g champagne. We are drinking to America. I feel as if 
loved the whole American pation ws my own brother, for whom 
have no excessive affection, eee 5 a family 
We are . hs cham Mr s health, with three 
and sorry he is not here. There must be something 
lovable in horse-racing, because I am now extolling MF WwW 
Day, whom I have never seen, as “Old Brix Day.” We are 
having champagne. ane-seline endears men to one another. I 
am shaking hands with Wm11am Macpow. 
hall, whom I never saw , calling - 


ALD, the s Jockey of Foz- 
lating him. Weare having champagne. 


him “ Brrty,” and 
Sam Sir. N either, but . ag us 
Ay me, or you er, 
old pple—— 


Lankan) 


te 


have some champagne, dear 
rpool Street! How did we get here? 





Morro ror A FREQUENTER OF A RESTAURANT IN THE STRAND.— 
Civis Romano’ ° 





4@ To Coneusronpanm.— The Bditor does not hold hi:nself bound to ackuowledge, return, or 
stamped and directed envelope 


afer Baw aettone, In no case can these be returned wnless accompanied by 
should be kept. 
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A ROYAL REMEDY FOR IRELAND. 














a 











Puncn, me boy;! this is the idea!~’,Aren’t we the most loyal in. the world 
we know who it is we’ve gt to be loyal to? Don’t we nail F gots ies of 
British Empire? Where’d be your police force without us? Aren’t we first-rate 
fire and on water? Haven't best English soldiers been Irish? And this in 

grievances— for divil a doubt but we’ve had ’em, from the curse o’ Cnomwext t 
and in spite of all the troubles that have afflicted the most distressful country 
four quarters of the globe or elsewhere. Sir, let the Queen and the Prince of 
the Princess— bless her purty face, the darlint !—and the Duke O’Connavent just come 
here, and see if they couldn’t waik from one end o’ the country to the other, barrin’ the 
rivers, without a hair of their heads being injured. They'd be as safe among usas they 
are in Buckingham Palace or Windsor Castle, and a hundred times more weleome than at 
Balmoral, which might be just given up for a time while the Court came and took their 
diversion over in Dublin. — have an elegant time of it here, and the height o’ 

i and drinking. t Her Gracious Majesty come and see the finest 


i on t 
h , who ’d come up and tell her the truth. What’ 

Court to the Queen’s Court that would redress all oyr wrougs? And when she had to 

couldn’t she leave the Duke of Connavent to keep up the festivities, and make a tour round the 

E oy real = in may phe | eee qe oye 

then Royal Highness in an 

in the Indian but—e li Mr. Gransrowe, with unde 

kappoo,” or ‘‘ He who is always right” *—which can be m 

own dear old tongue. Then I1’d like to ask you where’d be th 

dollars ?—sure, Ireland must be in a dollarous condition when i depend) a 90S De 

as that !—where ’d be Mr. Parwett and Mr. Dritow and Mr. Bieear and the rest em 

Where? Why, if they’re the true patriots they profess themselves, 'd be in official 

positions, faithfully serving our Quzzx and the loyal people. x Dootax 

(Of the Irish Jawnting Car). 

‘ Governor-General, “‘ We 

g—all I want to ask is, did we give our lands away ?”— 

, barrin’ the stupidity. 

Or someb i into the 7% th librettist and Claude 
at the Olympic, Fo wished Wo advert tir oa, «Wyidlign is sure to bo rigat Fs certainly toss 





OUR GARDEN. 

Is last Friday’s Tomes we read :— 

“Tue Dux or Beproxp.—The Duke and Duchess of Bepronp and Ladies Russi. are expected 
to leave Norris Castle, Isle of Wight, to-morrow for Eaton Square.” 

aap ” was Saturday, we sincerely hope that the party arrived in the morning, 

and at, Sesto of taking a shart ou home, His Grace drove up Wellington made at 
onee for Mud-Salad and, with a bottle of salts and a well-scented pockethandker- 
chief to his nose, ined the streets ‘‘all round and about that quarter,” whose » 
filthy, muck-heapy state is still a disgrace to the Metropolis in general, and this 


OUR CHANGE AND BARTER 


COLUMN, 
ADvARTAGEOvS OFFER. — A London 
of tion, who, as resi- 
legatee, has ay 


into possession 
JAPE, for whieh he 


iy lnberal terms. Though old- 

it is, on the whole, in excellent condi- 
justing hooks, safety 

,and Binxs’s Patent 


& popular overtdre 

ms and trumpets. 

tion of a salute of 

hieh is proclaimed 

a nae ing from 

netly heard on a 

night at a of halfa mile. As it is 

keyless and self-winding, it can never run down. 

In a sick-room, where a restless invalid required 

cheering towards the small hours of the morning, 

this triumph of ingenuity would prove a priceless 

boon. For further a app! AK BM 

axp Sruns, ical Clock Makers, The Teufel 
Plats, Babelsburg. 


O ARCHITECTS.—A Gentleman of eul- 
tured tastes, who, having been by a sudden 
discontinuance of a patent medicine, unex 
edly but completely cured of a hopeless 7, 
i i possible, a very 


in , 
Se. - titi 
their | Sevings’ Bank, in « competition 


which it has 
Second > 


n tee 

characteristic additions, supply 
for a theatre devoted te 

As this really cheerful lot must be 


mo reasonable proposal for an ex- 
be refused. “ Finzworxs” may 
rvivvs, Post-Office, Gravesend. 
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A CAROL FOR CAMBRIA. 


Arn—* Adgofion mebyd.”’ 

“ The front row of choristers was composed of girls in Welsh 
costumes, two of them wearing the droll steeple-crowned hat 
still habitually seen in Welsh country places. The Prince of 
Watts bestowed his first notice upon these damsels, pointed 
them out to the Princess, and sent his sergeant-footman to bring 
them over to the carriage.” ~-Report of Royal Visit to Swansea. 


~ we shall have sweet recollection 


We stood in a row for i 

And sung to the Peper oith air 
We wore odd hats al careaiin, 
That figure in | and 

And won from the Prince admiration, 
And from the fair Princess of Wa.zs. 


Oh, day for all yous to remember, 
en summoned to stand near the Prince, 

Our cheeks red as leaves in November, 

Our pleasure and pride would evince. 
For ears wo shall tal the proud story, 

Till memory totters and 
Of how we won honour and =, 

The happiest girls in all Wales ! 


<i9 Sia 


wm Y s 


V/ Ge) iim ; er ” 
yi » ) yi 





THE PRISONER INTERVIEWED. 
(By Our Own Pen-and-Ink-Wisitor at Kilmainham Gaol.) 


‘* Waar do you think of Archbishop Croxe’s letter 
on the Land League Manifesto?” I asked. 

‘* Sir,” replied Mr. P-rn-1, “‘ had I the misfortune to 
be a Saxon, I should misplace the aspirate, and speak 
of him “7 the Harsh- toy 

a cane must “suppressed,” I observed. 
s Siena you fellows an inch, an = wil take ¢ all os 

“* They ’ve taken a Panx-3L be, sepets 
enough, “‘ and you and 6 som iis Pleasantly 
and he filled our py i. his eeivete whiskes bottle. 

‘*Here’s to the ‘LL’!” says I, meaning either the 
Lord Lieutenant or the whiskey. 

‘*Here’s to the ‘LL’ and "ihe *‘LLL’!” cries he ; 
_| ‘that’s s the Land League and the Ladies’ Land League!’ 
I emptied my glass. When in prison, do as they do in 














prison. 
P<" Bat if the Land League’ 8 su ——” I began. 
**Man alive!’ exclaimed the with a wink, 
AT A SMOKING CONCERT. and hin og under my fifth rib, re we wouldn’t think of 
Herr Professor (to young Warbleton Peacocke, who has just sung Beethoven's a Landlords against the Land Ladies, would 
“* Adelaida”). ‘‘AcH! VAT A PEAUDIVUL ZonG zaT 18! I HAF HERRT IT ZUNG | ye now?” 
py Carron. I HAF HERRT IT zUNG PY Zims Reers. ZEY ZUNG IT FERRY “ah!” I returned, with all my native gallantry, “if 
vet! Pur I HAF NEFFER KVITE KNOWN HOW PEAUDIVUL IT VAS TILL I HAF | you’re going in for Petticoat Government — 
HERRT IT ZUNG Py You/ (Young W. P. blushes.) Vy, MY younG VRENT, EFEN | But at this moment Ca Bax.ow looked in, and we 
YOU GANNOT MAKE IT RITICULOUs !” hid the bottle as if we ’d Sandford and Hote. 
OUR POLICE. oy Haight Grand Cross of the Order of the Bath, and then, 


sting pi apd Band, —- —-> ne = ay Neng He 
, usias t, marches attendan’ 
Running Commentary on the New Code, by Verges Wrongscent, Esq. rabble in e lively, dried style, with ie trousers tucked sneide Io 


As a sort of set-off to the obligation the Detective lies under to | *#g/-lows, is uty = a indiscretion. Ina the Detective 
provide himself with ae I ible disguise his duties may suddenly | . tee ¥ rat | inaw vil moment, thus conducts himself, may be said 
on him for £18 a year, Clause 3 very | P ractically to be Tost. 
reasonably points out that his work is “‘ more | But there is a brighter side to the picture. It is not every Cl 
ed and in’ than ordinary street | that speaks with such terrible if necessary distinctness. Inde 
duty. ” But it never be undertaken there is something almost tender in the admission of Article 7, w 
(so the Clause wisel ape) manips De, he, pre- | te with wrongful arrest, wages aye y dye 
sumably in early childhood, manifested words veryone is iable to make ti and then 
a voluntary inclination for it;” and the Pipl ow tha an erorinaret shoul the instant it is 
: father who, so to speak, pitchforks a son into acknowledged.” There is sound sense, Sol a thee 
! the Force with some such remark as, ‘‘ Wants coustiianetian ts this. Nothing could be meee fatal then te poset 
to be a rural Dean? Hang it, Sir, I tell the zeal of an officer by the fear of consequences. An illvetration 
: >. Ee _ you the boy shall be a a Detective,—or Ill, will suffice to prove this. Imagine the case of a skilled Detective, 
cut him off with a shilling!” cannot be too too | who has been set on the track of « cclebrated burglar. 
severely abled For ans 0 Dutesiins, oS Se highest mental | that “his man,” who, he is told , has assumed respectable apparel, 
and moral faculties of which a eat and rare human intelligence is fe about the neighbourhood of the Houses of Parliamen' 
capable, are called into play, taxed to the utmost. to enable Mian, eoltheat euciting cnapisen, ent 5 et with ti 
At once he must avoid proclaiming his official character by any feo mca is, the Detective has diagno! | — 
im act, and, as if to guide him to a solution of this complex | mbassador, and further with a 
pro , Clause 11, with a fatherly solicitude, cautions him against American lasso and a salmon net. : 
‘walking in , or in a drilled style ; ies All is now ready aad_ho mes the shjest ect of. his 
or di i TR gy = — itis clear from ae e follows him ; we, axteally 
this that the Detective , for a ° or even as & ma‘ commences ; after tearing after him, wi ue 
collar, aol aber insignia of a'| and down the various flights of stairs, and ig the 
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DISTURBANCES; OR, “’TIS AN ILL WIND,” &c. 








at length pins him by the throat against the wall at the end of the ‘of this—at Pekin!” the officer has but to remove his own disguising 
Committee Rooms Corridor, adding, ‘‘ Well, my Downy one; you’ve | pig-tail, cnene his error, and add, with a conciliatory smile, 
given me a stiffish run for it, you have ;—but I’ve got you tight | that ts liable to mistake 

now.” As he says this, he makes a rapid and well-imagined | Thus, by a 


en 
whirl with his lasso, at the same moment envelopes his captive | argument, which 

in the salmon net. A severe scuffle ensues; when, a card-case | anyone, and much irritating persons, smarting unde 
tumbling by chance to the ground, the rather obvious fact, lost sight | imaginary gri isagreeable 

of in the excitement of the moment, is suddenly revealed, that the | following oP a 


and exhausted stranger, is no other than the re : 
of the House of Commons. ; us the Detective whose jateliqeses must be not only searching 

And now the excellent advice tendered in Clause 7 comes to the and extensive, but eo oy yo well balanced, has nevertheless 
aid of the over-zealous Detective. As the first Chairman in the United a retreat before him when it happens, as in the case of the above 


is re-arranging his collar and gasping out, “‘ You shall hear illustration, to be at fault.- 























a sort o i 
Curvor and Durv, the Authors of the ori 
English, as, if so, they would doubtless be 


men of ¥ = 





than she does 


smile. 
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A MERRY GO-ROUNDER. 


Tue Royal Comedy Theatre is in Panton Street, within a Stone’s 
there are those who will recognise 
Comedy” because they play Opér 


throw of the Haymark 
definition). 


for French dishes with 


Hewpersow presents to us 

the original tongue our virtuous 

anted the Lomp CHAMBERLAIN’s. 

ry" —_ pas ye 
at to the taste, but bright an i 

is indeed so exotic, that one of 

derived after an international 

blance of ‘‘ glou ”—the Gallic equivalent for the tur 

—to the English mame for adhesive material 

a pot. It would be unfair, however, not to record 

accommodated with i 


original , ** S-mother 
— gag - your 


iF. 


a 


Mr. Liowet Brovem is 


scarcely a di in the 
to the Adapheve’ the Mascotte is 


yy | reality she i 
antidote to 


“ Who sees a Magpie so/us, 
Portent and 
Bpite of draught or bolus, 
Soon it 's 
M. Aypray’s music is , but 
There is one air that runs 
and out at the other, as 


in at one ear 
cold 


Miss Vroter Camenow 


some, and evi 


what that 


A Drop teo mueh, or the Pantem Street Curtain. 


cast aside with ex 
full-blown Countess. 
isn’t Genius invariably inconsistent ? t 
int, subtle sort of fun, 
»—OFr, per 


full of a sly, quain 


ae she is 


was to lead u 


Princess Fiametta. 


B ich led of 
oO — 
a any smount of fun to follow. 


aoe, Se 
‘ascotte, & piece 
Examiner of Pla 


new 
not 





Highga: i herein she 
i wherein 
ey > S~ hich character 


kee dren 


Pretty Dieky, the Cat, and Somebody 
Alice. 


more i than ever, 
can be ben abe likes, in the 
is to be she i 
The really original country accent 


i adroitness when she develo 
This is clever, but inconsistent ; 


so much. Like the 


é 


sings better than she 
have the sterling ring of real 
Mr. Liovet Broven, who is deseri 
but who becomes a King, or a Pri 
provided with a Brough-and-tumble 
nothing else to do, he is very funny. 
aot pee the best character in i 

r. Hewny Bracr, though why he wears what « 
large bit of beetroot in his 


i| that we beard “ 
not nan Be om unless it 
to some joke about his mother having “sold her 


mangel,” which, however, was not said in our 
mained to what we thoug 





ing, and we re- 


ht was the end of the | know,” which, sung by Kare SantTLey, crea 


mme aforesaid, Miss Acres MrtcHELt appears as the 

If this be so, Miss Mrromett and Miss Sr. 
Quentrs must be a kind of Corsican Sisters. Mons. GaILLaRrD 
me again) sings well in an unknown , and Mr. T. P. 
YNxs is most accurate in his make-u 
Miss Apa Wison is 
set Drop” 
ful fe 
to whose licence in war is 
would not have 


. AntHuR CeEcIL. 


as 

graceful and nimble in the Saltarelle. The 
tho new Centre is » real werk of Ast, apparently 
early Penny Valentine School. The stage business 
the same as it usually is in all Bouffes with which 
Mr. Henpgason’s theatres are Farni by the experienced Mr. 


Whittington and his Cat, at the Gaiety, isa burlesque drama. So 


are plenty of other dramas in which there are not pretty dresses (a /a 


= yw gg ht 
Sik Coneaps ad 


faces (4 la Compagnie 

rale la Gaveté assurée). 
Like the Forty Thieves, 
Whittington is the sort of 
piece to which you might 
take your children, if you 
have any; or anybody else’s 
if you haven’t. 


ou can’t go 
the story ts 


points & the piece. t is on 
old 


lines, with lots of 
ones thrown in, and 
OEM eiy crows ener. 


Miss E, ARREN, a8 J/ICh, 

beats any of her previous 

pertormanees., There is a 
te 


Miss Karg Vavenuan looks 


and, moreover, is very funny, as she 
Second Act. Mr. E. W. Royce shares 


them as Mynheer, Van der Shuttle, a .Dutch Sea 





te eG unos! dw 
” at ERMAN A 
music of this yt. 1} cntehy ? and didn’t we catch it? rather, 
please you, Ser, twas 1” —how per ve mean, as | 
how putty, which we must al 


and wasn 


speaking of (Lar’s work 
¢ other song, ** Nebody knows as I 


ted such a furore at the 
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Alhambra. But there’s only one song in Joto that comes within 
measurable distance of these two specimens. 

The woes can’t A calling to mind that, at the Strand, it was 
Kate se meree Toto—it was written for her—that 
Manrrvs was yp F-- ‘o, and comic little Hamer Cox was the 


A Bishop’s Charge—* Go and be Washed!” 


burlesque King Portico, with such a funnydance! But in 

vent cast, ora only two conte! ares ert are Mr. Brsmor as 

Coram aH Sell , who, from the name, 
tea ee 


y, but she wasn 

“fae Ge is on the od "though a of 

pap | gene kh pola pe EB for a scarcity of Vater faces, 
perbaps Mr. Lorepay, who is a very ye hold | 82 

on ee y Phere is nobody much to look at, which we 

to be a distinet defect in the composition of a light and airy Opéra 


Comiqng Gare a 





ie comic 
a develapasent 


Connls Opera which ys we expect from such a librettist and | 


such a =. 
All the Prince Caramel scenes, where Mr. Biswop thoroughly | ai) 


enters into Mr. Girsert’s humour, are excellent. 
nothing from the m and depend solel on the dialogue and 
seg atontne. The it of ike pis the” Hnwaths Spee 
in the capi given EoRGE TEMPLE, whic 
likely to be enth thusiastically wah f. 6 Sas eS SOW a 
audience thoroughly pose genuine al 


But these gain 


~ piece achieved a 
distinct success the first 
night of its revival, and 

peony have a 
considerable run. 

When the Sorcerer 
was wick performed, 
.s whic Le the 


aheuk ne - Pale Y 
Cur 


Net a Mere-sham, but a Clay that’ll draw; so 
we'll give him a puff,—for once. 


who delipnted int in this 
character ; and now that there is a Clay there, the 
will be attracted. 





The Smile of Beauty. 


Last night brilliant beyond measure 
Lovely Lavza’s spirits were ; 
Sey what ot her so much pleasure ? 
h—her husband wasn’t there ! 





TAKE NOTICE. 


** Hew to Improve Lorpon ” will, we ho 
week. From information received we fanc 
has been taking off some of the statues. 
out of the way for a few days. 


be continued next 
Rie Prai-Partzric”’ 
If so, he will have to keep | of 





Guwerat Opuvton oF rae Prewrer.—'' He went for the trees at 
Rewergen wilh his axe last Saturday week. Never knew such a 





THE STORY OF A STOWAWAY! 


Comex, and sit beside me; before 
yp katy IR TT banged pel 


ol nil on Bee rb lights of 

"* AD fs over |” sereamed the Captain, “You have answered duty’s 
! Set have marey on ge oll!” 
pence oar, and rope— 


esto of 
the tailor knows rae eens Ute Mae pm Ee ae 


sing | Over went the gallant Ca 


But the hurricane led befo 
the Captain and tho Stowaway wore tealang for the shovel 


to at school, 
story to your emg yb oe J 
at break a day, 


comnen this story where you can, 
bap ft 8 
Ye Vy fa 


rg teak spent 


Tell it out in tango of 
** Manhood ’ 
Death |” 





YORKSHIRE RELISH. 
Snuvce Mr. Graperonn’s trinmubent visit to Loed ia, the i 
of a popu: Teens “ pick-me-up” propose to * Glad- 
The Tory papers say that Yorkshire Sauce Ss just like 
ty PA 


SenG SUGGESTED BY THE TRawsvast awd THE Land Lescue.— 
‘“* When we were Boers together.” 
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OUTWARD BOUND. 


SmyTuz, ForBEs, AND PARKINSON, FEARING LEST THEY SHOULD SUCCUMB TO THE CHARMS OF MAuD, MARIAN, AND MARGARET 
WILMoT (AND THE WILES OF THOSE YOUNG LADIES’ CLEVER MAMMA), SECURE BERTHS ON BOARD THE TRANS-OCEANIC StkAM YACHTING 
Company's Vesse, Colombo ror a TRIP ROUND THE WorLD. Just AS THEY HAVE PAID THEIR FARES (£800 EACH), WHOM: SHOULD 
THEY MEET COMING INTO THE Company's OrFice BUT Mrs, WILMOT HERSELF, WITH HER THREE LOVELY DAUGHTERS AT HER HEELS 
—ALL FOUR EVIDENTLY BENT ON TEE SAME ERRAND ! 








O Erin, much maddened, take heart, face the light ! 
FACE TO FACE; OR, THE TWO FORCES. There is safety, not scathe, in that straight-levelled steel. 


If our voice is for Force, ’tis the Force of the Right, 
No Force? H ritical Anarchy’s plea! Not to crush, not to wound; but to guard and to heal. 
The plaint of the blu -armed burglar at bay ; ‘ 


The cry of brute stre against strength sworn to free ; a 
The protest of plague ’gainst the power that would stay! 


No Force ? When frank Violence fronteth the light, 








IRISH NOTES, 





pe : , Justice to Ireland.—Injustice to Landlords. 
an wares: grnelty, ae in oe cok i. th the night Land-League Policy.—N - honesty — generally considered the 
em ages ° eror ’ | best. (?) Advocac indling. 
The weak find no bulwark, the honest no ark. oe hellion > Smashin — ney 
No Force? When ’tis only brute force that is free, . Trish Martyrs.—Well-fed gentlemen in a Government boarding- 
4 ; stro than . ouse. 
wiettone es snd binding har eee: Irish Want.—To see a tax-spender as well as a tax-collector. 


And Freedom struck nerveless seems palsied with awe ! (?) The Prince of Watzs or the Duke of Conwaveut. 


Mad rant, maudlin sophistry. Force, at stern need, 
Is the right arm of Right against violent Wrong ; 





Police Patchwork. 


To ’stablish the just against pitiless greed, ; ache . 
i At the Industrial Exhibition at the Alexandra Palace, a police-sergeant 
And compass the weak with the arm of the strong. at A ate in idea auilt} e ’ 
- oo ‘ ne irs phe bw hag en, He must have had little todo—lived in peace, __ 
Or made ruthless by wrath, with a touch of stern grace To indulge in such patchwork that sergeant of p’lice. 
In those iron-sét 5 Ba to which duty is fate. And we’re rather afraid that the work of the rest 


Of the Force is but patchwork when ta’en at its best! 
Protective and passionless, setting straight blade 
At the breast of its foe, yet uneager to strike. 





That 7+ blind and ey takes hate as a trade. Educational Progress. 
Both Faseas, ‘Us tons, but how ctmngay » Frencu is very thoroughly taught at our Public Schools now- 
And “ Force is no remedy!” Granted, but force adays. Paterfamilias asked his son what was the English for 
Must protect patient healing when passion at flood ‘* étonner.”’” After a glance at the spelling, the ready answer was, 
Would whirl helpful Right from its steadfast set course, ‘“*Oh, I know,—te go to Eton.” Should the World require a new 





And drown Love’s best hope in brute blindness and blood. French-Puzzle Editor, here’s the very boy for the place. 
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“JIBBING HORSES.” 


Se 


~< a — 2 ——= — 
ae! 6 
a, * S| ner 
ye Ss Sess: 
a= SS S <a 


cS 


No. IL—Resv zt. 
Two “CUTS” OF HIS JIB. 


Sre. It’s all well for ‘BR. H. W.,” and a County A. 8. 8. 4 
the Zimes about Tibbi horses and the remedy, but bless ’em, . 
trained the wild horse of the Prairie—and there is no more o te 

; the name. I was also quartered at ‘Jib 
operation—(a 


Sir, that of being ‘‘ quartered,” as you may i 
may, without ar I have p Bm | aia from China hg 
stern, from rudder to jib, I had a lovely mare that used to come out of her 
morning, and was immediately harnessed and Captain’s gig. 
) is before she jibbed. I saw she 

accordion or 





Our Ocean Dragoons. 

Aw order issued a few days since by Prince Enwanzp of Saxe-Weimar (in command of 
forees at Portsmouth) by direction of the Duke of Camparper, begins as follows :— 

“The Field M Commanding-in-Chief, desires to conve oponien of bis Royal Highness’s 
entire bation of the fine eonditien in which the fecludl the Royal i 
Saqoetich en Webstader tho Lich, the moan boing eisai wate arabs. ond the beamein ad anliiien” 

There does, then, exist in Hen Mazzsrr’s Sea-Service, a corps of Cavalry, after all. But 
the foregoing is certainly the first formal recognition, at Head-quarters, of the gallant Horse 
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LEAVE AND LICENCE, 


Some years ago, the Metropolitan Board 
of Works, acting for the yers of 
Lond e the owners of Pave- 
‘lion Musie Hall at the top of the Gay- 
+e week, by “a nice 
erangement ”’ paragrapes, we vere 
to represent as situated near the ‘‘ Oxford,” 
instead of where it is; i.¢., close to the 
‘* Argyll-Trocadero ” just round the corner 
of Windmill Street. The protectionist 
policy of the Meddlevex istr who 
create and maintain in Casinos 


Ratepayers had to pay more than £100,000 
for the goodwill and p ** good 
will” bly some 
ue, te adoration of ’ARRIEs 
the Gaymarketers, and the not w 
interested patronage of the Don’t-C. 
sion of P ‘ The banding vee 
the vg a Board of Works 
purpose of demolition, and immediately let 
at a rental which produces from six to 
seven per Cent. on the 

Protected on i 
oot, a8 Parochial 
adds li to its lieence—like 
itis lice api omy a 
singers use it as the forcing-ground songs 
not much better than those of the old Coal 
Holeand Cider Cellars. In the old days, songs 
of the kind that roused Colonel Newcome’s 
just indignation were t for the ears of 
men only, who sought them at very late 
_~ in not very Lege ;, now 
weaker specimens with a cy 
are thrust under the noses of those who 


Pave-ilion. 





Policy and Policey. 
Porice in the garden 
And Anee.© = umspection 
wi with great circ : 
So GLapsTonE is made 


To give up Free Trade 
compelled to go im for Protection. 


Popular Financial Delusions. 


Tuat Cabs are sixpence a mile because 
BS geet bps bags Eped by An Dep 








The Weather and the Universities. 
PF ghy- week “at Sates and 
ieaten”” Very ead we hopeit adars 


eight Vv : we 

touch the ry Degrees, of 

may be still a eg Ary 
on with. On the other 

Cv of natatel iom, there has 

a imerease of candidates 














Foe Te 8 eet ect sae err: meet 
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POET’S CORNER ; 
Or, Nonsense RB on well- 
known Names. 
(Vanity Fairish.) 
Says Bow es to Bert, 
** Oh, can’t I pelt!” 


Says Bert to Bowes, 

- Come over the coals,” 
(Publisheristical. ) 

Said Onatro to Wixpvs, 

‘* If somebody skinned us——” 


Says Wrvts to CuatTo, 
. la be a mulatto.” 


(At the Saveloy.) 

Says Carre to Gorn, 
- ’s make a pun.” 
Says Guxw to CaRtTE, 
** With all my heart.” 

(Making a Sensation. ) 
Says Sous to BARRETT, 
* You fight in a garret.” 
Says Barrett to Srus, 
** And break my limbs.” 
(A first night at the St. James's.) 
Says Kewpat to Hare, 
** The Critics are there !”’ 
“5 Hare to Kewpat, 
* Yes, I see Bewpat.” 





The Great Beastern. 


PUNCH’S 


FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 56. 


ty Sy 


H.R.H. THE DUKE OF CAMBRIDGE, 





DAKIN I7 EASY. 


Amorest its communiqués 
of fashionable intelligence the 
Citizen prints the following :— 

“ Alderman Sir Toomas Dakin 
intends to spend the winter months 
abroad, so as to avoid, if possible, 
the inclemency which usually pre- 
vails in this country during that 
period.” 


inch which usually pre- 
vails in coun dane 
that Ee 
most te way of alluding 
to winter we re- 


member to have seen. We 
pe Rang Barn: te 
no any com- 
laint in his tea-chest. Wh 
oesn’t he try Bohea-mia 
But if Sir Tomas has not yet 
up his mind as to the 


Kae ete ha 
iU, to ‘a 
one of the cheso Margaret Street, 
London 1877.” 
The grip of the lish 
language to have 
i the shores of the 
e of is surprising. 





Evident Result. 





never been to Indi 





Tue next Novelist to be 
*‘ edited” for a cheap edition 
is Pernrwore Cooper. 








has appointed to meet, 
EXTRA KNIGHT OF THE THISTLE. and, if possible, settle the 
“ He MOUNTED A HorsE . e # 7 it 
my Hern Masesty’s Foros. summon a Council of Able 
Sergeant Bouncer’s ‘* Rataplan” Song (Sullivan). men instead of Not-Ables ? 
‘‘ AND HE NEVER USED A BIG, BiG ‘ D.’” Why, there ’s inability on 
Pinafore (Ditto). very face of it 








HAWARDEN DIARY. 
[Stray leaves blown in this direction by the recent gale, 


T vrspaY.—Tut, tut, thisis very provoking. The last thing in the 
world I could have wished to have happened. Really whet does 
F-2-s-T-z want to go driving about Du 
for? Is that his idea of ing out a Message of Peace? Th 
some men take fright at nothing would be ridiculous if it were not 
irritating. These Skin-Flint i might have allowed 


horrible want of pluck! 
and walk about the streets when 


should know the mischievous ; if he was, then we 
should know it was and take proper But of 
course it would never | F-2-8-1-n’s head to of such a 


with a guard of Police | 





| 
| 


po eel Wl all enough to protect him. 
are plenty about ; at all events quite to . 
If my Skin. Fiiatshire Police go on cntinn wales 
night they’ll have a frigh indigestion: and if Land-L 
come, what will be the use of six Policemen all suffering from 
tion ? If they would only take salt with them.—Good ! 
them out some salt. Traditional si of hospitality. 
Friday.—Letter from Br-eut. He has received an anonymous 
communication, threateni ay Be Derg mire Pe 
have his house guarded by Police? Wrote to him, said the com- 
munication must be a hoax, and reminded him of ‘ 
remedy.” Haven’t I a sense of humour? Rather. 1 There were some 


; 
8 


very nasty, loo! men about Hawarden to-day. I fancy 

Oo ee ee ae ee > on eee . out from 
stud gone in 

hove beoome a Pee 4 Ae after should be Re- 


pealers ‘ vens! I shall be a in my own house. 
Saturday.—Of all men in the world !—H-ne-nt believes he will 
and 


escort? Quite a joke! R-covrr with an 8-court! 

a Real) eae pote 

ired him to stay at home and read my essay on Church and State. 

My guardians have given up apples and returned to nuts. They ’re 
i coauinae then Poleanen 


thing as that. A something “ entering his head,” the cold | more like > 
in mine is decidedly better, but I don't think it i eitp oe ent Sunda — Wonder if Starr Noxtucore is reading the lessons to- 
Flinters y: What 


by the sound 


an imitation! I should like toread him a lesson. Think 


of cracking, have full of walnuts. Those are not | I have lately. Notice this morning my stud dusty, and general 
the kind of nuts Pay mel alle entien, "Butler od reeterpens Mie can't be pat Hight now a8 

, —It is really too disgraceful. Here ’s Gu-wv-Lux taken | all the female servants have gone to church ?” (I think I shall 
it into his and writes to say he has got secret information that’ take a turn. Where are the Pelice? Butler says, “ all gone tocburch 
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“ROTATION OF_CROPS.” 


Rural Dean, *‘Tut-t-T! On, I pon’? LIke THis! 


side with his family)—*‘ THAT I STRONGLY OBJECT TO HIS PUTTING THE CHURCHYARD TO THIS USE. 
I "VE SPOOKE TO 'M OOVER AN’ OOVER AGAIN ! 
Way pon’r you "Tater iT!’ I says!!” 


Rural Churchwarden. “‘’ZactLyY wHat I sarp, Sir! 
‘you KEEP A WHEATIN’ ONT AN’ A WHEATIN’ ON 'T! 


TuIs 1s VERY——TeLt Mr. Twisten”—(the Rector, who was away al the sea- 


I'M REALLY SURPRISED -——" 
‘Lor’ siess me,’ I says, 








too.”” Most inconsiderate. Why doesn’t Howarp Viycent send 
some of his men here? Considering my connection with ?. = 
I think I might have some assistance from Scotland Y ow 
wrong to -— me alone. If Parnwett had only left me alone——. 
Ha! somebody a oe gel ? Butler my Not Eves-dropping, 
Dep pray see how I am.” Good. Apams is the 
mS Chief vo I gg Why couldn’t the Skin- Flintshires have 
sent the Chief Constable i besteal of aDeputy? ApAms says “ every- 
thing ’s safe, and that I need not be under the slightest apprehension. a 
pong yy Jeu de mots about * oa of Land- 
Leaguers. Mustn’t cut jokes (or trees) on Sunday. Cold better. 
Wrapped up, (warmly _— —< — thoughts. Walk tochurch. Re- 
turn with ApDams. her allusion to “Parson Apams.” 
Mustn’t—on Sunday. Was | brought up in that way. Scotch origin. 
Recovered my spirits. Cold quite gone. On Mon ay shall make a 
handsome —— of nuts to Policemen, and present them each with 
a of crackers. They might use crackers on ony Fawkes Day—. 
em! mustn’t joke on Sunday. But I do feel well. Wired to 
accigt Lorp Mayor’s invitation for the Ninth. Shall cut down the 
Corporation next yar, and abolish the Show. Ha! ha! Can’t hel 
laughing to think of my bust going to be Rut up in Guildhall ! 
people say I’ve no sense of humour! Cold quite gone. Get axe 
cut my stick to-morrow Ahem! mustn’t cut jokes on 
Sunday. ly to bed—hot water—ahem! see another joke. Good 
night. All’s mt “ All’s Well!” ee — Sane, Tw | myself 
to sleep. No, mustn’t on Sunda 
—; St py well. Friend loo’ ed j in an bile | I a. oracking g my 
$8. Cree ed ajoke. He said, ‘‘ Heard you were sy pera 
plied a I ’m break-fasting. ” Aha! good. When I retire, I shall 
compile : ‘anew Joe Miller, just to show ’em I have a sense of humour. 





Mrs. RamsporHam says what’s the ore of knowing Geogra’ 
when she has bought -a-dozen maps of the World, and can’t 
the Specific Ocean on any one of them 





A MINISTER OF FINE ARTS. 


[A letter from Mr. Wats has ao in the Times, suggesting the 
appointment of a Minister of Fine Arts. 


On, what a splendid opening for 4 Statesman who’s ~ “aaa 
For a man of highest culture—say a nobleman of parts, 
When he looks into > agred coi, & oe, eel with vision ~~ * po poepeette, 
Sees himself one day appointed to a Ministry of A 
How he’d revel in the duties, how he’d spneste 6 the — 
To adore their Borice.tt, and on rown 
How he’d clear away all stucco and remode ooae 7 stoople, 
Till he made unlovely London quite a new artistic town. 


How he ’d teach the very paupers to think Wuuistien’s etchings 
tter,”’ 
Whilethe thoughtful costermongers should appreciate Buryx- 


And Fg. aE cabman should be madly beans So maniter, 
‘* Oh, I can’t abide them dresses in such ill-assorted tones 


Every child within the Board Schools should be brought up as a 
itic, 
~~ LzowaRpo just as well as Comyns Carn; 
While the talk of ovecy taproom y analytic 
aha tee go gee: oreany 


Bat good increase the taxes, 
it, good, Tuiltheal « Minister of Flno Arte if you please. 





Prortz most “ dependent on the soil,” are washerwomen and 
glove-cleaners. 
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MOUNTED INFANTRY. 
(By One of Our Own Penny-a-Line Regiment.) 


_ (Vee 


———J| MOUNTED |NFANTRYt— 











| wey should havea iar uniform; their equipment should 

mean business. They 6! pair 54 able to do something of everything 
| —from the bones to bombarding; from crane up a line to writing 
| acolumn. They should be riflemen, guardsmen, engineers, bombar- 
| diers, pioneers, pe = = all in =~ = wer to add to their 
| number. A small active Cossack be the animal to carry 
| them. I Rt where a few, ey in wiel and limb, are to be had 
cheap. Let the Horse Guards see to it at once. 





SPECTRUM ANALYSIS. 
(After “ The Burden of Itys,” by the Wild-Eyed Poet.) 


Sweet is the Sunflower on the dadoed wall, 
| And sweet the lover’s kisses ta’en by stealth ; 
Sweet is the pattern of a Paisley shaw 
And sweet the poet’s volume, in its wealth 
Of creamy vellum, blossoming into go 
| And sweet the pure blank page and that which just contrives to hold 


The strageling sonnet ; sweet the clinging garb 
Of blue-dra - ped maidens, bathing ; sweet Ohe gleam 
Of ary A 7: in water, when the barb 
p the mottled monarch “8 the stream ; 


And yon be P the peacock, spreadin a sail 
| The green and purple splendours of his ra howe ty Esthetic tail ; 


| And sweet the perfumes breathed from Ru«me’s shop, 
And sweet the mushroom on manuréd leas ; 
And sweet the turnip-lantern on a mop, 
| And sweet the sign of the “* Cross Keys ;’ 
And sweet to all but Philistine or Goth, 
| The bones that cross “oan the skull that decks the death’s- 


But sweeter far, if ever gliding shape 
Of some pale with shadowy tread 


spectre 
Attend my lonely footsteps, or escape 
From its dim world, "to hover round my bed, 
At midnight, visibly. Ah! sweet ind 
(And that it is so, in the Daily Telegraph we read ! ) 


If pm mye For in dreams 

I’ve watched the wan -candles, hand in hand 
With Jack-’o-Lanterns, it on the beams 

Of some astonished and many a oe 


moon, 
I no seat of Seno-pelives, and the tock 


My visitant ; but never yet one genuine Ghost ive cient 





Govry VecrTaBLe.—A Toe-martyr. 








OUR BRASS FARTHING NOVEL SERIES. 
Dear Mr. Eprror, 


* Nornine new under the sun”? Pooh! Miss Brappow 
has inaugurated a new literary era. ‘Art long”? Bah! Miss 
Brappon has boiled down Iva into thirty-two 
works of fiction pulped down into compact pennyworths!!! ’Tis an 
Dut, thie t f ! Bah! I can do 

ut, thirty-two pages for a penny ! one of 
’em from Scorr to Hoeo in half the bulk at o quarter of the price. 
pepe Se See, won’t be in it with me. Hers is Scort and 


wt ! Give me a penny—or rather SS ts, 
and I'll astonish you. Miss Brappom began—I ‘I believe—with 
Ivanhoe. Well, I chali in the first place just show her how the 


work TS CvRn tat Then I shall mangle and compress 
one of her own_movels, and see how she likes the process. So 
here goes for— 


IVANHOE. 
Cepric of Rotherwood loved 


Saxon. His Wilful 
Witraip of Ivanhoe, loved the utiful Saxon. The Beautiful 
Saxon, Rowena, that pink e Saxon propriety, lo ilfal 


Wirrem—in a peady wee spirit. The Lovely 
Semite, Reprcca, also Wilfal hy % tes Ta > 
pe Tener, Bed eee Tashby dente. 
on —whie 
Zouche. His affections subsequently settled on the “ a hay oe 
which led to the breaking vows at Tem we. (Smaller 
op . S game a oh an 5 m dye othe 
e and picturesque description ding. e 
an appeaten "doubtful until the Black Knight began his moves. 
1s first com 


letely checked the Bad re dn his second took the 
Castle. His third was the King’s pave n fact, the Black Knight 
and the Rise, io in this game, er the game was 
won also e Bad Templar was daored off the een Mate followed 
—Wilful Wurrm marrying Saxon Pink. The Jewish Rose 
was transplanted. Whether Wilfal Wiiraip ever regretted——. 
But no matter. The rest is easily told. Then-why tell it P 


And now then for Miss Brappon’s own great three-volume work, 
which I shall call— 
LADY ODDLY’S SECRET. 
By Miss Braddon, 
Lavy Oppry had yellow hair, a nose that never red, ‘no neers, 
and two husbands. ‘‘ Twos into nought want gst ’ said Lad 
‘so one husband must go—down a Well.” +e but, renfie 


for Lady O, he did not kick the bucket, Sesame Opptr, a sort of 
amateur (Inspector) Bucket was interested in the well-being of his 


Aunt’s rnumerary husband. [Details occupying the best 
of three oa umes quite unnecessa’ | This Decker siethound his — 
to the Well, Where there’s a Well there’saway. Rosert OppLy 


strove to criminate his Aunt, she in rotuse ) eons t to cremate him. 


— was ‘‘a Scorcher,’ was 1 heey roasting, but 
ed—for renee. Tracked her! TebleauLime Walk oy 

Lane Light | —— and Lad OppLy under ho Ling 

ovee @ theo He.—' underage! 1” — ‘No 


vel, oe —, it!” She.—* Like a BE og Having 
= = F busband well into the Well, I didn’t shut him down! 
Q. E. D. So they shut her up—in a Lunatic Asylum. Moral.— 
Let Well alone. 





MORE TRUTH ABOUT GHOSTS. 


Dear Purcu,—A friend of mine made a joke the other evening, 
That joke fell dead. I was present at thetime. The next “ey, of 
same time, I saw that pag ts distinctly; and Sir, what is more, t i 
haunted me ali night ! E. D.—Yours, &c., SeconD-SieHT. 


Respecrep P.,—What do you think of this for a ghostly coinci- 
dence? Theother night I woke az: and, to me ate yr! 


saw my Com at m we apy ag, 

acrobat. I beckon old boy. . refused to advance, = — 

faces at me. I rubbed -— eyes— he was gone. I looked at my watch— 

it was just twelve. The next day, at twelve o'clock y; 

pawnbroker refused to advance twelve on o Soe 
TREE, 


ticker. Oh, my prophetic soul, my Unele!—Yours, U. P 
Dear Otp Cockatornum,—Rayther! I’ve Sour Maiden Aunts— 


Sazaun, Betsy, 3 emima, and Hepzrsan. They all Hey f out phy my 
at "Ackney, as ‘appy as ’edgehogs in a ’op-sack. that ain’ta 
genuine ’Aunted ’Ouse, my name ain’t ’ ARRY. 


Seyviien 3 bnew 's bern antl Bel Ser (hp best totals. Sie a 
osts everywhere. Doctor says its “ ‘ ob as eee 
aly Toereoh ” foun, ‘ 





4@ To Corrzsrowpunts.—The Editor does not hold hi-nself bound to acknowledge, return, or 


EDDY. 
v for Contributions, In no case can these be returned unless accompanted by & 


stamped and directed envelope. ies should be kept. 
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SHAKSPEARE IN THE TRANSVAAL. 


South African Ne tive (timidly)— 
‘* The Boer will use us kindly? ”’ 
Richard the Third, Act II1., Se. 2. 


Curtain. (We shall see—in the next Act.) 


Maw anv Bran Fioenr. 
The Seer Bird v. the Sarum 


Frightening the House Beetle on the Fifth of November, logger. 
A Masquer-raid. 











SOME SUGGESTIONS FOR THEATRICAL SPORT A LA MODE. 


ADVERTISEMENTS “ An enterprising Frenchman has taken on lease a large tract of Southern 
F ; Algeria, which it is to be hoped is enclosed by some of nature's my and 
Way doesn’t Mr. Jonn Hottivesneap take a leaf out of Mr. | itends to people it with lions, panthers, and other ferocious animals. . . 
Gas Harris’s advertising book, and go in for it heavily in this In the middle of this Happy Valley is to be an hotel, furnished with every 

style :— luxury.”’— Times. 


: . . "ie ; 
HE ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY says :—‘‘Never was so| J /4AT 8 very splendid notion— here's a way of winning fame; 
delighted with anything as I was with Whittington. It teaches a ge cero h ge £ i a 
lofty moral, while adorning a long cat's tail. I hope everybody will go and For an enterprising Frenchman, who such sport must understand, 
sce it.” , On the borders of the Desert now has leased a tract of land ; 
There the lion and the panier shall be gently trotted round, 
H E. CARDINAL MANNING, says:—-‘‘On Whittington I cannot| And in safety we can slay them in that happy hunting ground, 
e bestow sufficient praise. And for this reason. There is so much in it y lS 
to be admired, that to mention names for special commendation would be They ’ll be lured into the covert, for your lion is no fool, 
invidious. Mr. Royor inculeates the loftiest lessons of Temperance; while| By tit-bits of tender donkey and the carcase of the mule ; 
the historical name of VAUGHAN, associated as it is with all that is graceful We can kill them in the open, if we care to chance the spring 
in modern art, and all that is glorious in the annals of these realms, is a suffi-| Of infuriated panthers,—I don’t relish such a thing: 


cient guarantee for the high moral standard of teaching both by word and And so I shall shoot the creatures—it is not that I’m afraid— 
deed, by action and attitude, which is inculcated on all alike, from the highest : A ‘ vn din 
in the gallery at the lowest prices, to the lowest in the stalls at the highest | From a comfortable distance in a charming ambuscade. 


prices, at your excellently, or, as I nay put it stronger than that without in- | ‘ ‘ : 

curring the suspicion of interested flattery or senseless adulation, your most | one Oe eee, peteere, ody > the thin right well, 
admirably conducted establishment. If all Theatres, and all Entertainments, eo we ro Wie an tne Lesert & tone ans “yt hy a 

were like yours, I should be the first to recommend a constant attendance as | A Parisian Chef will soothe us, after ong exciting days, 

an imperative duty on everybody, and should even permit my Senior Clergy, With the filet of the panther served up d la Bordelaise, 

to visit the German Reed's Entertainment on a Thursday afternoon. Bless And all animals the ercest shall go gaily to their doom, 

you, Mr. HoLLinGsHEaD. ~ Persevere and Prosper.” | As we pot them from the windows of the pleasant dining-room ! 


‘ . . | 

M®. SPURGEON says :—“ Sir,—The Ballet isa joy for ever. I object 

to men and women dancing together, but emphatically approve of the ‘“ : 1» 
spectacle of happy guileless maidens enjoying themselves apart from the What a Nice Place is this! 


sterner sex, as only such maidens can. It touched me to the heart. Mr. ‘ ; ide j 
Joun D’Avran, too, is a thoroughly conscientious man—a good man, Bir. Axrpovy in want of a quiet yet cheerful residence will robably 


He dances alone, as 1 would do myself if I had not entirely given up Terp- emp, at the following offer, which appeared in the Times for 
sichorean exercise. Iam no Puritan. True gaiety is the possession of t uesday, October 25 :— 

truly good. Let us be gay. I have been there, ros still would go.” O HUNTING and SHOOTING GENTLEMEN. — FURNISHED 
APARTMENTS—drawing-room and bed-room in the centre of three 
dh ~ bag HON. W. E. GLADSTONE says :—‘‘If I want | packs of hounds, pleasantly situate. Good attendance. » Hampshire. 

innocent diversion myself, or if I would recommend it to others, I send lent 

them to the Gaiety. I thoroughly appreciate a good jest, and no one admires Hampshire! It ought to be Barking, or the Isle of Jolly Dogs. 
your Farren policy more than I do. When I want a box, I will axe for it. . 
Have told GRANVILLE to see it. Hartrnoton has, of course, already wit- 

nessed it; and CHAMBERLAIN—but I fancy you have had enough of the | The Fever Dens. 


CHAMBERLAIN, eh? Excuse the allusion. Ain’t I volatile?” - e. indeed! Li tihtendnan ted by 
And soon. Messrs. Harrand Kexpat should follow suit; and they | the Seldom-at-Home Secretary, to the terrible story of the Fever 
could announce, as a special attraction to the Clergy and the seriously | Den-izens of the Marylebone District. May the case of Lisson Grove 


inclined of all denominations, that their theatre is the only one in| be a useful Lisson to Bumbledom geuerally, and this Vestry im 
London dedicated to a Saint. | particular. 
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TOO CONSCIENTIOUS BY HALF. 


Mamma. ‘‘ REALLY, DEAR JonN, I CAN’T MAKE You ovt! Your own Son, 
ONLY TWELVE, JUST CAUGHT IN THE VERY ACT OF SMOKING A’CIGARETTE ; AND 
YET YOU, WHO THINK SMOKING 6U°H AN ABOMINATION, TAKF IT QUIETLY /” 

Papa, ** Wei., My Love, tr’8 RATHER AWKWARD, YOU SEE. J WAS CAUGHT 
IN THE ACT WHEN I was onty 7Tev/—AaND, BY Jove, IT wAs A CigAR/” 

[Let us hope dear John will warm the Youngster to-rights, all the same. 


THE BEAK AND THE SCHOOL-BOARD. 


Deak Mr. Puncna, ‘ 
Waar is all this bother atween the Ammersmith Beak and the School 
Board? The Ammersmith Beak is the cove as doesnt like Bysykels or School 
Boards. He thinks they both go too fast, and he aint far wrong. I thinks 
with Mr. Pacer, that its igh time Bysykels should be put down by Hact 
o Parlyment. For dont yer see Mr. Punch if they was put down many a 
fast young Gent as now rides his bysikel would ride in my Ansom. But there 
never will be no justice done to us cabbies till we gets into Parlyment. The 
coliers send chaps to Parlyment, and wy not the cabbies? Sure I am one could 
teach manners to some of the gents there if we could teach nothink ellus. That 
you know Mr. Punch as well as me. 

But to come back to the Ammersmith Beak and the School Board. I just want 
you to tell me what its all about. A boy twix thirteen and fourteen is 
brought afore the Beak cos he dont goto school. The School Board axes the 
Beak to fine his Guvnor: the Beak says heel be blowed if he do, for the boy 
is over thirteen and can snapp his fingers at the School Board. Leestways, says 
the School Board, the boy thooldnt work, and they says they have a hact o 
Parlyment to pervent him. The Beak says he dont care a hang for their hact 
o Parlyment wich the School Board dont understan, and instid of fining 
the Guvnor of the boy, he fines the School Board man, which sarves him jolly 
well rite. What a cabby Mr. Pacer would have made if he hadnt been a 
Beak : not to be druv round, no not at any prise. 

And the School Board man runs owling away to the Ome Srecrerarry 
and arkses him for protekshun agin the Beak wot as bullied him and snubbed 
him and fined him. And he gets the Ome Secretarry to rite a letter to the 
Beak, very sivel like, for the Ome Secrerarry dont like poor foaks to be find 
and sold up and sent to prisin cos their kids dont chatter French like a lot o 
munkis of a Sunday arternoon in the Zoo. And the Beak writes back to the 
Ome Secretarry and tells him why he find the School Board man, and thats 
all I nose about it. 

But Mr. Punch I does 





want to no sumthink more. Ive a kid o my 


hone wot is jist over thirteen. You jist tell me Mr. 
Punch wot Im to do with him? Sch says he 
| shant go to work: Beak says he shant go to school. Must 
| he go on the streets and lurn to be a thief? Well hes a 
sharp lad and he can lurn farst enuf for hes a very 
fair scoller, and havin nothink to do he may read in the 
Sunday papers that the burglers biznis is about 
best goin, and hactaccordionly. All lve to 
Punch is that Im thankfull to say I was 
days o School Boards, for if Ide been on the streets 
atwixt thirteen and fourteen instead of irnin an nonist 
penny, 1 mighter crorssed the Errin Pond years and 
ears ago or may be made my bow some fine mornin at 
Newgit instid of drivn my Ansom and tho I says it 
the best oss in Ammersmith. 
So no more at pressunt. 
Your Bedint Survint, 
Cassy. 





HUMANITY HUNTING-SONG. 


“Opzninc Meer or tue Wrinpsor Garrison Drac- 
Hovunps.—On Saturday, in miserably wet weather, this pack of 
draghounds commenced their hunting season. ... The hounds 
will be hunted twice a week (every Wednesday and Saturday) 
during the season.””—Morning Paper. 


We’Re going to have a glorious run, 
This murk and mizzling morn. 
Our Hunt inferior is to none, 
Except not even the Quorn. 
A substitute will, scent as strong 
As Reynard’s own, supply. 
Excuse the burden of my song ; 
This day a Drag must die! 


Chorus— 
With a hey, ho, chivy ; 
Hark forward, a 4 tantivy! 
Excuse the burden of my song ; 
This day a Drag must die ! 


Because — a herring red 
May, like a fox, be tracked, 

The Drag is absolutely dead 
In point of literal fact. 

Yet hounds and horses after go, 
With huntsmen’s h and cr 

Of “ Yoicks!” and shout of * allyho!” 
This day a Drag must die! 

Chorus—With a hey, ho, &c. 


A Drag’s as good to ride behind 
As ever a fox’s tail, 
Well drawn about, with turn and wind, 
a O’er many a hill and dale. o 
ence, hedgerow, eer , turnpike gate 
The rider’s pluc will t try, Aitatiine 
As much as though ’twere true to state, 
This day a Drag must die! 
Chorus—With a hey, ho, &e. 


risks life or limb 
As when a fox is slain; 


The sport is all the same to him, 
And we give no animal pain. 

Humane excitement whilst we seek, 
No victim in our eye ; 

Except, as now, when, so to speak, 
This day a Drag must die! 


Chorus—With a hey, ho, &e. 


Note.—Witu1aM Coppert, in one of his charming works, 
tells a delightful story of the revenge he, when a young clod- 
hopper, once took of a huntsman who had fetched a cut of 
his whip; in repayment for which injury CopseTrr went and 
trailed a red herring over the hunting-ground, and then, mounted 
on a hill-top commanding a view all round, stood enjoying the 
satisfaction of seeing the hounds thrown off the scent, and the 
fox-hunt turned into a drag-hunt, to his enemy’s vexation, 


Each man as much 





BRIC-A-BRAC AT KNOWSLEY. 





Mr. Giapstove isa great collector. He has lately ost 
hold of a fine specimen of Real Derby, which he intends 


to place in his Cabinet. 
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SIR WILLIAM GULLIVERNON HARCOURT IN THE HANDS OF THE LILLIPUTIANS, 


2H), 
3% \))) 
\\ UZ hil 


C1 





, eee PSA WRN 


Sre Wiiit1am Vernon Harcourt has made two lon 
at Glasgow. 


Re yt: 


rar ia 


his speeches would be able to 
our Government he is chiefly a i oo for. = 
Secretary, or a sucking Premier, but no one wo 
nent, that he is that glorified 
the Home’Secretary. Perhaps the coun 
The Scotch orations fail to tell us that 
through the 


remove them ; that 


= 


p 


@G %& We 


g and brilliant | 
He has sprawled over the whole field of Uni- | and 
versal politics, but ee a fingle ny - about re and | “‘ scares 
own ent. as he a department 

ther what branch of 
e might be a Foreign 


su 


Beadle called, in the 
has no 


No one 


, for a 
e of 
ome 


e has waded 


of vegetable refuse in Covent Garden, and resolved 
he has smelt the distant fragrance of Billin 


and resolved to remove it ; that he has his eye on the Asylum - 


at Clerkenwell, and has resolved to destroy it and its Licensing | to 





| 
| 


eee - ve - 


power; and that he is alive to the 
is not content with 
H ie fall alludes ci 
e pi to 
that the Under ’ 
land. What is the matter with Scotland ? 
for the requirements of di 4 
proper officer to refer to; and F the musical pitch of the 
requires al the matter can be referred to the 
Magistrates, as their last musical job before they are extermi 
London alone is quite large enough to tax the energy and abili 
even Sir W. Vernon Harcourt; and it would be well to see 


ing the Universal in his speeches, and_attending a littleJmore 


e parochial requirements of his office. 


chestoopings of Scotland Y 
the publication of a ‘* of Section Nerd. 
remain utter] 


his “* recruit,” Lord Roszs J but promises 
“ ERY, 

shall devote much of his attention to Seot- 
If the kilts are too short 
the Lorp Cuameprerian is the 


Meddlevex 


ipe 


of 











| 
| 
| 
| 
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QUEEN ANNE’S DEAD; OR, RALEIGH TOO 
BAD OF HIM. 
fa Hara ug Ainsworth Night at the Haymarket. ) 


Two things struck us while seeing Queen and Cardinal. Whatan 
unfortunate thing for an Actress to have inherited the name of Sip- 
DONS without the Srppons genius, and what a pity it was that an 
Author, calling himself Warer 8S. Rateton, should have done little 
more than string together some of the strongest dramatic situations 

Harrison Arnswortn’s Windsor Castle, and should have 


V anda o 


| produced his indifferent patchwork as a ‘‘ new and original poetical 





State Apartments now Open to the Public. Please not to touch the Figures. 


historical play,” without the slightest acknowledgment of the souree 
whence he derived his materials. We trace the situations one by one, 


even to the change of Norrys for Wyat in the scene where Henry 
| threatens to enter by force if the door be not at once opened to him. 
So much for where the idea came from; it is also rather hard on the 


| Author that it should ever have entered into SHaksPEaRE’s head to 


| great poet, but, like all great poets, a ver 


write Henry the Eighth. 


ACT I.—Lord Surrey composing a Surrey-nade to Geraldine. A 
hand at reciting his 
own compositions. Two Jesters enter, apparently imitating 
the tones of the late Mr. Bucxstowx, and both dismally failing in 
playing the fool. There used to be certain dreadfully dull people 
called “ Shakspearian clowns” in travelling circuses, and these 
two may have escaped from some such w. Enter Anne 
Boleyn (or Bullaine), who, judging from her make-up and accent, 
seems to have been something between Miss Kare SanTLey in an 
Alhambra opera and Mrs, Jonw Woop in an eccentric character, 
only without the chic of the one or the fun of the other. Henry 
comes in, looking at first as bluff and jovial as possible, but, im- 
mediately he begins to talk, the consciousness of — before him 
five Acts of the blankest verse dialogue utterly prostrates the poor 
man, and the bluffness and joviality of Mr. ne LABLACHE as 
Henry the Eighth disap entirely under the heavy tragedy 
cloud which hangs over. him, and he smole no more that night. 
Someone comes in, and says they’ve “‘ caught a butcher.” (For 
details, see Harrison 
AINsWoRTH’s first 
Chapters of Windsor 
Castle.) Whereupon 
Henry says, ‘ Han 
the Satcher!” an 
then goes off to see the 
sentenee carried into 
effect, or to string him 
up with his own hand, 
on the principle that, 
‘if you want a thing 
well done, you must 
do it yourself.” 


therine cursing Anne, 
which seems to affect 
her very slightly, 
Cardinal Camcan and Anna Boleno. though, to make up for 
this, it nearly sends 
Lord Surrey, the Poet (represented by a very highly-coloured 
young contortionist), into violent convulsions. 
ACT IL.— Wolsey soliloquises about the betting on his chances of 








The | 
Act finishes with Ka- | 





the Papacy. More Aryswortn dramatised. Anne shows us what 
her favourite position is, with her knee on a chair, and generally 
looks as if she were going to break out into a song with cancan 
dance, as Kate Sanrey, or to say something droll, as Mrs. Jonn 
Woop; but as she does neither one nor the other, her part, con- 
sequently, is a trifle disappointing. She might have had a dance 
with Wolsey, but even this Cardinal point was omitted. 

ACT III., Scere 1.—Between two fools this scene rather comes to 
the ground, fall- 
ing very flat. 
Scene 2.—First 
appearance of 
Dr. Cranmer 
(Mr. KemBie), a. 
middle-aged per- 
son in black, look- 
ing like a comic 
countryman, 
who, having been 
converted, 
taken to the 
serious line, and 
was doing a 
flourishing busi- . ’ 
ness as an undertaker of the period. The Act ends with the fall of 
Mr. Swinsurne as Wolsey, which, as the Actor is a man of con- 
siderable weight in his profession, might have been attended with 
considerable danger to himself and the stage furniture. 


ACT IV.—Chiefly remarkable for the idea of the Cireus originally 
suggested by the ‘ Shakspearian Clown,” now being sustained by 
Anne, who enters in a wonderful riding-habit, 
and earrying the usual fair ¢questrienne’s 
switeh-whiie General disappointment at no 
horse being brought in. 
Notable also for the 
sudden and _ startling 
appearance of a man 
dr as Grindoff in 
The Miller and his Men, 
This turns out to be 
Anne’s lover, Percy, 
whose for 
‘* dressing up” must 
have entirely oblite- 
rated any slight sense 
of humour he may have 
possessed, or he never 
could have appeared out 
of a Richardson’s Show 
in such a pair of two- 
pence coloured boots, 
which, in the palmy 
days of Mel abe 
would have been greete 
with three distinct 
rounds of applause from 
the Gallery of the Wic- 
torier Theayter. When his beard is off, he turns out to be a very 
sheepish sort of person in wolf's clothing; and we feel sure that 
had his boots been taken away from him, he would have been 
reduced to the merest nonentity. As it was, his boots gave him, so 
to speak, a little local colouring, and consequently the audience 
were so far—that is nearly up to the knee—satisfied. Could he only 
have stood on his head and talked with his boots, this Act might 
have drawn all London. 


ACT V.—After a front scene in Greenwich Park, where somebody 
irritates Henry by singing a common-place hunting song, we come 
to—— 

Scewe 2.—Room in the Tower. Perkins (Where’s Barclay ?) 
Here Anne Bullaine enters, very much altered in appearance, no 
longer like Miss Kate Santiey and Mrs. Jonn Woop, but bearing 
a strong resemblance to what Mr, Epwix Boorm or Mr. Hare 
might be like if either of them took to fair hair and petticoats. She 





Heavy Fall of Wolsey. 





Percy Hotspur quite 
se in his unique 
-perey-nation of 
Grindoff in the cele- 
brated old Miller- 
drama, 





Such a nice Dress to 
Ride in! She’s got 
"em on. 


is a trifle off her head, in anticipation of her head ha to be ¥ 

soon off her. She wanders in her mind—but, as Frank Talfour 
said, ‘she hasn’t far to go”—and then she us she has been 
dreaming of Hever—and might have sung, “ thee I’m 


of 
sweetly dreaming” —but she wasn’t mad enough for that—and onl 
talks just a little more nonsense than has already done through 
the four previous Acts. 


Reappearance of the Converted Comic Coun’ , who, having 
given up undertaking, has dropped his eqpes e black and 
in for purple velvet, with fur collar cuffs, as Sy mrges 
Canterbury. i 


He improves the occasion by giving a short but 
sermon, and then there being nothing left for him to say, he 


looks 
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as many unutterable things as possible—we Seer we once caught 
him winking at a Lady-in-waiting—and plays dumb crambo—(Arch- 
bishop Crambo, not a Vad name)—by himself in any available space 
he can occupy, leaving it to the audience to find out what on earth 
he means by it. 

Then, after the window-curtain had been withdrawn, to show 
Awe the scaffold, which being more like a platform outside a tra- 
velling show, na ly elicited from her a strong expression of 
disgust and disappointment, a bell tolled, and she herself became 
the ** belle who was tolled off for instant axe-cution,” as Archbishop 
Crambo might have said, by way of a good tag—just to enliven the 
situation a bit—had he not been intent on g his equilibrium 
in a most trying attitude, which reflects the greatest credit both on 
himself and his dancing-master. If he actually was on one leg, he 
ought just to have hitehed up his cassock an inch or two, and so 
obtained the full eredit of a really clever performance. _ 

hen somebody, in the orchestra I fancy, gave a startling whack 
on the drum, whether to signify that the unfortunate Anwe had just 
been hit om the head e, or that her head had made thi 
a i" ‘ on to scaffold, Cg | ienttate 0 coneen, ve 
w it signally failed,) we were unable earn. But as i 
the effect of effectually ing Archbishop Crambo’s entertain- 
ment, and of ing the in down pretty sharply, we may 
fairly conelude that this bang on the drum was intended to convey 
the rather stale intelligence, ‘‘ Queen Awwe’s Dead.” 


At the Adelphi, Miss Crana Jecxs has made a decided hit as 
Josephs, the good young boy who dies in Never too late to Mend. 
There’s not a eye in the house at the close of that Act, and it is 
not before the eye has been thoroughly wetted during the 
entr’ acte, that the audience is able to sit down com y to hear the 
remainder of the pi If it wasn’t for Mr. Catmarm as Jack 
making them he they ’d be a long time in overcoming their grief. 
The piece draws—tears, ‘‘ and,” as the | JosepHus MILLER 
says, ‘* judging by the crowded state of the house, it draws tiers on 
tiers.” Never too Late to Mend ought to be well enpperted by the 
washerwomen, for we have seldom seen so many pocket-handker- 
chiefs in use as during that Poor Joe Scene. ‘Never again with you, 
sobbin’,” as we observed to our fair companion, when, the cam 
being exha we were compelled to offer our ten-and-sixpenny 
cache-nez to dry her eyes with—and—it’ll ‘never come back no 
more.’ 





CIVIC ORATORY. 


We learn, from the Patepayer and Trader, that at a meeting of 
the United Wards Club a discussion was opened on the ‘* Munictpal 
Reform of London,” when a Common Councilman—or perhaps we 
ought to say an Uncommon Councilman—made the following glowing 
defence of the Corporation :— 

‘* This is the grandest city in the world! I was born in it, so was 
my mother, so was my father; and what harm has it done? Mr. 
Frrtx’s book is an absolute tissue of falsehoods. Mr. Newson’s 
scheme is ridiculous. He has talked about turtle-soup and the gilt 
coach, but I love the grand old Corporation as I love my own! 
(Laughter.) It is no crime. I hope not one brick of it will be 
touched. e have a mortmain of £20,000 a year, and it grows day 


by day. 
" Those fellows who write such books as Mr. Fretu’s would like 


to get some of it. I know a man in Whitechapel who would like to 
get my watch. I have jotted down a note or two. I am told there 
are four millions of people erying for help. 1 haven't heard of ’em. 
I have heard of Mr. FirtH, who wants to get something he can 
‘claw.’ I can find ten thousand Mr. Frarus in fifty hours, who 
want to get ‘ what isn’t his.’ His book is a tissue of falsehoods. It 
is lies—lies! I have jotted down a note or two. How about the 
Commissioners of Sewers? Do they ‘bag’ anything? Don’t touch 
the old place, don’t ‘change the name of the Firm.’ A ranting 
Member of Parliament comes from Chelsea, with a few hangers-on 
and they think they will get something when they strike at the old 
Corporation. Some people talk of abuses, but I ask, ‘ Where are 
they? Why the deuce don’t you point ’em out?’ (Laughter.) 
we shall stand steadfast, like men. Let the present state of 
London, and its grand institutions, remain intact. Let us not touch 
a brick of it! (Cheers.)” 


The audience appear to have been so electrified with this brilliant 
harangue, that they resolved to ask Mr. Fraru to attend the next 
meeting of the Club, and begin the discussion all over again ? 





TO ’ARRY. 


No, ’Arry; Mr. Surtrvan has not written a Temperance Water- 
cantata called The Martyr of Anti-’oc. It’s an Oratorio, and is 
called The Martyr of Antioch. But we suppose ’ARRY must omit 


an ‘‘h” somewhere. 
oe 








CHANGE AND BARTER. 


T° PEOPLE OF LIMITED INCOME.—The carcase of an Elephant 
for sale. _ Widow ladies, and Spinsters of gentle birth, who would be 
glad, by devoting a portion of their leisure time to the prosecution of a light 
and pleasing employment, to add substantially to their means, will, on for- 
warding the sum of One Shilling in Stamps to advertiser, receive by return 
of post the above, together with a full and complete paper of directions to 
enable them to acquire the art of stuffing the carnivorous animals. 
Materials cost but a few pence, and the occupation, which is ¢ t and 
easily acquired, can be carried on quite unobtrusively in the most ble 
drawing-room. A child can do it. Printed testimonials from thousands. 
N.B. If liked, pachydermatous monsters of any size or style can be procured 
_ a Y ‘ee commission.—Apply, Professor X., Hocus Row, Scuttling 


Morea SOCIAL ACCOMMODATION.—A Tenor of remarkable 
has studied in Italy, but who, having carried off the gold 


medals of several Euro A has deemed visable for the future 
this prosecute his praesaon labours in mm ag bn A ED 


quiet and home in a thoro' respectable family, where an 

occasional of his artistic abilities war be vegpnted as an equivalent 

for board, of i aad pt, an introduction to a 
L childless 

enliven their i 


brilliant and 

them continuall charac 

extensive operatie to throw in, if requ > 
entirely new and eecen ¥ this an eligible oppor- 
tunity. As the wonderful of the advertiser’s C from the 
chest earned for him in America the complimentary 
sobriquet of the Hoot maniacs in need of a new sensation 
might communicate. with much effect as a fog-horn on a Channei 
Steamer. Also on pire Sattations of Mr.Invine, By , HURDIGARDO, 


Post Office, Bawls 

O SAUSAGE MANUFACTURERS.—A Learned Pig to be disposed 
of. This unique and accomplished creature, that has been for many 
care poreversngty ny an eccentric Nobleman, as a personal relaxation 
duties and cares of Parliamentary life, having unfortunately been 
severely shaken in a Railway Collision, that has somewhat impaired its 
intellectual powers, will be with by the t B ay consol on very 
liberal terms. Can still go through the Alphabet if consonants are 
and tell fortunes fairly on a pack of cards, when assisted by onions. 
Has taught to leave the room on being called ‘* Aaron,”’ but since the 
~y by Hy with “—— of pincers, answered more easily to 
the name of “ Oliver Cromwell.” ving in its best days apace in a 
Mimic Steeple Chase at a Circus, it could, with a monkey on its back, admir- 
ably supply the place of a Carriage Dog to any turn-out, the owner of which 
heamaned te be anxious to create an entirely new and startling sensation in 
the park. Would not object to sit as anent advertisement in office window 
of an Anti-Vivisection Society, and be eaten by the Committee at Christmas. 
N.B.—Is perfectly well, and has had Trichinosis. For full particulars as to 
intellectual feats or estimated capabilities, if required solely for bacon, apply 

to Urrie Duet, The Styes, West Ham. 


O THE ENTERPRISING.— Wonderful Invention to be ported with 
at onee. An Experimental Chemist, of high repute, who devoted 
his lifetime to the object, has, after a series of exhaustive and costly experi- 
ments, almost perfecied the manufacture of a Safety Blasting Powder. As 
the windows are at present blown out and the roof removed from his own villa, 
and the tion of his project meets with but half-hearted encouragement 
from the householders in his immediate neighbourhood, a quiet home, where 
he could continue his researches with vigour, would be regarded by him as a 
fair equivalent for a share of his secret and its ultimate profits. A secluded 
country parsonage, not too near a church, of which the «# oe has been pro- 
nounced sound, would thoroughly suit the advertiser. Will bring his own 
fire ae outer wall 7. and cellar bearings, and find =~! in 
Coxton’s Patent Wool, and Blakeley’s Artillery Head and Chest Pro- 
tectors. A Vicar, not on very good terms with his parishioners, will find this 
a first-rate opportunity.—Apply, X., Post-Office, Gunnersbury. 





The Noble Arts. 


Tue laws that ruled ‘‘ The Noble Art” 
Decreed a blow by rival dealt 

Was quite unfair, when in Fg 
That ’s just an inch below the belt. 

A trial on the list is down 
To fix—unless both parties melt— 

some statues in this town 

Are, or aren’t, “ hits” above a Brut, 





SPANISH AT SECOND HAND. 
Is it true, as stated, that, whereas in 1868 as many as 35,000,000 
clon of wite were ¢xporid from ‘ 


in to France, that amount is 
this year in course of trebled? Because, if so, why cannot 
Burrannta i her Claret and Burgundy from Spain direct ¢ 
And can it be Chateau Lafite comes irom one of the Chdteaur 


en Espagne ? 
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UNHAPPY THOUGHT. 


Tommy, ‘‘I MEAN TO BE AN ASTRONOMER WHEN I Grow UP!” 
Effie. “‘Wuat ON EARTH WILL YOU DO WITH YOURSELF ALL Day Lone?” 








THE THREE JOVIAL STATESMEN. 


Sire Witt1am Harcover, at Glasgow, in quoting from The 
Three Jovial Huntsmen, referred to it as ‘‘a delightful illustrated 
story-book,”’ which he advised all his hearers to buy. Quite so. 
Mr. CaLpEcortt’s pictures are simply delicious, and the verses them- 
selves are quaint and pithy. But “the bearings of ’em lie in their 
aguliestion.” And here’s their application—much at your service, 
Sir WILLIAM :— 


It’s of Three Jovial Statesmen, and a-stumping they did go ; 
And they spouted and they flouted, and they ae. their horns also. 
Look ye there ! 
And one said, ‘‘ Mind your eye, Starr, there’s Reaction in the wind, 
And soon, by hook or crook, we a winning cry shall find.” 
Look ye there ! 
They spouted and they flouted, and the first thing they did find, 
Was a tattered etnias ~ which seemed much to 
their mind. Look ye there ! 
One said it was a scare-crow, but another, he said ‘‘ Nay ;” 
It’s the real farmer’s friend, 
pay.” Look ye there ! 
They spouted and they flouted, and the next thing they did find 
Was a swelling, swaggering Bogey, its arms waving in the wind. 
Look ye there ! 
One said it was a Bogey, but another he said, ‘‘ Nay ; 
It’s our dear old Jingo Fi-Fo-Fum, not yet quite past away.” 
k ye there! 
They spouted and they flouted, and the next thing they did find 
Was a Bull who browsed at leisure, and seemed easy in his mind. 
Look ye there! 
One said *twas brave Joun Boxt himself, another he said, ‘‘ Nay ; 
It’s just a Boer-whipt Jackass, without even pluck to bray.” 
k ye there! 





' 
| 


Fair Trade, and I think this ery will | 





They spouted and they flouted, and the next thing they did find 
Was a fat pig grunting in a stye, with anger almost blind. 
ye there! 
One said it was a fat pig, but another he said, ‘‘ Nay; 
It’s just a worthy Alderman who fears Reform’s black day.” 
Look ye there! 
They spouted and they flouted, and the next thing they did find, 
Was two old Patriots trying to bring Par to his right mind. 
Look ye there ! 
One said they were two Patriots, but another he said, ‘‘ Nay ; 
They’re just two ranting Demagogues. We're sold! let’s come 
away.” Look ye there ! 


So they spouted and they flouted, till the setting of the sun ; 


And they hadn’t got a cry at last, ban ps4 stumping-course was 


run. k ye there! 


Then each unto the other said, ‘‘ This stumping doesn’t pay ; 
But we’ve pounded up and down a bit, and had a rattling day.’’ 
Look ye there ! 








THE DOG AND THE SHADOW. 
(An old Fable with—we will hope—a New Ending.) 


A poe, crossing a bridge over a stream of difficulties, with a Solid 
Substance in his mouth, saw in the water a dim and distorted han- 
tasm, unreal as unattainable, and, fondly deeming it to be a better 
and brighter Reality, he was impelled by an almost irresistible desire 
to wher at the seeming prize. . : ; 

But—no farther—as yet. The Irish dog is at pause, the solid 
prize undropped, the shadowy shape— 


‘If shape it may be called, that shape hath none—’”’ 
has not yet fully persuaded him to drop the Substance for the 


Shadow. Let him take timely warning, and so avoid the fate of the 
dog in Asop’s fable. 




































































SUBSTANCE AND SHADOW. 
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BUSINESS AS BEFORE. 


TO DOLLY. 


Yov are not made of bran and wood, 
Miss Goldenhair ! 

If rather silly, you are good, 
And passing fair, 

Then wherefore do you chalk your cheek, 

With soda wash your hair each week, 
And black your eyes, 

And strive to look like dolls who speak ? 
It is not wise! 


You hang your head, deny the truth— 
_ Just see my coat 
It’s evident to every youth, 
whom you dote, 
That you’ve a heart that has atoned 
For all your follies to be blonde ; 
But cads, I fear, 
Might think your style the demi-monde— 
ay, kiss me, dear! 








HONOUR AMONGST THIEVES. 


Ly some eeapgete it is a pity that the Lord Mayor of 
Dublin gave his casting vote against eonferring the 
of the City upon Mr. Pagwect and some of his 
accomplices. It would have been a pretty compliment 
to the advocates of sugared-robbery, if that freedom had 
been presented to them with a suitable inscription en- 
graved upon a pair of handcuffs. One kind of freedom 
the Corporation of Dublin will never be able to confer 
upon the No-Kenters—the freedom to conspire against 
the rights of property, and the inviolability of contracts. 
In the Dublin Corporation there are doubtless many 
en who would howl coneeea kh if any No- 
Renter changed his front, and preached the doctrine of 
No Bakers’, Butchers’, or Tailors’ Bills. roe the 
twenty-three who voted for the deification of No- 
Renters will think of this ? 





Mrs. Ramspornam, on hearing that a distinguished 
Naturalist was going to lecture on the Fauna of the 


Acquaintance. ‘‘ BREN AND CHANGED YOUR NUMBERS, HAVEN'T THEY !” Pyrenees, observed warmly that she hoped he’d give it 


Oxford Street Tradesman, ‘‘ On, IT DON'T BOTHER ME. 
CARE OF ‘ NumsBer Ong,’ AND I MEAN TO STICK TO IT!” 





I'vz ALWAYS TAKEN | him well, as she detests -_ Fawner, and a foreign 


Fawner must be worse than a 





= 





NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


I pon’ know a better Feeld for studyin Human Natur than behind 

a Dinner Table. You see men at their best and at their wust. 
‘here ’s the mere Goorman, I thinks they calls theirselves, tho’ we 
calls ’em somethink else, who comes only for eating and drinking, 
who takes everything you offers him, and if there’s any special 
Luxury to be had, helps himself to about half the lot, and never 
gives a thought to anybody else, not even to the poor Waiter, who 
has his likings like other folk. When Sparrow Grass first comes in 
7 see this Gent’s amyable Tray, and the same with the early Peas. 
couldn’t help saying to one on ’em, when he quite emptied a dish, 
‘You seems to like Grass, Sir.” He wasn’t at all ofended, but 
acshally said, ‘* Yes, [ do, bring some more!"’ Well these Gents we 
all knows and we all dispises. Then there’s the Comie Gent, who’s 
always looking out for a chance of telling his jokes, forgetting as we 
Waiters has heard ’em all over and over again, ’till we ’re quite sick 
on ’em. Then there’s the important Man, probably a Deputy 
Alderman or a Past Master, who looks as if it was rayther a 
condisenshun on his part to eat or drink anythink, but yet if you 


don’t serve him fust, he treats you more like a Wurm than a Man | Sh 


and a Brother. 1 likes Past asters for one thing. They allers 
speaks of all important events as having happened when so and so 
was Master, like the people as writes Histery dates things from 
different Kings or Queens. So ins of saying, that was in the 
rain of His Most Religious and Grashus Majesty Groner 4th (my 
model of a trewly grate King), they will say, that was when Alderman 
Mueerns was Master. 

Well, then there’s the terrible Kritik, who thinks he knows all 
about Wine. Ah, I must confess, many and many’s the trix we 
plays him in return for the deal of trouble he gives us. And then 
there’s the good-tempered, good-natured Gentleman as we all likes. 
He never comes in without saying to me, ‘‘ Well, Ropert, how are 
ou, Ropert?” He’s something likea Gent he is. He’s reddy to 
augh at a good story, or make a good speech if asked to, or to sit 


nothing todo. Ah! he’s the Gent for me, and them’s the Gents it’ 
a pleasure to wait on, and may their number ever increase more 
more, and their children after them be like Olives about the Table! 





One of the most trying parts of our duties is that we're all 
~~ to be Def. 

owever funny a story may be, we mustn’t larf, however 
affectin, we mustn’t ery, however exciting, we mustn’t appear 
interested, however long the bow that is drawn, we mustn’t look 
doubtful. And to tell the naked truth, some Gents do draw it wery 
powerful. I could some tales unfold—but no, so long as confidence 
exists it shall be mutual. No names shall fall from my pen to exeite 
[ty laugh, I likes my place too well to quarrel with my 

enson. 


| T don’t know a ter change for me than to assist at one of 
great Gills when they invites their Ladies to Dinner, Baoww 
|me we both thuroughly enjoys it, All so genteel, so quiet, so slow. 
| Why it’s no more fike the reel thing than a Mellow Dram is like a 
| Farce. Anyone can see with half an eye that it’s nothing bute great 


am. 
Where ’s all the old jokes and the old fun and the old chaff? No 
mB ky Ady wh and the old Port. The poor Ladies, 
God bless ’em, are not aoneut to be able to epgoespeate any on 
‘em, so they gives them instead a box of sweets for the dear ,; 
And at the end of the dinner they drinks their healths, and they 
always says, oh how they wishes they could have ’em offener, but 
they never says why they can’t, and how as they never enjoys their- 
selves without ’em. Ah that’s something really grand to hear them 
| say, that is, seeing what I sees, and arte what I hears, and know- 
| ing what I knows! 

h, if there is a nice bit of Gammon just done to a turn, and served 
/ up with plenty of melted butter, it’s the Chairman's speech at a 

er. 


| Ladies’ 
(Signed) Rosert. 











quiet, without looking as glumpy as a neglected M.P. if he has 

















































| seen, and the roughs will have it 
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UNLIMITED LEWES. 


War should a town be given 
over to the tyranny of Mob Law 
for even ‘one night only,” in 
England, any more than in Ire- 
land? Yet, on the Fifth of No- 
vember next, Lewes, if it still 
holds to its annual custom, which 
would be most certainly more 
honoured in the breach than in 
the observance, will be handed 
over to “ Bonfire Boys” from 
about 5 p.m. till t ; 
LS FE 
thoroughfare 
the street will be covered with 
damp litter—litterally absurd— 
as a necessary precaution, and 
the shutters overy where will be 
closed. No policeman will be 


Yd 
Sue - 


\ 
te 
| ! Pillans Wi 


i 
iN 


ut 


AM 


their own way, _—— to the 
stupid old tion which, on 
this occasion, the Com- 
mittee of the Bontee Boys above 
the Law. After this notice they 
will robably burn an of 
unch, who will go ¢ 
fully to the stake— y if it 
is a nice hot one, with potatoes— 


as a martyr in = of Law 
and Order everyw 





Youne Gentlemen in pecuniary 
difficulties would do well to in- 
vest what remains of their capital 
with Messrs. Ciosz, of Le Mars 
Colony, Western States of Ameri- 
can Union, near Iowa, and turn 
their attention to agriculture and 
manual labour. essrs. "s 
Po will be known as the *‘ Iowa 

t”’—and hope to work and 
pay it. 








PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 





POET’S CORNER ; 


Or, Nonsense Rh on well-known 
ames, 
(Theatrical. 
Says Carte to Se 
ro make a 
y Gone to 
all my heart | " 
( Reciprocity.) 
ob Drtxe to GAMBETTA, 
action you a. a 
PB an to Dizx 
** But how about silk ? « 


(Musical and Social.) 


56. 


(Academy Banquet, Mansion House.) 


Said McArtTuor to StreetT— 
Which I will not repeat). 
Srreet to Mc 


id 
** Don’t let it go farther.” 
(After Dinner at the Same.) 
8a: Horstey to Fairs, 
** Art’s all a myth.” 
Sa Farrn to Horstey, 
’t speak so crossly.” 
(On W. E. G.’s recent Indisposition. ) 
aed H. cepeetonns to Harcourt, 
a cold poor Papa 
i - 
Says Harcourt to GLADSTONE, 
td spoil your dear dad’s 


(Herr Lutz’s New Opera, *‘ Black- 
Eyed Susan,” Gaiety Theatre 
— Nov. 5.) 

p ioeren fe L UTZ. 
like vy A boots!” 


Says uz to SouTaR, 
** List to my new Tar.” 

‘ Burgen ticket" given tof Bir PROFESSOR FAWCETT, M.P. AND P.M.G., ea (After Merge 
W. Hancovrr, at s CLARE to ae 
net admit him free te the Christy A Po.irictaN OF A CERTAIN STAMP, AND PRESIDENT OF THE on 46 look ” 
Minsteeiy” | eeemmens at St. Rerusuic or Letrers aT Sr. MARTIN-LE-GRAND’S. Sa s Bruce to CLaRE, 
ames’ s 


** But you weren’t there!” 











“SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST.” (?) 
(Trial of Manzi Witeerronrce, Oct. 24.] 


Tue Jury couldn’t agree. So Sir Henny Hawxuws sent them back | 
in, observing that “* it } aad not fit that the case should be decided 
r such a short delibera 
i a matter of fact, my had been in consultation from 12° 25 | 
to 1°50, ae is, they had been deliberating for one hour and | 
twenty-five r-"" So then the unhappy Foreman asked for | 
refreshments for himself and eleven fellow — om but not a 
~ < mr | not a bit of it—as the Learned Judge, having 
page fast had an excellent luncheon himself, had no suey 
with hungry _uyus who were sent back to reconsider a 
determination. our o'clock the Jury eggs, wen 
unanimous eg al by a very strong touching to 
commendation to merey. A Unanimous Verdict from be men | 


who, two hours before, a no probability of their in the | 
— a » ane who ly <r to continue their deli eaten 
lied with Surely this is not the revival 
ott the be old days, —_ 
“The hu Jud the sentence si 
And west ony that Purpeun may dine.” 
We PI oe not, but we fail to see why the decision of 
twelve hungry men after an hour twenty-five Cited consulta- 


tion wee rejected, and the decision of the same twelve men, 
+ ~ barely two hours further deliberation, 
Sir Henry was right, and also no doubt Miss Becky Sharp 


wet ron j ut the J Pe, like that of the Actors in 


A 








THE TRUTH ABOUT GHOSTS. 


Iw the present dead-season, when copy is short, 
One reads of some wonderful things ; 

How folk after dinner, so runs the e report, 
Saw figures sans legs and sans 

’Tis Tyg after draining too Loleé the flask, 

When I had deserted the revels, 

I too have seen sprites—but am anxious to ask. 

If the white D. 7. ghosts are “‘ blue devils ?” 





Comparisons are Odious. 


ss City Police last week were entertained in the Leathersellers’ 
all. Sir Coartes WuHeETHa«, the Chairman, contrasted the present 

Police Force with the “ old Charlies, ” in the days when 
was the darling,” and when he was boxed up feat ay dy ke ~ the 
Toms and Jernres of hisday. If this allusion 
by a Gentleman who is a CuaRrtey himself, it a have been con- 
sidered as questionable taste in the presence of an eminent CHARLEY 
then present. It could not be pleasant for him to hear a com: 
drawn between Common Serjeant CHARLEY and an ordinary 





From the Irish Pi — ‘par, the Rent, tothe Dutch Boer — 
Signed t oo as have at "Dad then, if you ve caved in, I 
ll be after following your example! 
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INDUCTIVE. 


Officer. “How's Tu1s, Murpuy! THe SERGEANT COMPLAINS THAT YOU CALLED HIM Names!” 


Private Murphy. *‘ Puaze, Surr, I NIVER CALLED HIM ANNY NAMES AT ALL. ALL I sarp wAs, ‘SERGEANT,’ says I, ‘s8OME OF 
US OUGHT TO BE IN A MENAGERIE!!’” 








LYCEUM OPERA. 


Wuewn the Fs 8 — 
Levy ’s not th 
Mr. Hayes should ad a 


Re — will play—at least, when Mr. 
Company will play at the Lyceum. 
fair chance of establishing a permanent 


popular yt ede House, nn pd by remaining at the Lyceum—the ve 


ae for 


off (he could never take aver take himeslf wt as Mr. Royce did at the Gaiety | 4. my case. That’s the title. Hang the number! We are 


in The Corsican Brothers 


d prevailing on Mr. Invine to take himse 


§& Co.), to one of the new theatres, or, if 


the eminent tragedian insists on returning to his own home—a not 
unnatural instinct—then Mr. Hares might go to the Olympic. 

It is a pity that such a decided success . the Lyceum — 
venture has should come to nothing, though it will, in 


bes bed be cenested next 
m capi ven ; 
in write, of — Tseivan 


ear with a ers company. Dinsreh 
4 Trovatore was very satis actory, and, 
tages, it was most encouraging to see the 


pit and gallery, sameness of what foreigners are pleased to 
consider “‘ an unmusical nation,” paying the Le attention to the 


Miserere, testifying their 


appreciation of Mlle. Voeri, and judi- 


ciousl applauding that very burlesque personage // Conte de una, 

who did not lose any of his ultra-transpontine melodramatic colour- | w 
ing in in the hands of Signor D’ Anront. 

hat the people eat enjoyed, was hearing the familiar 

airs, just as in the good old nights they used to flock into Evans’s to 

listen to ‘‘ The Chough and the Crow,’ and any number of English 

glees, which they knew by heart, admirabl sung by the Choristers 

of that once but now defunct establishment. W e are not 

ing of the additional inducement of the chop, the cigar, the 

the convivial society, but simply of the attraction of 

music, really well done, at moderate prices. We 

AYES every success. Carmen is down for production, 

Huguenots is selected for Nov. 5, probably out of compli- 


ment to Guy Fawkes’ Day. 





Genvurne SPECIMEN OF 


**Frozes Meat.”—The Cold Shoulder. 





NUMERALS VERSUS TERRITORIES, 
(A Military Farce in Three Scenes.) 


Scene 1.—The Past. Ensign Mure Inwy trying on his uniform 
at his Tailor’ s. 

Ensign. And look here, Snip—remember m iment is not the 

121st, although it’s sointhe Army List. Stick ‘* Royal Diddlesex ”’ 


not Policemen! ‘ Royal Diddlesex” mind, Snip, and nothing but 
“* Royal Diddiesex.” The 121st, indeed! Just fice the impudence 
of those fellows in Pall Mall! P Fumes 


Scene 2.—The Present. Lieutenant-Colonel Mure Iyyy ddivanieg 

the Officers of his Regiment on Parade. 
Lieutenant-Colonel. And now, Gentlemen, one word more. They 
have put the old 121st in the Army List as ‘*The Royal Diddlesex 
Regiment.”” Never heard of suchathing! Like their impudence! 
ar Gentlemen, we have to obey , and as we have to obey 
orders, Gentlemen, I shail call my battalion whet I ease, and when 
I fe the 4, ~, Can you will know I mean the ‘‘ Roy Diddlesex, ” or 
y ve dubbed us! Thank you, Gentlemen ! { Rages. 


pron et Future. General Sir Mure Inyy, K.C.B., ie (nog 
Colonel ) —* in the Smoking Room of “ The Sen 
reading a pa 

General. By Jove! Now this is too bad! Gracious! the 

is going to change eile my Regiment, the dat if Aa 

not to change the title o' ar t-y. “" 

Di x!” The ‘Ro Diddlesex 

some new-fangled title m3 other ! Why. Sit Sir, it en’ =~ ‘the 

esprit de corps, it will ruin the old Corps, as sure as I am a li 

man ! their im ! Minera eee th o 

going to us, Sir! I am blessed if they are not soing ei 

‘the 121st!” ‘odes, 





‘* Leapine Srainos.”—Those of the first Violin in an Orchestra. 














| Bristol, Liverpool, Glasgow, Queenstown, Londonderry, Antwerp, 


| boots, 


| mended, yet, as 


| and, bearing in mind " 
| “it is always safer for a single officer to travel in a compartment 


the Constable, who, it may be remembered, has one bracelet on h 
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HISTORICAL PICTURE, NOV. 5. 


Guy Fawkes; on, T82 MAN who MissBD THE TRAIN. 





OUR POLICE. 
Concluding Remarks on the New Code, by Verges Wrongscent, Esq. 


Havine now catefully and exhaustively examined the various 
items of the Code, nothing remains but to offer a few parting 
remarks on the great unit of the Force, the ordinary Police-Con- 
stable. 

And if the Deteetive in plain clothes is bound to possess the rarest 
type of human intelligence, cultivated to the highest possible degree, 
his coll e in uniform must go even beyond this. To the mental 
organisation of a MacnIAvELL he must add the manners of a CuxEs- 
TERFIELD, the physique of a LeanpERr, and the tact of a RicnEeriev. 

A glanee at the tions to be observed in the pursuit and 
capture of a suspected offender will make this instantly manifest. 

‘he moment, then, a Constable is ‘‘ put” on to a case, he has, 
before commencing any pursuit whatever, to ask himself, whether 
the delinquent is likely— 


(A) To stay at home ; (B) To go abroad ; or (C) To emigrate. 


Say, for example, the case is one of throwing stones at a Metro- 
politan train, and that, upon mature deliberation, the Constable 
comes to the not unreasonable conclusion that the offender will emi- 
grate. Having settled this, his duty is definite and clear before 
him. He knows, by Article VII. of the Code, that ‘‘ Persons 
escaping to America or Canada, may sail from London, Southampton, 


Hamburg, Brest, Cherbourg, Havre, and Bordeaux,” while, by 
Article LX., he is enjoined to dispatch at once to all the above places 
‘telegrams, but, better still, letters, accompanied by photographs.” 
And the latter, which he is not likely to have instantly at his | 
command, he is further enjoined by Article X. he may obtain by | 
‘‘ patient observation, of friends and, especially female relatives ;”’ | 
a eourse which, the Article in question encouragingly points out, 
‘* will frequently be rewarded with success.” 

Let us imagine then, that, having made his mark with the ladies, 
at Liverpool he succeeds in coming up with his man, who, for pur- 
poses of illustration, we will sup to be six feet three without his 

— built, of notorious antecedents, and “‘ likely,” as 
the Code pithily expresses it, ‘‘ to give trouble.” 

And here very naturally arises the question of handcuffs. Though 
“on a long journey with many tunnels” these are strongly recom- 
the Constable is advised not ‘‘ to impose any avoid- 
able indignity” on his prisoner, it is better that he should follow 
the kindly suggestion thrown out by Clause 4, and, still using the 
handcuffs, yet, with finished delicacy, ‘‘fasten one bracelet to his 
own left wrist, and the other to the prisoner’s right.’’ He is thus 
cleverly and considerately prepared for the journey back to Town ; 
ind the language of Article I1., which insists that 


having other male passengers than by himself,”’ to avoid possible 
protest, he waits till the train is starting, and then bounds, with his 
charge, say, into a first-class carriage, where there are two vacant 
seats. And, for the purpose of er illustraticn, let us picture 
the remaining four occupied respectively by an aged invalid in 
flannels, a foreign Count who is ignorant of the —. language, 
an Arehbishop, and a distinguished but short-sighted antiquarian. 
And now, it is not difficult to conceive a situation in which the 
moral, mental, and physical capacities of the Constable may be taxed 
to the utmost. e train is off and the first tunnel is reached. 
With ‘a dexterous spring, the six-foot-three offender, now tho- 
used to fury, sends the lamp flying from the roof of the 
carriage, and making a head] 
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roughly aro 
i ong rush towards the door, that crags 
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own wrist, with violenee, in the darkness, over the legs of the 
invalid in flannel on to the lap of the Archbishop ; finally, baffled by 
his portion of the handcuff, makes use of language which even the 
foreign Count, notwithstanding the eae Ly understands. 
And now things may be said to have arrived atacrisis. But the 
Constable has only to be equal to it. The first thing he has to do is 
to call to mind the explicit language of the Code under the heading, 
“Temper.” This, he must preserve at all hazards, remembering, 
not only that ‘* forbearance and moderation will always be understood 
and appreciated by the public, the magistrates, and the police 
authorities,” but that ‘‘idle and silly remarks are unworthy of 
notice.” As it is possible, that after a severe struggle, in which, 
however, no ‘‘ unnecessary violence” ought to have been used, the 
irritated prisoner may now produce a revolver, and fire freely about 
the carriage, it will be incumbent on the Constable, but only if he 
considers it likely that he may be overpowered, at last to have 
recourse to his truncheon. 

But he must be cautious in its use. Avoiding, as well as he can in 
the dark, the Archbishop’s head, he must aim “‘ only at the arms and 
legs” of the prisoner. Any departure from this golden rule will be 
fatal. And in the present case, we can easily conceive, in the ob- 
seurity of the tunnel, some very regrettable incidents. A station 
is reached, All the passengers are discovered to have received more 
or less severe punishment, and the case itself turns out to be one of 
mistaken identity. Under these circumstances, the Constable has 
only to the wording of Article II., on Actions, and remind 
himself that ‘‘the Criminal Law is most frequently put into opera- 
tion in cases where the truncheon has unnecessarily and 
ipnepeny used,” and then give himself guilty into custody. From 
the above example it will be seen, that though the ordinary 
Policemen’s lot is by no means, as has been too often asserted, an 
unhappy one, it is not entirely free from embarrassments that require 
of him much judgment, magnanimity, and good humour. And with 
this reflection, we suspend, for a season, Our Commentary on the 
Force and their Code. 








The Electric Exhibition. 
Wr’tt give it all publicity, this craze for electricity, 
Each wonderful invention we with satisfaction mark, 
And when next time we handle light we ’ll seorn both gas and candle- 


ight, 
And feel, without our batteries, completely in the dark. 
The lights that incandescent are, extremely bright and pleasant are, 
They turn the niget Ge into day as through the streets we pass ; 
And while we see their shimmering, eclipsing the pale glimmering 
That comes from ancient lamp-posts, here’s a long farewell to gas. 





Sir Thomas Again. 


SeveRAL Correspondents write to say that Sir Tomas Daxry, 
about whom we had a short paragraph last week, has nothing to do 
with the Tea Trade, being a wholesale druggist. We stand corrected 
of not being right toa Tea. Nodoubt Sir Thomas, like the character 
in the Alchemist, is a very Able Drugger, and we will send to him, as 
the head DAxrn of his business, when we feel our own head achin’. 

[ Groans. 





Sarah B. in Brussels. 


Tue Bernwarnt in Brussels has conquered, they say, 

And filled up the Théatre de Ja Monnaie 

With folks who in acting take such a delight 

That some twelve thousand francs are received every night. 
Will great Monsieur Perrin not murmur, “ Ah me! 

Wish I’d kept Satry B. with a big Sally-ree.” 





PROSE AND POETRY, 


‘* 4 Correspondent who has just arrived here from Pretoria says that the 
Boers do not want to fight; and, indeed, they are not in a position to do 80,” 
—South African Telegram. 

We don’t want to fight—and, by Jounenrt, if we do, 
We can’t, because at present we’re in no position to. 





Forecast.—A large Depression, coming rem America, will shortly 
be experienced ::. Ireland, owing probably to the gradual diminu- 
tion at caboastbive to the Land League Fund. 





FROM AN IRISH VOTER TO THE ELECT. 


Farx, ye’ve won it, Misther Jennincnam, 
Thanks to Berwick for returning ’um! 





Tue Itchen Boating Club ought always to be ready to provide a 
Scratch Crew. 





&= TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a ftamped and Directed Envelope. 
Copies should be kept. 




















November 12, 


1881. ] 








_PUNCH, OR 











_THE LONDON CHARIVA RI. 317 





THE WAY WE ADVERTISE NOW. 


)  qepsiensnnsecwn 


» AMBOOZELUM.—The Universal Res- 
torative. 

) AMBOOZELUM. — A Delicious and 
Captivating Preparation. 

AMBOOZELUM. — Is” “made from 

choicest herbs aia in the Bo- 








rough 
AMBOOZELUM, — - Can be carried 
about in a small Portmantean. 
AMBOOZELUM. a) be eaten on the 
top of an ibus. 
BA MBOOZELUM. tha Can be taken safely 
by a Prime Minister, 
AMBOOZELUM.—Produces an agree- 
able sensation in a Hansom Cab- 





Horse. 

AMBOOZELUM.—Should be put sur- 

reptitiously into the soup, at public 
dinners. 


AMBOOZELOUM.—Is an invigorating 








Beetle Poison. 
)AMBOOZELUM. — Gives remarkable 
zest to a Wedding Breakfast. 





AMBOOZELUM.—May be swallowed 
with co: ce in Articulo Mortis. 


R. HOCUS, M.F.R.S., — ‘of the 
ny-litical Society, and Medical 
Officer ott ealth for Barking Flats, writes : 
‘* BAMBOOZELUM is le compound 
of carboniferous, farinaceous, bituminous, 
and gelatinous phosphates, and, containing 
the active principles of pork-chops, cheap 
champagne, cod-liver oil, caviare, whiskey- 
and-water, and tomato-sauce, in large 
quantities, it should prove an invaluable 
food for infants of a weakly habit. As I 





have received a handsome * ue for this 
testimony, and am to are of the 
gross receipts of the gfe ly 


recommen BaMBoozELUM to the attention 
of all young and inexperien mothers. 
No Nursery should be without it.” 


| auepemeneen .—Is a Hair-Wash. 


)AMBOOZELUM.— Affords a delicate 
Furniture-Polish. 
>» AMBOOZELUM.—Is a Substitute for 
Train-Oil. 
| Sy ace ae —Is a Relish at 
Breakfast. 





) AMBOOZELUM. — Makes excellent 
) Fireworks wal et 
BARRON — Fickle to perfec- 


BawscoreL oN. .—Is a Specific for 
ay —Is a Specific for 


> 
WN INVALID, at Dorking, writes :— 
“Since I was Bf by a friend 
to make a meal of Bampoozetvm I have 
never since been able to put anything to my 
lips. Don’t send me any more.’ 
SECRETARY of a Burial Club writes: 
** Your BAMBOOZELUM is a wonder- 
ful ‘compound. It hag caused a run on this 
ew, that has nearly involved it in liqui- 
ation 
AMBOOZELUM,—Can be had in 
Packets at 2s. 3d., 5s. 9d., lis. 6d., 
£2 17s. 6d., £25 5s., and £63 13s. 
BimpoozeL um. .—Can be ordered any- 
where and everywhere. 




















(For further Specimens, see Daily Papers.) 
a SCAVENGER’S SOAP. 


rP\HE SCAVENGER’S SOAP.—A won- 
4 derful and startling Emollient. 
TFYHE SCAVENGER’S SOAP. — Takes 
__ the Skin entirely off. 
TF\HE SCAVENGER’S SOAP. — Puts 
it partially on again. : 
HE SCAVENGER’S SOAP.—Without 
a particle of emery powder, broken 
glass, or brick cinders, == 
HE SCAVENGER’S SOAP. — Tho- 
roughly renews the w 


pe EMPEROR OF RUSSIA, 
rue EMPEROR OF GERMANY, and 


rNHE EMPEROR OF ADUERTA wool 
all be more clean if 


they would constantly use 











terms to. unatic 
‘pAcay DERMATON, 
pe DERMATON, — The new Ma- 


terial for Dress Coats. Se 
p** HYDERMATON. Ws ila and 
- ‘warmer than a door-mat. 
J ppt SS pee not erack, 
_  ¢rease, or bend, or 
ACHY DERMATON, —A Royal Duke 
writes :—‘* My new coat of your 
capital material is a t success. I can 
not sit down in it, and it supports my back. 
When may I expect the trousers ? ” 
l «- HYDERMATON.—A gentleman 
from Colney Hatch writes :—*‘ I never 
knew what a strait-waisteoat meant before.” 
| ogee DERMATON. —Is an inflexible 
unyieldin 1 orca bullet-proof 
material, useful for fancy suits, and well 
adapted for Summer wear at the North 
Pole. For price-list apply to Rrvert axp 
Bock, Practical Tailors, Stone Buildings, E. 


pD° YOU WANT A WATCH? 


W HOE Bint tes - 
pe WOUND-UP WATOH COM- 
PANY. 
‘Y7 OLTIZONE.—The new non-alcoholic 
prostrating Intoxicant. _ 
OLTIZONE. —Is headier than the 
worst champagne. 
OLTIZONE.—Creates an uproar at @ 
:|¥ Publie te ae 
rT OLTIZONE, — 
ceavidg Eebveen'c ata Wedding Break 











TOLTIZONE.--Induces a a Comic | Song 
on the most solemn ocgasiona. =«»_— 


OLTIZONE.— Puts a Tenpetaaie 
Chairman instantly under 


OLTIZONE.—The Company's Asal 

says:—*‘It is cleverly and af 
somely vd ther. In I find it 
is eq finest potato spirit, fifty 
degrees a proof. I consider it a 
tive boon to the conscientious T: 
"ae Son can be had id direct rect from 

the Company’s premises in cases of 
5,000 bottles, or over. 





SSENCE OF JINGOF.—The new 
Medicine. 


== ‘OF JINGOF.—Is perfectly 
a4 tasteless. 
MERE 6 OF JINGOE.—Is practically 


| Oe OF JINGOE.—Sparkles 
when you can see it. 


| ee yt OF JINGOE.—Is the remedy 
Archbishops. 


SSENCE OF JINGOE.—Ts of great 
to Amateur Actors. 


5 ‘OF JINGOE.—Is a necessity 
OB OF JINGOE, Is the main- 


J 


—Can be sup- 








ca 

me to soup-plate at the head of 
y see. I have got through 
earvjows, and was nearly ruining =. 
iy OE a double sized quantity 
your and 1 oF e the whole of it 

a V3 of coffee to my mother-in-law. 
i We buried her 
foot Tosi y ay and Tam an pifared man. I 


myself ringing withou knowing why. 
ou are at to 4 what use you 
like of this, withlding'my, my pos name for 


fear of the he Swallows, 
Herts.” 


ERFECT WRECK RESTORED. 

* T was a perfect wreck, and on the 
arrival of a few nephews home ‘for the holi- 
gs he symptoms, compara vely dormant 

me insupportable. henever 
r — down to table, I received a violent 
—_ ack, finding myeol! on on ie floor just as if 
from under me. 
Walking w lon need a feeling 
as if cans of water were = g emptied over 
my head, the cold perspiration literally 
drenching me to my My delusions, 
too, were Seqnent and appalling. At ht 
erackers seemed to go off in my e, 
while I was under a constant impression 
that a clothes-brush had been cut ». = 
nl ‘bits on on my bed. Fortunately, 


very day my ne me 
were a sy though by some mis- 
chance, after I had =r a ‘teaspoonful, the 


T.. re The Hole, Slough” 


OCIAL LIFE SECURED. 
‘My digestive or, were in that 
that, whenever I dined, I imagined I 
sat down. a ghost. Ever since 
I have taken the aE, in quart pots, I 
have sat down with Siz / e form quite a 


pot Ace wi 2 pirele. I ty + cheque for 
F. Poe T Reekan Gn, 


am, Yours faithfully, 
, Ww. 






-— Mind you ask 


for we nen t thing. __ 
SSE JINGOE. 


Sold everywhere. 
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UNFORESEEN CONTINGENCIES. 


Effie. *‘Wuy DO THEY LEAVE ALL THEIR SHOES OUTSIDE?” 


Mamma. ‘“‘In THE EAST, THEY ALWAYS UNCOVER THEIR FEET oN 


Hoty Paces.” 


Tommy. “‘ RATHER AWKWARD FOR PEorLE wiTH Butronep Boors,” 


Billy. Wuo pon'T CARRY A BUTTON-HOOK ABOUT WITH THEM!” 
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THE LORD MAYOR’S LAST WALTZ. 
(An attempt after Weber's.) 


Day above isdying, | 
Winds without are sighing, 
There ’s a sound of frying 
Down below. _ 
And I think, still shining, 
Though a star declining, 
Yet once more of dining 
EreI go. | 
Here, till night is done, 
And next morn’s rising sun | 
Shall smile on my successor, if ’tis fine, 
I remain Lord Mayor, 
Gown and chain can wear, 
Therefore I don’t care, 
And I will di 


will dine. 


Yet at times, with tender 
nnn, Geen 
Though I s surrender, 
When all’s o’er, 
Council, Court, and Meeting, 
Good and great men treating, 
And speaking after eating, 
Proved a bore; 
And what expense to me! 
But there, in charity, 
I also made a flood of money flow ; 
So I chase away a tear, 
As I close my brief career, 
And I don’t stand, this year, 
The Lord Mayor’s Show. 


Pomp, and state, and glory, 

Oh, how transitory! _ 

’Tis the same old story’; 
For a span, 

Even like a butter- 

Fly, or moth to flutter ! 

Truth too true I utter ; 
Such is Man! 

Egyptian Hall adieu, 

Mace and Swordbearers too, 

Remembrancer, and you! 
Ye Twain who dwell 

In Guildhall, you ’ll make 

No moan for my small sake— 

But Goe and Magosa, take 

ENTERING My last farewell! 











A Loxp Mayor’s Dream.—Knight Mayor. 








| 


NOTES FROM THE PROMPT-BOX, 


A Darty Newspaper is a commercial ation, brought into | 
existence by money, for the purpose of making more money, and its 
profits are largely derived from advertisements. A newspaper 
reader scarcely desires to find one sheet of his paper, and that the 
best sheet, filled to overflowing by the ya 9 of rival managers. | 
Fifty years ago old Grn@ELt shouted down old Ricuarpsoy, or old 
Ricwarpson shouted down old GyncEtt at Bartlemy Fair, but 
neither of these frantic showmen had access to the Morning Chronicle, 
the Morning Post, the Times, or the Morning Herald. Their suc- | 
cessors now yell in type—in type measured by the yard—in all the | 
leading journals, and all claim possession of the ‘‘ greatest drama | 
ever written.” It is too much to ex advertisers, and especially 
theatrical advertisers, to tell the absolute truth; but they might 
be judiciously edited with a policy of repression. 

the Electric Light, as exhibited at one of our London theatres, can | 
hardly be regarded as much more than a very costly toy at present. 
The few not very powerful lamps are said to require steam-engines | 
of one-hundred-and-forty-horse power to fill them with light, and | 
these engines stand in the centre of a piece of ground which probably 
represents a rental of three thousand pounds a year. The Electric | 
Light will soon supersede gas, and sooner the better, but not | 
under such economic conditions as these. 

The publie guides who go into such raptures over every new London 
Theatre, or any alteration for the better in an old London Theatre, | 
should visit what are somewhat contemptuously called the 
*‘ provinces.” They should go to Manchester, Liverpool, and Glas- | 
gow, and after that to the new Opera House at Leicester, winding 


up with a visit to another Opera House—the one at Leeds. 
last house has no equal in England, and few on the ‘‘ Continent.” 
The thrice happy Director of the Grand Opera at Paris, ought 
to show a little more artistic energy, for the sake of his numerous 
English and American visitors. is French 4 doubt- 
less comfort him and themselves with a belief that everything 
at the Grand Opera is perfect. A thorough Parisian who rarely 
leaves Paris has no experience to guide him in drawing com- 
parisons ; but those who travel are not in the same helpless position. 
A worn-out ballet like Sylvia, with faded dresses and scenery, is 
not quite the entertainment to av in a house which is helped by 
the State to the extent of something over forty thousand a 
ear. A theatre that cost nearly two millions sterling, given to a 
Director rent free, with thirty-two thousand pounds a year to keep 
=o \ om to produce more Operas and better singers, and get 
rid of those hideous inner-proscenium boxes which kill every scene, 
and are standing eyesores at too many Parisian Theatres. 





As Bold as Brass-ey. 
SHIVER my timbers, and likewise belay ! 
The Navy of England’s as t y 
As when, in past times, with our NELson ’twas brave, 
And at famous Trafalgar we ruled o’er the wave ; 
And still the old flag in the vengnars shall gleam. 
Though it floats above armour-plates, boilers, and steam. 





Tue Batance.—Strictly Tied Up. By a Novelist. To be followed 
by Carefully Let Down. By a Critic. 
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W. E. G. (sings)—‘‘ Harcourt plays THE BIG Sipe Davy, 
CHAMBERLAIN THE GUITAR, 
WE ARE A MERRY CABINET, 
We are! We are! WE ane!” 


(Quietly) ‘*‘ Hooray!” 


[ Dance by the trio. 














A GOOD THING TO Do. 


Iv the Church and Stage Guild, and the Association for Adminis- 
tering Weak Tea to Reluctant Ballet Girls, are inclined for practical 
work, we can tell them to make themselves exceedingly useful 
to the humbler members of the dramatic profession. Pantomime 


and hundreds of girls, many of them living | 


rehearsals are beginning, 

far off in the suburbs, and most of them receiving only a few shil- 
a week, are brought into the neighbourhood of Covent Garden 
y, kept at work all day, with no time to return home before they 
are required for their night duty at the theatres. There are hun- 
dreds of taverns, public-houses, coffee-shops, restaurants, and 
pastry-cooks, in and about the Strand, but, as far as we are aware, 
and we are or up in the supply resources of this neigh- 


af 


there 
cheap and decent meal. They can go to hundreds of places, if they 


one place where these girls can go to get a’ 


| like to spend half their week’s earnings in less than an hour, but 
| they cannot even do this without being stared at like wild beasts, or 
annoyed by the insolent patronage of the cad and the prowler. Com- 


mercial phi has given the market-men and women 
| Covent Wg k”’ in Bow Street, and what is done for the 
Theatrical London. The old 


Mudford gang might surely be done for 

| Bow Street Police Station is empty and 

| Let” bills are stuck upon its broken windows. 
ition, and the least the Duke of Mupronp—the YY aT of 
ent and Drury Lane Theatres—can do, is to offer it ata 

ve ee A chance for Mudford 
populari 











A Swattow ix Novemsgr.—The Lorp Maron’s Banquet in 
| Guildhall. 


































POET’S CORNER. 


sense Rhymes on well-known 


Names. 


Complimentary Dramatic. ) 
Says Farnre to Reece, 
** Let’s write a new piece.” 
Savs Reece to FaRnig, 
‘* For twenty soprani.” 
(Al fresco. ) 
Says WARNER to GATTI, 
‘* There’s a plum in this patty.” 
Says Gatti to WARNER, 
‘ But I’m not Jack Horner.” 


(Journalistic. ) 
Says Scorr to Sara, 
** Let’s go to La Scala.” 
Says Sana to Scort, 
** And write such a lot!” 


(“ After the Opera is over.”’) 
Said STEPHENS to SoLomon, 
** What is to follow, mon ?” 
Said Sotomow to StepHens, 
‘** Bateman '"—bet evens.” 


(Librarianly.) 
Says Lacow to OLLtER, 


** I never felt jollier.” 
Says Ouirer to Lacow, 


* Let’s have eggs and bacon.” | j,<, 


(Publishingly. ) 
Says CoapMan to Hatt, 
** Tell me where’s Gaul 
Says Hart to Coarman, 
** Consult a map, man.” 


Says Mr. Rovrteper to Miss 
KATE GREENAWAY 

‘Say, what does my Kararrna 
weigh ¢”’ 

ays Miss Kare GREENAWAY to 
Mr. RovTLepesr, 

‘What ’s that to you? 
need a stout ledge.” 


on” 


i 


You 


Says Acnew to Brapsury, 
**New cheese from Cadbury!” 
Says Brapsury to AGNEW, 
‘* Not worth a mag new.” 


Says Grove to MACMILLAN, 
‘* Do lend me a shillun’.” 
Says MacmMrLLan to Grove, 


** Well, you ’re a nice cove!” 
( Operatic.) 
Says Gre to ALBANI, 
‘*Can you sing Kate Kearney?” 
Says ALBANI to GYR, 
**] can if I try.” 





Says Carte to Gunn 


No—on second thoughts, we won’t 
have that again. We've had it two 
weeks running: so its reappearance 
will depend on the in icine made 
after it at our Office. Surely some- 
body ought to know who CartsrT and 
GUNN are by this time.—Ep. 





Tae 5th Lancers are now en- 
gaged on the pleasant duty of 
turnishing escorts or four 
times a week to Naas. The gal- 
lant regiment as one man declares 
it the Naas-tiest work it has ever 
been engaged in. 


Aw Unqvret Preg.—Brsmarcx 
smoking his Returns. 
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THE REVISED EDUCATION CODE. 
| 





future, the Inspector 
will examine the pupils 
eee instead of in 
u hog 


“The children in infant 
schools are to have a sys- 
tematic course of training 
on objects.’’ 


We must do our best to secure “ more 
elasticity ” in the pupils. 





LE DINER DU MOULIN-ROUGR. 
(Monologue du Garcon— Communiqué.) 

** Non, c’est quelqu’un de plus que M. Dorf,” me dit le patron, chez qui pourtant 
M. Gustave a bien mangé des a ne bien bu du Pomard. Et puis, sans pitié pour les nerfs d’un 
mme qui a déja deux omelettes uées sur la conscience, y'la qu’il ajoute sans plus de ménage- 
ments: *‘C’est une altesse, un ident, et un quasi-ministre des aff .? “Bi, e’est 
un complot, patron,” que je hui dis, ‘‘je n’en suis pas. Je suis marié et de famille, et un homme 
qui a la clé du Chambertin 1858 n’a pas de se méler de politique, comme un simple député.” 

Bon, si e’est le Prince de Gates, Boum! on y va. Qa doit étre un bonheur de le server, celui-la. 
Un Lucullus de vieille roche qui doit yous oetfoyer des pourboires qui ne sont 1 ECy en papier _ 
lest. Monsieur GAmBETTA aussi; eh bien, tout de méme, ga va: et 2% pas non pour Sir 
Ditxe. Des Républicains, e’est vrai; mais le dernier l’a 66 si pea, temps, et l’autre le sera 

ur un temps si court! Ce sont des ci-deyant citoyens. Tiens, c'est ’ex-citoyen Drixx que régale. 
Tant mieux. Faudra soigner cela. Q@ on régale des princes ¢’est mieux pour les garcons que 
quand les princes régalent. On a besoin de se montrer généreux: ga peut se montrer 
pingres au besoin. en a ¢hez nous qui abusent méme de la » y Monseigneur 
veut bien s’encanailler qué que ca me fait ? s nous faire beau. Bah! un simple tablier propre 
suffira. Je n’ai pas d’ordres 4 mettre. On ne fait que m’endonner. C’est vrai que ceux qui 
portent en regoivent pas mal aussi. ‘ 

{ls arrivent. Le patron perd un peu la téte; et le chef m’a tout l’air d’un homme qui va se 
griser. Pourvu qu’il “7 arrive pas avant le cuissot de ehevreuil! C’est Sir Citoyen Ditxe le premier: 
a-t-il air anglais et Ministre! puis le citoyen Gamperra: a-t-il l’air génois et Président! Pour 
Monseigneur—ah, Monseigneur au moins a |’air d’un u monde. , 

Attention! il déroule sa serviette; il a serré la main aux démocrates—qui les ont propres. Je 
n’aurai jamais cru ¢a. Les anchois et les harengs marinés d’abord. Les affaires étrangéres ont l’air 
d@’avoir besoin de hors d’ceuvre pour leur ouvrir l’appétit. Lesautres ont faim. — 

“Qui est-ce qui aurait pensé a cette reunion?” dit Monseigneur en souriant, et en avalant ses 
huitres avec un bel appétit de Prince anglais. . 

“Je n’en aurai pas ¢té au moins,” fait Sir Cmamz®s, avec une modestie bien placée. C’est un 
5 ue homme aprés tout, et je lui réserverai un bon aile du pouleta la rissotte. ‘‘ Ah, les temps 
ont bien changé.”’ 

‘* Pas tant que nous: ”’—¢a c’est le Président, naturellement, avec son gros rire de Meridional ; et 
ils rient tous; en redemandant du Montrochet 1865. S’ils en prennent tant ils vont parler politique 
renege chou, Aussi je ne leur en verse qu’a moitié plein. ba réussit. Il s’agit de théatre; c’est 

ien plus gai. 

“Les Premicres Armes de Richelieu—naturellement je l’ai vue; plutot dix fois qu’une. GRANIER 
est awe + ee un peu gamine; mais, franchement, il ne faut’pas que Dzyazert, morte, tue les vivants 
comme cela.’ 

“On a déjd azzet de Desazer,” riposte le Président: et ils se mettent a rire encore, et le mouton 
d’Armaillac fait glou-glou dans les verres. Sir Dike n’a = de s’y connaitre énormément en 
fait de théatre ; quoique on dit qu’il s’entend assez bien en changements de dé 

** La Bamboche me va,” déclare Monseigneur ; “‘ elle est leste sans étre vicieuse ; et vous savez les 
Intransigéants de chez moi disent que je m’y connais un peu en her—en tout bien tout honneur.” 

Prince met le nez dans sa truite 4 la Chambord 
4son ami dessous la table. 





“On dit tant de choses de nous autres.” Le . 
r qu’on ne le yoie pas sourire; et Ditxe flanque des coups de pied 


Jautre ne l’écoute pas. 
** Notre a nous dans |’Afrique ne sortira pas d’Egypte ; mais la——” Mais lA, c’est ~p| 
je sors, moi, chercher le poulet sauté et les grenouilles au beurre; et quand je reviens le Prince 


en train de discuter le nouveau roman d’ALPHONSE Davpet. 

“* Numa Rumestan c'est Banacnon,’’ dit-il; ‘ A moins que ce soit von nit cher Gamperra, Vous 
étes du Midi, et c’est I’histoire d’un homme d’état qui commence par réussir. 

** Je commence d@ réussir, Monseigneur. Mais je ne me plains pas si jai servi de modéle—Garoon, 
du Pontet-Cannet !—c’est un beau livre, si le portrait n’est pas flatté. fait de Prince, vous 
devriez avoir le volume de vers que fait publier ce pauyre ANDRE GitL.” 

Ce diable de Prince I’a commandé; et il a déja lu“ La Muse d Bibi,”—il est done né dans la 
Chaussée d@’Antin, ce futur roi d’Angleterre! Le y’la qui saute du caricaturiste fou 4 )’Exposition 
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d’Electricité d’ a cété. Et il ne perd pas pour ¢a une 
bouchée du chevreuil ala poivrade: une altesse modéle, 


‘Tout cela ce n’est pas les affaires,” Sir Ditxe finit 
ar s’écrier. Sir DiLKe ne parait pas adorer trop 
follement les conversations plaisantes. 

“* C’est vrai,” repond le Roi-Gampertra.. “* Depuis que 
tu es aux affaires, tu es un homme diablement affairé, 
mon bon Ditke. Voyons, od en es-tu avec tes tissus et 
tes sucres ?” 

‘* Nous sommes au coton——” 4 

Et le Sous-Secrétaire vous dit ga avec une solennité 
a dérider le nouveau beau-fils de Papa Grivy. 

‘*Eh bien, Gamperta, il faut étre bon pour le coton,” 
le Prince insinue, en trinquant avec un grand verre du 
fameux Chambertin ’58. 

‘* Alors, Prinee, il faudra étre gentil pour les soies.”’ 

"Ca, ga de GLADSTONE; mais je peux vous 
dire que pour ¢e qui est de la question de vins—comment 
peut-on faire payer des droits 4 un vin comme ceci? Je 
puis yous assurer que——” 

Encore! ils le font exprés. On me fait sortir pour 
servir la salade et le ly de foie gras. C’est dégodtant. 
On m’aurait donné dix francs la ligne pour ce qu’ils 
sont en train de se dire maintenant. ‘* Asperges ches 
en branche,” que je dis en rentrant. 

‘Elles sont assez grosses pour étre de la branche 
cadette,” fait M. Gamperra, qui a le mauvais got de 
maemanes la famille Orléans 4 tout propos. Son altesse 

étourne la question; mais elle ne se détourne pas des 
asperges. 

** Alors, vous croyez que ce sera pour la semaine 
prochaine?” de e-t-elle. , 

‘**Probablement. Mais le ‘Grand Ministére’ est terri- 
blement long 4 composer.” , 

‘Tl sera peut-étre moins long 4 décomposer,” fait 
M. DIxke, qui a pris un verre de boumnety rappé et se 
trouve dans du coton d’une meilleur espéce que celui de 
tout 4 l’heure. “Je te donnerai des lecons de parle- 
mentarisme, mon vieux.” ; 

‘Je n’en aurai pas besoin. D’abord je ne sais pas 
permettre 4 Grévy de présider le conseil. [1 n’aura 
qu’a tout signer, comme la Reine.” : 

‘* La Reine en a pour plus de sept ans,” fait observer le 
Prince; “‘ et on a vu des Ministeres qui en ont pour un peu 
moins. Mais qu’est-ce que le ‘Grand Ministére’ va faire 
de grand ?” 

é nom d’une bombe! On demande les bombes, et 
tout ce que j’entends du mme ministerial est le 
mot Tunisie. Franehement c’est pas assez. On peut 
voir autant dans les journaux. 

, ils ont les cigares aux dents et je leur mets leurs 
pardessus. Elle est un peu salée la note, example 
—884 francs — mais quand on veut des Altesses, des 
Présidents, et des asperges fraiches—dame! il faut y 
mettre le prix. 

‘** A bientot mon cher Lion et au Ministére—de quoi?” 

** Au revoir, Altesse—et peut-étre bien 4 l’Elysée !” 

‘Adieu, Dirxe!” 

“Good-bye, Sir!” 

** Dis-done, CHARLES, viens-tu faire une partie de 
billards ?” 

Mettrai-je le — dans les trois pour cents, ou 
prendrai-je des Chemins de Fer Tunisiens ? 





THE MUNICIPAL ELECTIONS. 
BEpLaM. 

Two Conservatives and five Liberals were to-day 
returned to the Town Council. The election was fought 
out on strictly ical lines; but inasmuch as both 
pestioe one on ee ght th Fg mm 
or the ratepayers when interests clash those 
of the Town Council, the wh of triumph which 
the Liberal Press of this town will feel it duty to 
set up, will be totally unwarranted. 

Broapmoor. 
_ The Election which was fought out on strictly political 
lines, has to-day resuited in the return of seven 
Conserva: ton and Be y= = gee Seerreires 
are in on a ini majority ; 
but inasmuch as their extra Town Couneillor : could net. 
we feel assured, state on oath on which sides of the 





PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. 
1 Se oS 


EVERSE’ 


al struck in anticipation of the Freedom of the City of Dublin being conferred 
on Mr, C. 8, PARNELL. 


Medal to commemorate Lord Mayor's Day, Nov. 9, 1881. 











House Mr. Coamprrtary and Lord Rawporen Cavrcnitt sit, or whether 
they do not both sit on the same, they may as well keep their glee for 
themselves. 

Cotwry Harcn, 


1 my of here, fought out on, datatey political Higen, bao resulted in a 
vie or Conservatives, a majority of seven, one 
seers Toon, thay held ecb oaee, Siena Liban ae ape on , as i 

Gomeciied stupepreiniive seme Chencees nogeiahte © of th 
use of the letter H. and his release from his public duties will possibly permit 
him to see that his assistants in his grocery do not give so much short weight 
as they have done during the last twelve months. 


EaRLswoop, 
The Election here, which was f 
resulted in a tie, there now bei 
the Town Council. This means a If we want our 
we must bribe a man on one side or the other. Town © 
seems the most likely man to be got cheap. 


t out on strictly political lines, has 
ight Conservatives lt ¢ eight Liberals in 
new Water-works, 

illor Buocuy (C.) 




















22: PUNCH. OR 


ae et J ih 4 
PRMD ys Ae 
Sel oy ay 1h 
Z Lyin At HE y “6 


; Mage! 
Uy 


. 
. s 
‘ 


\ 2-y’ 
BY) ‘. ‘ 





THE LONDON CIIARIVARI. 








November 12, 1881, 








COLONISING IN IOWA, U.S. 
(A Hint to the Younger Sons of our Aristocracy, and cke to the Daughters thereof.) 


Lady Maria, ‘‘How Larz you arg, Boys! Your BATHS ARE READY, AND I'VE MENDED your Dress Trousers, Jack. So 
LOOK SHARP AND CLEAN YOURSELVES, AND THEN YOU CAN LAY THE CLOTH, AND KEEP AN EYE ON THE MUTTON WHILE EMILY AND 


1 ARE DRESSING FoR Dinner.” 
Lord John. ** ALL RIGHT. 
Lady Emily, ‘‘ Kronur. 

PING WITH HIM,” 


How MANY ARE WE TO LAY FOR?” 
THe TaLBoTs ARE COMING, AND Mason CEcIL 18 GOING TO BRING THE DUKE OF STILTON, WHO'S STOP- 








HOME, SWEET HOME! 
Modern Version. 


*MrpsT mansions and worthy of Rome, 

How pleasant, great BuMBLE, is Poverty’s home ! 
Gehenna-like gloom seems to circle us there, 

Which, seek through the world, is searce met with elsewhere. 
Foul fume as from Styx seems to hang o’er the spot, 

Its gutters that reek and its rafters that rot, 

its rain-sodden dwellings that threaten to fall, 

And its squalid, sad denizens, drearer than all. 


Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home ! 
As ruled by King BuMBLE, a sweet place is Home ! 


An outcast from comfort, a bondsman to pain, 
The shivering prey of the frost and the rain. 
d he thrall of King Bumsie must patiently dwell, 

Midst scenes that might fit the grim Florentine’s Hell. 
Foul garbage-choked footways snake on through the slum, 
Where the sweet airs of heaven seem never to come, 
Where a bird shuns to ’light, where a flower ne’er waves ; 


Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home ! 
As ruled by King Bumsxx, a sweet place is Home ! 


Close-stacked, crazy rookeries, rotting and rank, 
Pest-pre; t, . mages ton in each timber and plank, 
Rear thick-hu fron’ row upon row, 

The smoke-pall above, the swamp-ooze below. 





Where the grass will not grow, though it grows amidst graves. 


Each garret-roof covers its horde—though it leaks, 
Each cellar slough hides its pale crowd—though it reeks. 
Dumb thralls, voiceless victims, none heeds their mute call ; 
But Dirt and Disease are the masters of all. 

Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home ! 

As ruled by King Bumsxe, a sweet place is Home ! 


Hence Mammon draws tithe, and here Moloch takes toll ; 
Here conscienceless wealth, of the spiderish soul, 
Sucks fatness from foulness in foetid beast-lairs ; 
Whilst somnolent Bumsxe, as deaf to all pray’rs 
As a drowsing King Log, all his powers lets fall, 
And skulks in prone impotence. What h they crawl 
From their dens to his knees, the poor souls, in appeal ? 
His brains are of wool, and his heart is of steel. 
Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home ! 
As ruled by King Bums xe, a sweet place is Home! 


Deaf, blind to all pleas sense or feeling can urge, 
Till King Pest, with his fierce, indiscriminate scourge, 
| Sallies forth from the loathsome, the horrible lair, 
That himself and his imps with our pariahs share. 
Then, who so affrighted, so helpless as he, 
King Log, brainless Bumste? Ah! when shall we sce 
Some stout modern ghoul-slaying Champion come 
To teach our poor outcasts the meaning of Home ? 
Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home! 3 
| As ruled by King Bums ez, a sweet place is Home! 





| Mars. Ramssornam wants to know whether the inhabitants of the 
Fiji Islands are called the Fijits. 
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DISTINGUISHED AMATEURS.—THE MIMIC. 


Mary. ‘‘ WHAT ARB YOU THINKING oF, PAPA? You 'RE MAKING 
JUST THE FACE YOU ALWAYS MAKE WHEN YOU 'RE IMITATING 80ME- 
Bopy !” 

Papa (who specially prides himself on the versatility of his facial 
expression). ‘‘Somepopy? Wauom, DARuine?” 

Mary. ‘‘Oun, Invine, on Took, oR—OR ANYBODY, YoU KNow!” 








OUR OWN CITY COMMISSION. 


The Sword-Bearer and the Mace- Bearer. 
Our Commissioner. You are, I believe, the Sword-bearer and the 
Mace-bearer of the Corporation ? 
on ue are. site 
. C. Have you an er designation ? 
Bo, We are called the City Siamese Twins. 
y so! 


Both. Because we are always together, and always hope to be. 


They embrace, 
P o ( , Really very affecting. Pray, what are your principal 
uties 

Sword- Bearer. I bear the Sword of Justice. 

Mace-Bearer. And I the Mace of Mercy. 

O. C. Are these symbols of any earthly use at the present time ? 

S. B. They are su to awe the unruly mob into becoming 
reverence for authority. 

oo 

e e say, no any great extent. 

0. £ What has been ¥ a latest experience ? 

S. B. On the 9th of November, that terrible day for both of % 
when we have literally to face a jeering and contemptuous mob. 
the last occasion, i to Westminster, I found myself the 
butt for the jests and scoffs of not only men and women, but of those 
terrible boys to whom nothing is sacred. I was asked questions 


ing my sacred Sword, of a most profane and sceptical charac- 
Peder g be Ae of its inspiring awe, yet to beget contempt. 
Even my quaint bear-akin head dress, whose antiquity should have 
mt So respect, was the cause of ridicule, and I was asked who 
was my hatter, and why I didn’t take my muff from off my head 
and warm my poor hands with it. 

O. C. And how was it with you, Mr. Mace ? 

M. B. I can scarcely restrain my indignation when I recall the 
contemptible ribaldry with which I was received by an ignorant and 
laughing crowd. I sat back to back to my brother officer, but I 

feel that our hearts beat in unison, not with fear, oh no! but 
in yoathy at our shameful reception. I was asked if I didn’t feel 
a scrouged? How many footmen it to get me and my 
mace into the coach, and how on earth I thought I should over pe 
out again? How I liked sitting on the stool of repentance, 
sideways, and looking out of the door like a + overgrown bab 
with a new toy? How much the Mace weighed, whether it smelt 
like cinnamon, and what I would take for it 

[He pauses, overcome by his feelings. 

O. ©, Ah, poor fellow, very sad, very sad. But surely riding to 
Wes' : i, once @ year, cannot be your only or even your 

uty 


princi 
Both, Qh no, certainly not. : 
S. B. Among other duties we have to attend Charity Sermons 
every — and set a good example by keeping wide awake. 1 
have also to op a Diary of the daily events at the Mansion House. 
ae That, I should think, would be a rather interesting docu- 


i as I keep a copy with my own 
. lam now in treaty with the 
for its publication, under the title of ‘' Extracts 
of a Non-Combatant Sword-Bearer.”’ 
further ? 


Velvet Robe, or his State Robe, and when he is Diamond 
Star, and above all, when he should wear his Chain of Double 8. I 
him well up for all his engagements, and 
es upon matters of which he 
ily t ignorant, such as Art, Science, 

and Literature 


O. C. But if all these matters fall to your share, Mr. Sword, what 
can you, Mr. Mace, have to do ? 
. B. Me, Sir! why my duties are so numerous, that I have to be 
at the Mansion House by ten every morning. 
O. C. Poor fellow! And what do you to do when you get 


there ? 

M. B.1 have to control the Lorp Mayor’s Household, and to 
carry the Mace before his Lordship on all public occasions. 

0. C. What else ? 


somew! 


 M. B. yg oe eo ont Coe ma and 
ir long wearisome wrangling s es, and try in vain 
to keep order by continually hammering m4 a table and calling order, 
when order there is none, and to carry the before the Lorp 
Mayor on all—— 

0, C. Oh you said that before. An g else ? 

M. B. Yes. Thave to find out whether the sureties of the various 
Officers of the Corporation are powder and shot, to carry 
the Mace before-—— 

. C. Oh, bother the Mace! surely you’ve oafried it enough for 
to-day. dm now what salaries do you receive for this crushing 
amount of work ? ; 

Both, Mere trifles, mere trifles! 

. C. One at a time, please. ‘ 

S. B. I did receive but a paltry £300 a year, but it has been 
ase | raised to £400. 

M. B. I did receive £250, since increased to £325. 

O. C. Are you satisfied ? 

Both. We are, for the t. ; 

even such conditional satisfaction. You 


O. C. Tam pleased to 
may retire. 
[ They retire shouldering their Umbrellas, the Sword-bearer lead- 
ing, the Mace-bearer following. 





ALL SOULS AND SOMEBODY. 


Iy names go for anything, All 
ciation of ‘No-Bodies, This - 
all 
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THE NINETEENTH 
CENTURY. 

Brown. 1 say, Jones, what 
do you take to be the greatest 
point of the Nineteenth Cen- 
tury? What, as a rule, do 
we refer to with most pride ? 

Jones, Why, our Civilisa- 
tion, of course. Take any 
magazine, read any leading 
article. 1 Ana 

Brown. 1 suppose so. n 
how would you define Civili- 
sation ? 

Jones, Spread of refinement, 
increase of humanity, less 
narrow-minded views than 
those held by our forefathers : 
that ’s what you’ll read in any 
magazine or leading article. 

Brown. Have you seen this 
in the paper ‘— “* Special 
trains are being run to Maid- 
stone ?”’ 


Jones. No, I had not. 
What ’s up there ? A Flower 
Show, a capital thing for 
- moge | refinement ; or a 

oor Children’s Day in the 
Country, an oiuteaile system 
for increasing humanity ? 

Brown. Neither. These 
Special Trains are chartered 
by sightseers, just as if to a 
Garden Party or a Flower 
Show, in the hopes of seeing a 
poor wretched devil of a young 
man done to death ! 

Jones, Ah! 

Brown. Ah! And what be- 
comes of the Civilisation of 
the Nineteenth Century ? 

Jones. Oh, bother ! Let 
our descendants find out our 
faults, not us. you thi 
that Lerroy—(&c. of course.) 


s- 
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OR, ELLIS IN WONDERLAND. 


THE WAY THEY DOWSE 
IT IN IRELAND. 


Tue following remarkable 
statement is made by the 
_— Correspondent of the 

mes :— 


“ A very violent prisoner named 
DriioN, a ticket-of-leave man, 


Dera, a 
responsi’ or the - 
ment we er to leave to the 
Times. If it be true, here is 
a startling illustration of the 
way justice is administered in 
Ireland. That Dron was 
very violent and a ticket-of- 
leave man are circumstances 
which certainly tell against 
him. But they do not seem to 
justify his being cond , 
to fourteen years’ penal servi- 
tude because Mr. Baron DowsE 
ea robbery with vio- 


nce. 





Hyperion a Hoax. 


Aw Astronomer, a Chemist, 
nay, an Alderman, has been 
astonishing the natives of a 
watering-place in the Isle of 
Wight. At least, he is re- 
ported to have lately delivered 
a series of lectures at Ryde, 
with intent to prove that the 
sun is not the source of light 
and heat to the solar system. 


This Philosopher seems, in 





F fact, to aim at making out 
LORD MAYOR; that Ag ae ge 
shine. 








A MESSAGE OF PEACE. 
(From Punch to Pat, anent some remarks on his Irish Cartoons,*) 


Poncu never hits the weaker side because it is the weaker side, 
but because that side at the time a , as far as can wane be 
seen,—which is some distance bey Punch’s nose, not a trifle in 
itself by the way—to be clearly in the wrong. The Ogreish character 
is the embodiment of the spirit of Lawlessness, of Anarchy, and of 
that Communism which, by its recent No Rent manifesto, has now 
drawn down upon itself the just tion of such men as the 
Archbishops of Dublin ai Cashel. Houghing and mutilating 
dumb ani , Maiming men women, and shooting defenceless 
victims, are ugly crimes, and the embodiment of them in one angie 
figure cannot be made too hideous or too repulsive. Tear off the 
mask, and what appeared to be a perfectly legal and patriotic asso- 
ciation, appears as the Unveiled Prophet— 

** Not the long promised Light, the brow, whose beaming 
Was to come forth all-conquering, all-redeeming, 
But features horribler than Hell. e’er traced 
On its own brood :— 
* *. - * * 
Behold your Light, your Star— 
Ye would be dupes and victims, and ye are.’’ 


On the other hand, Punch has consistently and persistently kept 
before the public his ideal classic figure of Hibernia, graceful, gentle 
tender, loving, but ‘‘ distressful,” as being more or less in fear o 
this Ogre, her evil genius, from whose may she soon be 
free ; and then, mistress of herself, with and plenty in her 
land, blessed with wise Administration Local ernment, in 
happy and unbroken union with her sister, England, with a regal 
residence in ber midst, may she see the emerald gem of the Western 
World set glittering in 
stranger. 





crown of one who will be no longer a 


* Lover's song, “ When first I saw sweet Peggy,’ is what a Saxon 
Cockney would call’ the bast Isle Can-" toon” wo con Penemaber 





THE NEW LORD MAYOR, 
(A long way after Tennyson.) 


You must mind and call me early, call me early, Joun, d’ye hear, 
To-morrow ’ll be the nobbiest day of all this b! year : 

Of all this wonderful year, Jomy, the serumptiousest I declare 

For I’m to be made Lord Mayor, Jouw! I’m to be made Lord Mayor! 


There ’s many an Aldermanic Swell, but none so t as me; 

I scorn your Common Councillors, such men I will not see ; 

But none so grand as Alderman Exxis the Liverymen all swear, 

For I’m to be made Lord Mayor, Joun! I’m to be made Lord Mayor! 


I sleep well after a heavy meal, and I shall never wake, 

If you don’t knock at my door, Joun, when day begins to break ; 
And I must dress in my Sunday clothes, and titivate up my hair, 
For I’m to be made Lord Mayor, Jouw! I’m to be made Lord Mayor! 
As I came up to the Mansion House, whom think ye I should see, 
But Fieenss and other Aldermen as glum as they well could be 
They thought of the comma pegrentey and how! there 
For I’m to be made Lord Mayor, Jomx! I’m to be made Lord Mayor ! 
Then mind and call me early, call me early, Jonw, don’t fear 

To dig me in my illustrious ribs, and shout in my lordly ear ; 
And to-morrow will see me roll along, while all the people stare, 
For I’m to be made Lord Mayor, Jou ! I'm to bo mands Lard Mayer ! 





Lord Random Churchill. 


to make the late Lord BEAconsFIExp writhe in his 
fuss the Tory press are making over this unlicked 


grave to oes fhe 


cub of politics. If a once great political Party, respectable if mis- 
tak ee is, according Cn 


impartially,—have no better 
lively oo Ft of misapplied any they had better a 
dignified silence, and turn their “‘ organs” into literary scientific 
journals. 


che point of view from which it may be 
0 alte leader than this 
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Very Small Boy (to Stout Aunt on Cob), ‘1 say, AUNTIE, DON’T You 
LITTLE HOLE WE CAN CREEP THROUGH, 


~ | Y, Y, / * 
gy Ly), i / A 
Y Y LY, i, Hf 
) Ay 4 / 
ited 


\7 "Yj, 
—," 


sys. 
A. 


3 ORB. 
Aj e * 


<x Pe Se 


TRY FoR AGATE! COME ALONG witH ME! I'VE FOUND A CAPITAL 


AND BE EVEN WITH THE BEST OF ‘EM! 








CHRISTMAS IS COMING! 


Isw’t he, rather! and don’t the publishers let us know it too—bless 
‘em, and bless everybody, or some such Tiny Tim sentiment as that, 
neat and eppro riate to the occasion. 

Here’s little r EpMuND RovtLEpGE with Mother Goose, by 
Miss Kate GREENAWAY, & “7. of a production—only we don’t 
believe in the authenticity of these nursery rhymes—(Look at the 
small dog, p. 23.)—for whoever heard this—— 


“ Ride a Cock-horse 
To Banbury Cross, 
To see little Jonnny 
Get on a white horse.” 


No, no—we used to ‘‘ go a Cock-horse”’ to see ‘‘ A fine Lady ride 
on a White Horse; Rings on her fingers, And bells on her toes ”’— 
(how exquisite ! How Intense! How too utter ay ernoheres! !\— 
7 ny she shall pod yom music ’’—(Sheshall! Shes !)—** Wherever | Te 

> a !”—and she may go where she likes. 

oa te 8 text may be correct. ‘‘ Maybe,” we'say—but we 
are afraid it looks like a ‘Revised Version.” Touch one meneaty 
rh e, and down comes “the glorious + Again. Regard 
umpty Dumpty!” He was an Fer wasn’t he? Of course, 
therein lay the whole point of the riddle, probably invented by 
yo Conemnue Yet this is not an Onl 
Bggony ' - Then we "ll trouble Lag =P 
Re. Tow iper’s son.” Well, any inf Bi roperly brought 
up will inform you that THomas i wh or “the nm of the Piper, 
hose me ully a = ose property it 
really was has never been cesetinined, but, me ow, it wasn’t Tom’s 
—‘“run away” not ran ome if you please, r. School-Board In- 
many you ‘re not on in this scene—'‘ The pig was eat, and Tom 
was beat, and Tom went roaring down the street,” — 
es roarin’ boy,” as Rossre Burns would have called 
But what says Miss Greenaway? Why, her revised version 
gives it thus— 
“* Tom, Tom, the Piper's son, 
He learnt to play when he was young, 
He with his pipe made such a noise, 
That he geasel all the girls and reeye.” 


if it is a Boy! 
-¥ GREENAWAY, for 


y| Twoofa trade never agreeing ” is utterly = oD oe ow 


Oh! oh! oh!—why the American version of this is far better :— 


** Pina Wina, the Pieman’s 
Was the very worst boy in all Canton ; 
He ate his mother’s pickled mice, 

And threw the cat on the boilin eee 
And, when he’ d eaten her, said 
‘Me wonder where that mew-cat be. yg 


Which has been set by Mr. Freperic Cray to a characteristic 
Chinese accompaniment, and can be sung with great effect by any 
one with half a dozen manageable notes in his voice. 

Next, the best of Miss Lizzre Lawson’s illustrations to Old Pro- 
verbs with New Pictures are the frontispiece, 

Lightly Go,” and ‘‘The Toad and the en Horse,’ 

though it has escaped the Artist, the horse is being tow’d. ay ever 
Englishman’s house should be his Cassetu—Petrer, & Co., by ST 
fon this is published. 

Goody Two-Shoes.—Goody, Bettery, Best, Two-Shoes. Facsimile 

uction of the edition of 1776, with an introduction by Cuaseme 

ELSH,—as if anyone wanted an introduction to so old a fri 
little Goody! A very quaint little book, published by Guerre 
AND FARRAN. 

N.B.—Why are there usually two publishers, to every book ? 
Does it take two to “ make” a book as it _~ te make a quarrel ? 
Either —— are not publishers, or about 

wrong. 





VENICE UNPRESERVED. 
‘Steamers have been started on the Grand Canal at Venice.’’—Giobe. 
1 eee Vo eee 


1 aad bam wes ie eee black funnels rise 
Whence clouds of densest smoke I saw expand, 
And common steamboats, at a penny a mile, 
O’er the canal—saw many a person land 
Ops Ge 0 ! it does rile 

Bard to see all and what a smell of ile! 








“*T want to see you 'tlekly, ” as the Fy said | to the bald- headed man. 
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| A SORT OF “ SORTES.” 


Arrer perusing Poet 0. Wripr’s Eleutheria, The Gardenof Eros, 

the egotistical poem called The Burden of Itys—(or “‘I 'tis;”’ 

| evidently egotistical )—we hastily snatched a volume of Brron from 
| the shelf—alas! why should it be on the shelf, and 0. Wripe on the 
table ?—when, on the book opening at haphazard, the first line that 


caught us was— 

“ Say, why should Oscar be forgot ?”’ 
To which there is evidentl answer whatever. The Fifth of 
November owes its apparen 7 Tasting” popularity to the fact that it 
rhymes with ‘‘ Remember.” And there came a remi- 


niscence—from Hamlet :— 
“ For O for O the hobby-horse is forgot.’’ 


Well, if the hobby-horse is forgot—as ’tis the fate of most hebby- 
horses to be forgotten, and that pretty quickly—why not Oscar ?— 
of whose style this is something like a specimen—though we quote 
from a very treacherous memory :— 
“M and jessamine for you 

10 the red af seme is fair to Bae ! 

For me the cypress and the rue 

(Pairest of all is Thingummee) ! 


| e pod you three lovers on pod hand 
reen ’ tw cea ! 

or me ¢ aaa the -_ 
(Chuck lilies at my head)!” 
| ‘Three paces on the sand”—evidently a dance of niggers at 
| Margate. Hooray for Oscar! Why shouldn't he be forgot? Was 
| he taken round the town on last Saturday the ? Holloa, boys, 
| holloa! Will the Saveloy Manager “exploit” him in America as a 
| splendid advertisement for Patience ? 
| And isn’t he delightful when he gives us his im of the 
| Theatre—specially of Miss Etten Terry as Portia ?— 
‘No woman Veronesé looked upon 
Was half so fair as thou whom I behold.”’ 
* 7 * . 
‘0 Portia, take my heart : it is thy due: 

I think I will not quarrel with the Bond,” 


He should have written— 

“T think I will not quarrel with the Blonde.” 

He had better not, or he’d get the worst of it. But perhaps he 
was thinking of Miss Jessre Bonn, at the Saveloy Theatre, in which 
case his first inspiration was right. But—shall Oscar have a statue 

no, we mean, shall Oscar be forgot— 

Shall young acquaintance be forgot 
And never called to mind ? 

He’d better be called to mind as soon as possible, or, if Shylock is 
about with that knife, he ’ll soon ‘‘ Larn him to be a Poet ’’ and give 
his impressions of the theatre. 





| “0 Hair of Gold! © Crimson Lips! 0 Face" 
| he cries—and we exclaim— 
‘ Soda Wash! © Carmine Brush !—O Cheek-— 


But this last expression must be applied to the half-sovereign bard 
in the stalls, whom Mr. Henry Irvine of the Consummate Le 
must love like a real Corsican B r. Ah, yes, ‘Only, should 
Oscar be forgot?” We give it up—but we feel sure there is no sort 
of reason why he shouldn't. 





MUSICAL NOTE. 


Owe of the best Barbers we have ever seen on the Operatic Stage— 
and we ’ve seen at east five, by ag ge Signor 
’ADILLA, at present playing Figaro at the Lyceum. pera is 
capitally done. Mlle. Mixon invaluable in comic opera, is nearly 
as good a Rosina as she is in La Figha del Reggimento, which is 
saying a great deal, but not a whit too much. Signor Zoxnoxt, as Don 
Bartolo, has a touch of the quaint stolidity that occasionally suggests 
punislenenece of ak Almaviva trifle weak, ~~ Don ne 
spoils his appearance wearing a heavy moustache, quite out o 
keeping with the character, and enough to provoke Signor Panini 
(who, as Figaro, always has an eye to “‘ business”) into shaving him 
on the spot—in fact, on two spots, upper lip and , ; 

The imm mic “went” as if it were a “‘ farcical 
comedy ’—there is a considerable amount of farce in it, as the 
lesson scene, with the shoving Bartolo, would be called “ panto- 
mimic’? nowadays—and the whole house eviit its sides with laughter, 
P and appreciation 


/a cheap gallery and pit showing real 
| by its discriminating applause. 

| Mr. Hayes’s short season is soon over, and we hope he will have 
| been encouraged to greater efforts by the success of this venture. 














But what is this? More German Bands! for Her Majesty’s and 


Drury Lane!! Heavens! we are promised a Cycle of Wacner! 
Ana srhaps at two guineas a heel for each performance. Hum! 
ur 


usical Young Man says, though very fond of Mezaliog, he 
0 


jshan’t bu 
Wag’ ner, 
lal-la! 


eyele stalls for that journey. But he’s a 
eis. And Wacner is coming with his Parsifal-lal-lae 








HOW TO IMPROVE LONDON.—No. 6. 


Some or ovr SratTvEs. 


Queen Anne’s Gate, Westminster.—Her Majesty is 
antag haughtily in an area at the corner of two windy streets. 
She is thus in a very exposed condition, which accounts for her pie- 
bald appearance. One clear moiety of her is comparatively white, 
the other half is 
black. She might 
be taken, so far as 
colour is concerned. 


as an allegorical 

tative of 
Pas and Mid- 
night.” Her bear- 
ing is suggestive 
of “defence and 
defianee.”” She is 
gallantly protect- 
ing, with an ex- 
ression of extreme 
etermination,, a 
dead wall. She ig 


Queen Anne 








Anne boarded. 


Anne lodged. armed with ep 
d enormous sce 
with which, apparently, she has just been giving somebody what is 
popularly known as a ‘‘one-er.’’ In front of her is a lamp-post of 


a homely pattern, which seems to have been there to assist her 
during the watches of the night in detecting the presence of her 
sworn foes, the street-boys. But further protection has been afforded 
her. The palings belonging to an adjacent house have been thought- 
fully continued round her area, so that the more violent attacks of 
the costermonger are prevented, In revenge, the costermonger has 
pelted Her Majesty with old tobacco-pipes— ents of which 
plebeian but useful articles are seen lying at her feet. It is impos- 
sible not to notice that the exigences of her painful situation have 
deprived her of all womanly tenderness. She the ferocity of the 
tigress robbed of her cubs—the deadly malignity of the insulted 
boa constrictor. Only one little trait recalls the fact that, after all, 
she belongs to the coquettish sex—from her attitude, she is evidently 
foolishly proud of her boots ! 

_ James the Second, Whitehall Gardens.—In a moment we seize the 
situation, The statue was evidently the result of a practical joke 
in the time of ‘‘ the Merry 
Monarch.” No doubt 
JAMES was persuaded by 
his madcap brother to 
“get up” as a Roman 
General, to amuse the 
ladies of the Court. The 
weak but oe ees a 
sonage consented togratify 
Cuar.es’s whim. When 
he was dressed, the roars 
of laughter with which 
his appearance must have 
ae ar oe 
made the walis o e ; 
Banqueting-Hall hard by Buoy’d up with Hoop. 
echo again. ‘‘ Old Row- 

LEY” regained his gravity, and insisted that James “‘ looked very 
well.” sycophant courtiers, taking their cue from His Ma- 
jesty, chimed in with ‘ Admirable! — noble! — The 
weak James, incredulous at first, was ually convinced that the 
costume was ing. ‘Odds fish!” exclaimed the Merry 
Monarch—* but we will have Master Jonzs, the Sculptor, to take 
our good brother off!” No sooner said than done. James is kept in 
an absurd attitude for hours while ogee Master Jones hammers 
away at the marble, and—here is the t! Perhaps it was once 
areal Jmm of art. But alas! a couple of cent’ries hayen’t protected 
it from the coekshying boys. 

(To be continued.) 


Battap Opera disappeared with Barz and Buww. It has been 
superseded by GripeRT and Sutiivay, with What may be fairly 
termed ‘‘ The Bab Ballad Opera,” 





James despondent. 














¢ TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions be 


returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelcpe. 


Copies should be kept 
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PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 


Bricuton 1x NoveMBER. 


Come down to Brighton! Leave London in hazy time, 
Leave it enshrouded in yellow and brown ! 
Come here and revel in exquisite lazy time, 
Jump in the Pullman at once and run down ! 
i is the they S and the sunshine is glorious, 
air with delicious ozone : 
Gs, nerere cliff and most gentle is Boreas, 
Come down at once recover your ‘‘tone!” 


Here come the Light Beiande, laughing deliciously, 
Flip pociatn, the poll Teo pees edvesthionsl 
pre. e peer ventitious y 
Mingle and meet in the gaily dressed m 
Fur-coated beauties Ales 8 Corvinges roll «bey 
Can this be November ?—the sun is so hot ; 


fi cigar, 00 We as we y stroll about, 
ist to the songs of the merry Mascotte ' 
Here is Mamma anxious ont serious : 
List to the patter 3 a bottine. 
Deinty young heer ne’er weary us, 
Zoung 1 — in the new crinoline ! 
y esthetic coats, 
udle zy daw e the Peeve ys | thro 


Graceful girlettes in the shortest of petticoats, 
Flutter their frills as they walk ‘‘ two-and-two.” 


Bit on the Pier, underneath the velarium, 
Noddle your head to the tune of the band ; 
Or, if you please, you may see the Aquarium, 
you Brighton eaty the ‘al 
ri , am magician 
at once all your ailmen te and ills: 
advi co~theet ae hotter physician fo 
w on the Pier, and a header at Barz’s!” 


Here not a trace is, of smoke or of haziness, 
tent & te clea on the Bene of the King ; 
> indeed is His Most Serene Leqiness, 

but almost too idle to sin 

Were tt it ie so, I would lengthily k about 
People and places—my dear Mr. Punch— 

Ev’ryone sees as they lazily walk about, 

I’ve lots more to say, but I must go to lunch !! 

















HARD LINES. 


A Sporting Cantab, writing to The Field about the 
Trinity College Foot Beagles, said :— 


“ The above pack, under the able mastership of Mr. R. Huwr, 
have shown excellent sport this season ; but, owing to lectures, 
they are unable to meet before one o'clock, and eonsequently 
lose the best part of the day.”’ 


‘Owing to lectures!”’—isn’t this melancholy? The 
Master of Trinity ought really to have consulted the 
Master of the Beagles, before arranging the curriculum 
of studies for the term. 








A REAL GOOD OPPORTUNITY. 


Tus appeared in the Daily Telegraph :— 
A GENTLEMAN (R, ©.) of very 30 respectable family, and 
Iding a good business appe yoo anxious to acquire 
OAN fork fore shart time, in or Ter to enable him to settle his 
.* in religious matters.—Kind offers, in strict confidence, 
to, 


What is his tendency in religious matters? rather 
Mor- probably. br ie het going to try ‘whether 
>: PP breaking the sixth commandment will ensure a religious 
IM@USTAIAL pe paces pepadyin (F . red tdedag be a os a a er 

3o Gealean (oe 
wa ey ida’ he a ory Ponce 
aie the 


pe city once so cele- 





Ocommemeration « the St. Paul's Industrial School Inquiry. Lg p Aa now for its hams 








‘* My Nephew is not content with a gig,” Mrs. Ramssornam, “ but he 


drives about the country in a Tus Grephie gi A oe oa of the “ ‘mack Boys’ 
Home”’ a Taaate, The Smack a > _ has + 
connection with St. Paul’s Industrial Schoo 


gets two horses, puts one before the other, an 
trum.” 














PropaBLe Resvit or “ Tue Curate’s Attiance.”—A large family. 
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THE FUTURE OF INOCULATION. 


Customer. ‘‘ My NePHEw Is JUST STARTING FoR Srekra LEONE, AND I THOUGHT 
I COULD NOT MAKE HIM A MORE USEFUL PRESENT THAN A DOSE OF YOUR BEST 
Ye.tow Fever. WovuLp You TELL ME THE Price, PLEASE?” 

Chemist, *‘ Wit, Ma’aM, THE GERMS ARE 80 DIFFICULT TO CULTIVATE IN 


| Evrorr, THAT I WOULD ADVISE YOUR WAITING FOR THE NEXT WesT INDIAN 


| DISEASES FROM sTOCK AT Five SHILLINGS EACH. 





MAIL, WHEN I AM EXPECTING A NICE FRESH CONSIGNMENT FROM St. THOMAS. 
MEANWHILE WE WOULD RECOMMEND OUR HALF-GUINEA TRAVELLER'S ASsORT- 
MENT OF THE SIX COMMONEST ZYMOTICS, AND COULD ADD MOST OF THE TROPICAL 
WE HAVE SOME NICE ASIATIC 
CHOLERA, JUST RIPE, BUT THEY ARE MORE EXPENSIVE.” 





SMIKE’S STORY. 
[The Special Committee appointed by the London School Board, met to inquire into 
the charges brought by Mrs. Surr against the Management of St. Paul’s Industrial School, 


urdett Road, Limehouse, which, among other things, included excessive punishment; 
ruel treatment ; insufficient food and clothing ; defective education ; starvation.] 


*‘ No! I ain’t nobody’s darlin—I ’ve ’ooked it from Dotherbuoys Hall, 
[’m frozen and ragged and starvin’, but I ain’t a done nuffin at all. 
I’ve only ’ooked it, ’cause w’y? ’cause I took the fust chance as I got ; 
’Cause w’y ?—now I puts it to you, would ye like your own kiddie to rot 
Of a ’orrid disease ’e cotched by ’unger, and dirt, and cold ? 
If you’d got a young kid as yes fond on, no more nor some ten year old, 
With eyes like the skies of ’eaven, and ’air like a piece of gold, 
Would ye like to see him stealin’ the poor dog’s dinner, or bread 
Wi’ the aid of a common pitchfork, or ’ave no softer bed 
Than the hard bare boards of a storeroom, with a pal lyin’ next him, dead ? 
Would ye like to see ’im ’andeuffed, or trailin’ a chain at his feet, 
Like a common criminal ’waiting the death the law finds meet ? 
Or locked in a dungeon on eat and water, deprived of God’s light, 
There to shiver and jabber, where the day ’s just blacker nor night ? 
Would you like to see him in winter, ing his sheets and rags 
In iey cold water, standin’ without shoes or stockins on flags ? 
Could you bear to see ’im punished for another boy’s fault, and not groan, 
That is, if your kid had his mother’s eyes, or, pardon me, Sir, your own ? 
I asks yer pardon, yer ’onor, for liken myself to your son ; 
I forgot for a minit as I is wot we calls ‘a regler ‘un.’ 
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Ain’t they taught me no trade? Not they! they never 
taught me no good 


’Cept wor and stealin’, and drawin’ water and choppin’ 
wood ! 


| You look in my eyes as if doubtin’ if I ain’t a to you, 
But I wish I may die this minit if every word ain’t true. 
I’ve — wished I might die as I lay wide awake o’ 
night, 
| So tired and ’ungry and cold, though I felt somehow it 
warn’t right. 
Give us a tanner, your ’onor, to pay for a four D. doss, 
And a bit of ein to eat, for you ’li never feel its loss ? 
I’m famished with cold and ‘unger, I ain’t turned a 
copper to-day, a 
An all as I’s eat was a bit o’ stale the baker was pitchin’ 


away. 

God bless ye an thank ye, yer ’onor, when ever yer up 
in town, 

I’ll call ye a handsom or growler, and never charge ye a 
rown. 

An if ever ye see the QUEEN, for I’m sure as she ain’t so 


eru’l, 

Tell Vw ' send us to prison—but not to a ’Dustrial 
SCHOO. 

As long as a crossin’ wants sweepin’, or a ’orse to be ’eld 
in the town, : indead ‘ 

As long as there ’s puddles to sleep in, or a river in which 


to drown. 
‘The Coppers’ ain’t werry perticler, and they cuffs us, 
and makes us cry, 
But they ain’t * *ard-'arted as teachers of morrils and 
, says I. 








SCHOOL BOARD AGAIN. 


Deer Mr. Ponca, 

I ave red in yoor videly sukklelated Junnel a 
letter from a Vest end Cabby all about aes and Beeks 
and Skool Bords in all vich Brother Cabby as it the nail 
on the ed. Barrin one bit of cheek an they doesn’t want 
for cheek in the Vest end, in vich he says he druv the 
best oss in Ammersmith. Now Mr. Punch I aint prowd. 
but Id back my oss agin hisn for a fiver and you shall 
be humpire and old the stakes and the vinner shall stand 
you summat we short for your pains. Im blest if 
this aint a fair hoffer and I spectfully awaits = reply. 

But I av summat to say about this ere Skool Bord as vell 
as Bruther Cabby. He says as ow he as a chap as the 
Skool Bord wont allow to work and the Beek wont send 
to skool and the chansis is hed grow up to be a wag- 
gerbone and cum to be hanged. Now Mr. Punch my 
perdikament is wuss for I ave a gal twixt 13 and 14 an if 
she mustnt go to work or go to skool or help the old 
ooman to nuss the young childrun at ome what the 
dickins is she todo? Dont ye see Mr. Punch its a more 
kritikaler age for a gal than a boy. As farther of a famly 
yesself you knows all that without goin into more per- 
tiklars. Vell a lad may kick over the traycis a bit and 
yit turn out a stedd r arter all. Ive knowd many 
sich. Buta poor oat if she once {does any think amiss— 
God help her thats all I got to say and you Mr. Punch 
will say amen. 

Brother Cabby is quite rite. Them Parliment chaps 
are allays a jawin about us poor folks, but a know 
nothink at all about us. Vy should they ? rer 
lots to eat and drink, and Skool Bord man dont keep 
knockin at the door to ax their missuses vy Masr 
Tommy or Miss AnNrE dont go to school, and threaten to 
sell em up if they dont. Oh, no, they keeps them deli- 
kit attenshuns for the likes ous. Brother Cabby says 
things will nivir cum rite till we gets into Parlement, he 
means to insinuate that he hisself would be the rite 
man in the rite place, and I m blowed if I dont give him 
my vote nex elexshun. We aint allowed, wich is a sin 
and a shame, to ave even a pot o beer for our vote. 
Not but leastways I1l be drew to the Poll in an ansom. 
And then I xpex weel ave somethink done about rent, 
as they does in Hireland. 1 pepe six bob a week for my 
ouse, and sixteen bob a day for my cab, an they tells me 

t gin we wer in Hireland, went afore the big- 
wigs, theyd let us off a haf, ay, or more. Vy sho 
these ere Hirish chaps ave it all their own way, Ive 


heerd say Charity begins at ome, but I dont see it. 
CABBY OVER THE WATTER. 
From the Pigg and Whizzle, Bermundsy. 
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WAR OFFICE TOURNAMENT. 


THE GARNET IN THE RING. 





That Punch wots of, love the queer place, end declare it is a dear 


’ 
ee ; of , 
“ Walberswick may be called the artistic suburb of Southwold, for it is dear While with skilful brush and pencil they’ve immortalised the scene. 


to the heart of the painter and etcher, and certainly a very picturesque place | There no horrible ‘“‘ cheap tripper”’ comes, a most persistent dipper 

for those who have eyes for quiet beauty." —Standard. 2 mn So briny, and ag tourist is oy oon | bx: i Y-y parts ; 

: : : , ‘ unse i i , ight the painter 

On, Walberswick’s a boasting very little tillage, Mes ee ee SS ae ee : 
i ho eae fe af lk, and it’s very picturesque, No wonder then that Walberswick is dear to artist hearts. 

And you fly from all the gritty, dirty highways of the City, 
To forget in pleasant rambles dreary duties of the desk. The Value of Money 


There ’s a harbour old, and rotten planks and anchors left forgotten,| Ir the wretched Convict had possessed a few pounde—say a ten- 
Mid the tangle of the co: , boats whose sea career is o’er, | pound note—he would t peeeeey have escaped, and the “‘ Brighton 
There ’s a ferry with scant traffic, that Macattum in the Graphic | tragedy” would have added another to the long list of undisouvered 
Drew long years ago, and sea-gulls sweep along the lonesome shore. murderers. Hiding in Stepney, with scarcely money enough to buy a 
tage-stamp, he was an object of suspicion, and eventually he was 

And there gathers many a sketcher, Doctor Eversuzp the etcher, ded over to the ‘‘ Authorities.” A criminal who has ef and 
De.amorre, and Marxs and Hatswe.iz, Lanetor Barwarp, and knows how to spend it without suspicious display, is y safe 

one KEENE under the present system of police inefficiency. 





A WARBLE FOR WALBERSWICK. 




















| Confectioners, Restaurateurs, and Ice-Purveyors, who, it seems 
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MIMI; OR. THE GENTLE GENT AND THE | 


GENTEEL GIPSY. 


Mr. Drow Bovcicavtt’s Mimi is a Bohemian girl, not tie 
Bohemian who dreamt she dwelt in marble halls, &c., but a gipsy of 
‘the days when we went gipsying—a long time ago.” Yes, Mr. 
Boucicavctt, emphatically a long time ago, a very long time ago, 
when albums were in Sodio in drawing-rooms, when strong drinks 
were handed round at aristocratic evening parties, and when there 
was a canal within measurable distance of May Fair. ‘‘The Author,” 
bill, ‘‘ desires to draw attention to La Vie de Bohéme, by 
Henri Moroer, which inspires two scenes in the ~~ of this 
play,”’ and it would have been far better for Mr. Diow Bovcicavtr, 
had he stuck to his own inspiration and not gone in for a Sub-Murger 
which has extinguished the not very strong flame. Och! Murger in 
Irish! but sure ’tis a pity to see the Author of The Colleen Bawn, 
Arrah-na-Pogue, and The Shaughraun giving us such a weak- 
knee’d, old-fashioned, half, y-journal-novel kind of play as is 
this Mimi. On its first night the expiring Mimi, under the unfor- 
tunate inspiration of too much Murger, called for her Muff, that she 
might die with it on her lap—and the audience laughed. Fatal! 

On the second night of Mimi the Muff was cut out,—at least the 
*‘ property” muff was, but 
the real muff of the piece, the 
wretched muff Leo, the lover, 
remained in, and as no 
change had taken place in 
e nee, the .- , 
though they didn ’ 
were aa, itheing 
impossible for anyone to fee 
the smallest interest in two 


saves the 








such feeble creatures as the 
sentimental Mimi the genteel 

ipsy, and the youth who 

ars the terrible name of Leo, 
but who is the most lamb-like 
young man we’ye seen for 
— — © 

tr. JOHN “LAYTON PEPTe- wr. Henry Neville 

sents a stout Ge and quthe enght to have 
wears a sort of uniformwhich , at an 
at once suggests the idea of evening party in 
his being am overgrown postman who has become Mr. Kyrie Bellew’s 
too big for the post, and consequently,  dress-clothes. 
retired from work—with the official livery and 
apparently the results of a partially successful Post-Office robbery. 

Me. Henry Neviize is “ t and chivalrous”—(this is 
always the safe thing to say of Mr. Nevit1e in any part)—as 
Sandy McElrath the Bohemian Artist, and Mr. Owe Curt Bettew 
as Leo the Lamb-like, had far 
better have been out of it alto- 
gether, or if he had stayed in, he 





Herr Max-imus; or, 
e Unlimited Mail. 






To One Curl Bellew. Beware of Mimi-cry ! 
should have followed the Author’s example of directing the audience’s 


attention to the Murger inspiration, and have insisted on a line in 
the bill intimating that his performance was inspired by the pecu- 





liarities of Mr. Henry Irvine as Louis dei Fr 
“ by 


anchi. 

Lady Maude Kennedy is given to Mrs. Bexnarp-BrEre 
the kind permission of. own | 
let 


Messrs. A. & 8. Garr,” the well- 
this lady out with the ices and other refreshments, BEERE included ; 
and, we regret to say, that in spite of our real appreciation of this | 
Actress’s talents, we soon began to think that eyen the Divine 
Saran in the réle of Lady Maude would have had to be emphatically | 
put down in the bills as e Bexsnanpt Bore. This Lady | 
Maude is madly in loye with Leo the Lamb, pursues him ener- | 
getically,—appe ore in this Act asa . Leo Hunter,— 


| and runs him to in the Gipsy encampment, where she tells him 


that if he will return to his 


distracted mother all will be forgiven. 





Leo the Lamb, who has gone through some kind of ceremony like 
jumping over a broomstick, or tossing a lucky shilling, with Dfimi, 
which involves marriage, now leaves her without any ceremony 
at all! And yet some clever person has pointed out that there is no 
villain in the play. Well, perhaps not in the strictly moral and 
melodramatic sense, but, as a blunder is worse than a crime, so a 
noodle is worse than a criminal, and so Zeo the Lamb is unconsci- 
ously (because a conceited idiot) a black sheep whose wool is of the 
deepest dye. 

Mimi follows him to London, where she has never been before in her 
life, and here she intuitively picks out his mother’s house in May- 
fair—(what more natural ?)—and is taken up-stairs into the drawing- 
room by Maz, the German Postman,—and again we ask what more 
natural, and what more likely in the circumstances? Then Mimi 
(Miss Marton Terry), who is generally overhearing something 
which causes her to stagger, swoon, and flop, and support herself 
against the wall in a variety of picturesque attitudes—as if an artist 
and a photographer were dodging her about everywhere to get the 
best pose possible—after hiding in the smoking-room, listening to a 
conversation, and having a pretty sharp passage of arms with the 
Lady Maude, totters down-stairs to the front-door, on her way, 

erhaps, to Totter-nham Court Road; but even then the Regent’s 
ark Canal is not within five minutes’ walk. 

Leo the Lamb, learning that Mimi, his Broomstick Bride, has 
just been and gone, and not yet done it, so that there is plent 
of time—considering she can only r and totter and flop, an 
hasn’t got the strength of a wounded rabbit to drag her slow length 
along,—to overtake her in the street, and save her life,—instead of at 
once dashing down the stairs, and sending Maz one way, Furridge, 
the comie servant (who has been either a Gyp or a Gipsy, or both) 





End of Act II.—Quite a rush after Mimi. 


another, and Sandy another—any one of whom could have caught 
her up at the pace she was going in less than half a jiffey,—stops 
to make long Gentes, to pitch into Lady Leo Hunter, to have a row 
with his mother, to—as Boz says in that immortal work—‘‘ throw off 
the Lamb and assume the Lion,” and then to do at last what natu- 


rally he would have done at first, and what he had been doing for 
some time previously, that is, run after Mimi, which he does, 


followed by Maz, Sandy, and the Comic Servant. 

Away £ the three after the Broomstick Bride, but, of course, too 
late, and the Act-drop 
falls on an anti-climax. 
(N.B.—Nothing to do | 
with the other Maz.) | 


Were this situation ' 
whipped up sharp, the 
lon omitted, 


and the Lady Maude 
Bernhardt Bore’s part 
——- shortened, 
there might be yet 
some life in the piece. 
In the last Act Mimi 
comes in to die. Mrs. 
Chillingham, Leo’s 
mother—who, her 
general readiness for a 
row, might have been 





appropeseely, ; 
rs. Warming’ um—is Mrs. Chillingham Warming’em. “ Bless you, my 
now reconciled to her children! Take ’em and be happy!” 


son, joins Mimi and , 
Leo’s hands, and Mimi joins Maud’s and Leo’s—so that, had' Mimi 
recovered, there would have been rather a trouble. rs, Warm- 
ing’um feels the difficulty as she stands at the back of the chair with 


the air of a woman who defies uences, and to be 
blessing the two before her, as though saying “ There, , my son, 
take ’em both and be happy!” And then Mimi dies, and there's 


an end of the Genteel Gipsy, and, as Mrs. Warming’ um would say 
to herself, “‘ A good riddance of bad rubbish.” 
A strong caste, and a weak piece.— Verb. Sap. 

















Novemper 19, 1881.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARIL. 














WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH HIM? 


We asked the eminent 
but somewhat frivolous 
Artist who signs himse 
** Dumb-Crambo Junior,” 
to give us what should be 
an historical picture loy- 
ally representing e 
Throne and Court. He 

romised the Cartoon 
forthwith, premising that 
it would cost him much 
time, labour, and research. 
Life-like portraits would 
be indispensable, &c., &e. 
Also great expenses being 
unavoidable, would we, 
&e., &e. e did. Whe- 
ther he misunderstood us, 
or whether, as he says, he 
has got ‘‘ Fox-hunting on 
the brain,” or whether he 
has been carousing, we do not know. But the accompanying picture 
. y result. He shall hear from us again. No, on second thoughts, 
e shan’t. 


THRONE AND Court. 








CHANGE AND BARTER. 


OCCLESIASTICAL ACCOMMODATION.—A Colonial Bishop, 
who, on account of his Examining Chaplain having been eaten 
at a Visitation Breakfast by his native Clergy has found it impos- 
sible to continue the hearty administration o: his diocese except by 
deputy, wishes to dispose of his perfectly New ipiocrnt Outtit, as 
soon as possible, to a responsible Purchaser. e would have no 
objection to part with it in lots if required ; and, as to meet the exi- 
gencies of a severe winter climate, an entire Suit, including a bold 
and handsome Apron, had to be made of long fringed black Siberian 
bear-skin, an Aretie Explorer in half mourning would find this an 
excellent op ity: Several Shovel Hats in prime condition: 
one, a little damaged, could be ironed out, covered with red calico, 
and worn with great effect by a retrenching Cardinal at the sea-side. 
A large selection of superior Gaiters. A Foot-Ball Team of a serious 
turn might write.—Address, Eprscopos, care of the Hall-Porter, the 
Atheneum, W. 


ISTORIC HEIRLOOM.—A Gentleman whose family have been 
connected with Brixton Rise since the Conquest, but who is him- 
self thinking of shortly returning to Normandy to claim his original 
possessions,'wishes, prior to his departure, to find an appreciative pur- 
chaser for the identical suit of block -tin armour that was worn by 
his direct ancestor at the Battle of Agincourt. The plumed helmet, 
leg- and arm-pieces, breastplate, spurs, and shield, are all really in 
a wonderful state of preservation, and had only quite recently been 
worn, together with a large pasteboard head, by the representative 
of Sir Jocus Pocus for upwards of a hundred nights in a provincial 
pantomime. Would form a pleasing and appropriate umbrella- 
stand in the of a small Suburban Villa, to the tenant of 
which some ali ht but ostensible connection with a county family 
would be considered an object. Could be cut up into excellent 
coffee-pots. Helmet makes a capital jelly-mould. As Advertiser 
would like to do business with a genuine Antiquarian, the Constable 
of the Tower might communicate ?—Honr Sorr, care of Monun, 
5, Araminta Row, Upper Camberwell. 


O THE INGENIOUS.—A Mechanician, who has devoted the 
A. patience and labour of a lifetime to the Construction of a 
Figure capable of producing cngeeiey all the Articulate Sounds of 
the Human Voice, and of effectively sustaining a Monosyllabic 
Conversation with the Manipulator in five different European 
Languages, has had the misfortune to fall down-stairs with his 
riceless invention on his seventy-fifth birthday. Though the shock 
has somewhat impaired the efficacy of its complicated and intricate 
internal Mechanism, yet as, when‘fully wound up, the automaton 
may still be counted on to provoke considerable merriment by a 
sustained imitation of the Screech of an Ostrich for five-and-twenty 
minutes, the Proprietor would be willing to take any useful Domestic 
Article in Immediate Exchange. Being represented with a rather 
grotesque cast of countenance, and seated with crossed legs on a 
mahogany chest of drawers, it might be shipped with confidence and 
disposed of with advantage to any community of Savages anxious to 
secure services of an agreeable Fetish. Could be Shot at for 
Nuts at a Fair, or utilised as a powerful Forge Bellows. Would be 
for a Wadded J apanese Dressing-Gown or an equivalent in 
Cranberry Jam. Open to any offer.—Proresson, Springfield, 
Shouter’s Hill. 


1f | 28 far as 





THE LYCEUM OPERA. 


ConstpERine the difficulties to be contended with, the Lyceum 
performances of Les Huguenots have been very satisfactory, that is, 
the principals are concerned, but Signor Trro Marre! might 
have limited the Rataplan chorus to one verse, and sung the 
Huguenot soldier’s solo himself. Oh, that Huguenot soldier! if all 
the rest of his party were like him, the ‘‘ massacre” was an act of 
retributive justice. The bathing chorus might be judiciously 
omitted. Signor Paprixa’s I/ Conte di Nevers is admirable ; we do 
not remember a finer performance of this most dramatic part. 
Madame Rosr Hersex is a pleasant and sprightly Urbano, though 
we could wish that her costume, which is of the old-fashioned two- 
pence coloured style, did not render her so conspicuous as a startling 

singing aod oxting of Signet Hi Raoul, and M 

e 0 or pour as Raoul, and Mux. 
Voert as ohantinn leaye scarcely anything to be desired if 
would only not to have a shouting match in their last 
grand duett. when Valentina once fainted we should 
strongly her to jous, and on no account 
to rouse herself for another effort. : 

Very wisely the Fourth Act of Les Huguenots is omitted, and the 
curtain goes to the sound of a tremendous explosion, and then 
a lot of smoke from the Prompt Side suggesting e idea that the 
Last Act has gone off capitally by itself off the stage and blown the 
Prompter all to pieces—three A 6 ; 

Don Giovanni is worth ‘or the sake of Signor Papriia’s 

rformance of the Don. ‘‘The Don! he’s a Nipper!” as the 
eg Joker observed, The grace with which Signor Papiiia 
does the honours {of his house in the hed and festive supper scene, 
when he has in three ladies of the ballet to supper after the 
Opera is over, gone in with reckless prodigality for a quarter of 
a pound of ham from the cookshop at the corner of Bow Street, six 
pennorth of milk biseuits, and a bottle of zoedone, is something to 
see and to ber. His extreme gallantry and politeness to the 
ay the om Fong F their conduct in nudging one Gaetier bp 

the ham, en ing themselves to it with a carving-fork, 
Pil the more re rehensible, But these are mee — ot mee 
ment, an ese gay young t never been 

po with ‘b real Don before: but when 


e Opera has been 
repeated or four times, the novelty of so much unwonted luxury 
will begin to 
milk biscuits, refuse the z 


wear off a little, and then perhaps they ’ll ignore the 
oedone, and turn up their noses at the 
ham. What will the Don do then? A delicate situation for a host 
to have asked three sneering guests to supper; but still such is our 
unlimited confidence in Signor Papitia, that we back him to be more 
than equal even to this emergency, to come triumphantly out of 
the difficulty. We wish there were a better Leporello. But the 
Ghost-Statue is a very spirited performance. 
We would go miles to see Signor Papriia as Figaro, and should 
like to see him the central figure of a first-rate caste. 
The public should be grateful to Mr. Hares for what he has done 
to bring good performances of the best operatic works within reach 
of a two-shilling Pit and one- 
shilling Gallery, and we have not 
the slightest hesitation in record- 
ing our opinion, that, could this 
venture last out the ordeal of a 
first loss, then, as the existence 
of such an entertainment became 
known, 80 it would become more 
and more patronised by all classes 
the quality of the material could 
gradually improved, judicious 
selections would be €, mise- 
en-scéne and rehearsal receive 
thorough attention, and the Ita- 
lian Operatic Company Po 
—to reasonable prices) would 
become one of the most popular 
institutions in London, for, at all 
events, two-thirds of the year. 

A pure of music, the Save- 
loy Bab Ballad Opera Company 
is doing capitally, and with its 

D’Orty Canre du jour Matinées 
and its menu de nuit, no new dish 
ill be wan here for some 

to come. Here is Mr, 
the greenery gallery young 


“ The man was a phantasmagoria in 
Himself—he wi so volatile and 
thin.” Byron. 


time 
GrossmiTH as the esthetic Bunthorne, 
man. 


Mrs. RamssorHa© tried to think of the name of that early Dutch 





Painter. ‘‘ What is it? dear me!” she said; “‘ it begins with M, ! 
Oh, I know—Seuinrise Moses.” Then they found out what she 
meant. Quentin Marsys, of course. 
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COMING OF AGE—-A DOMESTIC DRAMA. 


My Lady. ‘‘No, xo, Gengerat! Don’t TALK TO ME OF ScHOOL AND COLLEGE ! 


sors ! 


THERE ’S NOTHING LIKE HOME INFLUENCE FOR 
My rrecious DARLING HAS NEVER LEFT MY SIDE SINCE HE WAS BORN—JUsT TWENTY-ONE YEARS AGO THIS VERY DAY, 


GENERAL—AND HE HAS KEPT THE HEART OF A CHILD, AND NEVER GIVEN ME AN Hour’s ANXIETY IN ALL HIS INNOCENT LIFE!” 
The General. ‘‘ AH, NE LL SOON BE WANTING TO MARRY THE LADY’SMAID, OR SOMETHING OF THAT SORT! SEE IF HE DON'T!” 
My Lady. ‘‘Goop Heavens!” (70 Footman, who enters.) ‘‘ ADAMS, WHERE ’S PARKER ?” 


The Footman. ‘‘ Sue JUST STEPPED OUT FOR A MINUTE THIS MorRNIN’, MY LADY—TO GIT SOME ’AIRPINS, SHE SAID. Burt THEY 
DO SAY DOWN-STAIRS AS MASTER GEORGE WERE WAITING FOR HER ROUND THE CORNER WITH A FOURWHEEL CAB AND A SMALL 
PORKMANTEAU. LEASTWISE SHE NEVER COME HOME, NOR MASTER GEORGE HASN’T NEITHER, LUNCH IS WAITING, MY LaDy!” 





ToD Wte ‘aay , rT WTARINe So was him as wrote about it,—one Bon GauLtrer—hang his stuff ! 
THE WISION OF ALDERMAN WIGGINS. | Gave me such a hawful night, and worried of me more ’n enough. 

““My Lorp Mayor,I believe that the chair in which you sit has been | _ : ‘ , » it 

| filled successively by the representatives of this community for the last 600 | For I see that Snapping Tuttle in a kind o’ City swamp , 
years and more, and I earnestly hope that for as many years to come it may | (Somethink like a London Market)—green as an old woman’s gamp, 
still be filled by persons chosen according to such laws as the best wisdom of | Big as Brompton, bold as Brutus, perks and pickings gulping down, 
the times may dictate to represent the interests of this great community, and | As myself might bolt a oyster, as a street-boy snaps a brown. 
to fultil the dutics with which the position of the occupant of that chair is 

| attended.”".—Mr, GLapstrone at the Lord Mayor’s Banquet. 





All my ~ yearned towardsit. ‘‘ Them five cent’ries has done 
[ap ’eard ’is smooth palaver, ’eard with a contempshus smile. hee os eT) +9 
‘+ oan yi 4 ; ow + ©») | Murmured I, ‘‘ in jest perdoocing’’—— Here I heard a hidjus yell, 
. | . on Cio fo old Mucerns. What do you think And that Tuttle’s ie wobbled, and he flopped his giant tins, 
| Exx1s poked him up most lovely. ‘Trust our Institutions?” Yes! | 1st 98 if he ’d swallered pison, or was sitting upon pins. 
| Him as hinterferes with them, 1s bound to make a precious mess. Then a shudder runall through him, and I cried aloud, “‘ By George ! 
} 4 4 : : ° : ° r ~ 25 . , id : 

But they cheered , od ‘*Bosh!”’ | Is it—ean it—no it—yes it—it is goin’ to disgorge : : 

“Ty 5 — ind his yl mem Be vo Lute a Bosh Oh, uncivie! Oh, unworthy! Are you aa Thcsied, blind ?” 
he best wisdom of the times”? No! ’ang it, Wituram, that | ¥! ‘ : edhe: - 2897 
i won’t wash. | Then I twigged a gray-haired party stirring of it up behind ! 
Know percisely what that there means. Lord Mayor’s chair has 


stood no end Sesring of it sharp and savage, lettin’ of it ’ave ha am. 5 
g a? , hai Vith a offle sort of weppun marked ‘‘ Municerple Reform. 
Some five wry ’s * airs / PP f Tp 

| Some re — ob) years or more, and now your cry’s ‘‘ Old Chairs Fan pag en t of texture, soch.es 4 i i 


Of its anti-wiwiseckshun didn’t ought to be allowed. 

’Fore I went to bed that night I ’ to tak book, ' ‘ 2 : : 

Which I own it isn’t pe ty rt Bay yp aed io. ca. - Then I ‘owled, “What are you hup to? Stop this hojusest of 

But the title of a ballad sort o’ seemed my heye to strike,— 7 ae ee ong 7% comps . 

ver Snapping Tuttle, Jane,” says I, “ my dear, I wonder wot that’s Wot _o- Wweppun ? > Came a Woice—“ ’Tis the best wisdom of the 
er BS And I shrieked, and that there Tuttle, staggerin’, flopped atop o’ me. 

Very natural curosity, in a Alderman at least ; ° ° bd ” ° ? 


But it was a disappomtment. This ere Tuttle was a beast. Waking then, I cussed Bon Gav rier and that willin, W. G. 
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THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 











“ANOTHER INFERNAL MACHINE!” 


Discoverep BY OLD PeNwyse IN A SEVEN-AND-NIN#PENNY UMBRSLLA HE 


BOUGHT AT A CHEAP HosrEr’s. 
OBSERVATIONS. 


WE FORBEAR TO PRINT THE REMAINDER OF HIS 





THE BALLAD OF THE BATTUE. 
Go, bring me my new double-barrel, the best that is made under sun, 
Top-lever, snap-action, and locks that rebound—a remarkable : 


| Best treble strong powder, and shot that is chilled every cartridge shall fill, 
| So it isn’t my fault, you'll observe, if I fail the gay pheasant to kill. 


| Then show us the way to the covert,—of course we shall drive to get there, 
And outside the hottest of corners you'll place, if you please, an armchair ; 
The warmest of warm carriage-rugs I have ready to throw o’er my knees, 
And I think if my man me 2 behind, he will keep off the worst of the breeze. 


A table beside me can hold some liqueurs—I prefer Curagoa, 

A flask of the purest Glenlivat as well will be quite comme il faut ; 

And I’ve always maintained, and shall still, there are very few things on a par 
With the noble excitement of shooting consoled with a pleasant cigar. 


But nase cathg the pheasants—they ’re running both backward and forward 
pell-mel, 

It’s really absurd they won’t rise till the beaters have uttered a yell; 

And vet, when you think how they’re bred, it’s no wonder the beauties are 


me, 
I fancy the keepers must know them, and call every bird by its name. 


And now the big battue goes on, and the pheasants convulsively flop 

At my feet ; Is inte the mass, and a few are quite certain to drop. 

This 1s sport, noble sport, to my mind, and we warm to the work,—let me sée, 
I fancy the hour has arrived for a casual ‘‘ Soda and B.” 


Then luncheon’s announced, There’s hot soup, mutton eutlets, potatoes, game 





4 2 P , 
With just a few mote piquant dishes,—Champagne that ’s uncommonly ‘ 
Then endless cigars, petits verres, as our Angry would say, “ that’s your sort.” 
That ’s how we arrange a big battue—a brave English Gentleman’s sport. 








THe Best Sussrirvre ror Briiieeseare.— Lord Raxdom Cavurcittt’s 
speeches. 


THE COMING MANNIKIN. 


[Many Conservatives are said to look upon Lord RANDOLPH 
CHURCHILL as the ‘‘Coming Man” of the Conservative Party.) 


Rxveé out fools’-bells to limbo’s dome, 
Which copes the neo-Tory clique ! 
The Man is coming whom they seek ! 

Ring out fools’-bells, and let him come! 


Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
Ring jangling bells a Bedlam chime ; 
Tis the true Simon Pure this time ; 

Ring in the chief of Gnatdom’s crew ! 


Ring out the sound and sober mind, 
Profoundly versed in statesman lore : 
Ring in the prattler, pert and poor, 

The ribald railer, hot and blind. 


Ring out the Attic wit that wins 7 
F’en where it wounds ; to suit the times ; 
Ring in the mirth of midget-mimes, 

That, born in rancour, dies in grins. 


Ring out old pride in race and blood, 
t kept the fierce old fighters right ; 
Ring in crude slander and small spite, 
The urchin love of flinging mud. 


Ring out the gentleman! Ring in 
e narrow heart, the rowdy hand. 
Ring out the brave, the wise, the grand | 


Ring in the Coming Mannikin f 








CHRISTMAS JS COMING. 
More Books! Get’em and lock ’em up for Christmas 


week. 

Comic Insects. By F. A. 8. Reto, M.A. Illustrated 
by Berry F. Berry. Berry well done, Massa, the Reid 
portion being thoroughly Reid-able. Better in idea 

execution. 

Warne & Sons publish two charming miniature 
books: Little Red Ridi emg gf a@ miniature 
** Tittle”” R.R.H.! she ’ll e small by and 
beautifully less; but, thank ess, she can’t vanish 
al er—illustrations by M. E. Epwaxps, and vignettes 
Wy . Ganstone; and Puss in Boots, illustrated by 

. K, Jomnson, with Garstone’s vignettes. Puss is the 
more humorous of the two productions. 

The Mole and the Bat, from the Nursery fapresy ot 
Messrs. Paterson & Sons, Edinburgh. Capital ! 
story of the Three Blind Mice, might have been added to 
complete the quintette ; and the colour of the binding 

have been Blind Man’s ‘' Buff.” 

good notion this of Mrs. VaLentrve’s, to put 
" spearian tales” into verse, with M. Anprf’s illus- 
trations. The plots of the selected plays are clearly told, 
and the book itself may be considered as a first stepping- 
stone to the future study of the works of the 
Bard, which, written for the stage of three centuries ago, 
and “ produced under direction of the Author,” do 
not now require to be seen in order to be thoroughly 
appreciated. This book is both useful and ornamental. 





POET’S CORNER ; 


Or, Nonsense Rhymes on Well-known Names, 
(Concerted. ) } ( Bookpublishy. ) 
Ricurrn to Harré, my CAssett to Perren, 
“ danced in a ballet.” | ‘‘ Youdo look much better.” 


Says Hatxé to Rr Says Petrer to CassEx1, 
os ~ as T wished 9 would you with this 


tassel 
( disthetic.) (Songpublishy. ) 
Says WiILpE to Rosertr, Says Boosey to Ciar- 
“ teh shrimps on the , on ‘ ” 
“ue “T’ll give you an ; 
—; Says Cuarreit to , 





Roserri to WiLpe— 
** And have ’em well biled.” | ‘‘I’ll eat it with goosey. 








Tue Ustrep States, wow.—England and America. 






















































































































































































| with the Electric Light.” 


| the incidents of a dull even- | 


| nated. 
| termination taken is an indi- 








| all the Cabinet thus be | 
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ON CABINET AFFAIRS. 
Iw the telegrams from Cape | 

Town appears the following | 

announcement : 


‘Kimperwey is to be lighted 


FRESH LIGHT | 


This is a fresh illustration 


of the usage of going from 
home to learn news. Perhaps 
the intelligence might have 


been communicated in a little 
more courteous form. It is) 
rather a familiar way of al-| 
Inding to the Right Honour- | 
able the Earl of Krmpertry, 
Secretary of State of the Colo- 
nial Department. That, by 
the way. Of course we know 
that brevity is the soul of| 
telegrams. The news is the | 
thing, and if confirmed this i is| 
exceedingly interesting. To 
see the Colonial Secretary 
moving about the House of 
Lords ablaze with Electric | 
Light, would be quite one of | + 





ing next Session. It is doubt- | 
less merely an experiment, and | 
if it succeeds, we shall Love | 


We suppose the de- 


cation that there is to be no 
more gas amongst Ministers, | 
which would be rather hard 
upon Sir Wiit1am Harcourt. | 
Otherwise, we might have 
here one of those interesting 
competitions between Gas and 
Electricity, that, like good 
words, have been worth much 
and cost so little to the Rate- 
payers during the last two ~ 
years. If Lord KrweeRLey 
is to be rigged out with the 
Electric Light, why should not 
Lord GRANVILLE be fitted 
up with Svee’s London Gas 








PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 58. 





BISMARCK. 


BIsMARCK, according to ru- 
—— ne mour, is Fe threatening to 
= ea eng but probably he will 
better of his determina- 

tion. Germany is quite as 
necessary to BisMARCK as Bis- 
MARCK is to Germany. He 
is like the late Duke of Wet- 
LINGTON, an excellent fighting 
Minister, but not so excellent 
|on questions of domestic legis- 
lation. His resignation would 
be accepted with 
resignation. y wants 
rest, and time to accumulate 
capital. Her effective but 
costly military system has left 
her one of the poorest nations 
_— the world. If Bismarck 
ied the rudiments of eco- 

acm m science, he would know 
t you cannot send the pick 

of your industrial population 
— ae field, without losing 
done dure would have 
= the term of 
y nothing 

3 cost Oe ‘slothing, feed- 


a If you sen “out a 
milion of 


Ne pe whose average 

ual power of produc- 

| indi id equal to £300 a year 

this gives you three hundred 

| millions a year as the dead 

weight of your Army. No 

| wonder the French in emnity 

| failed to fill such a hole as 

| this, or that the Germans are 
| somewhat discontented. 








Episcopus et Henricus. 
~g — the Bishop says, 
Sure as eggs is eggs 
This here ’s the bold In-vino.”’ 
After Sam Weller’ s Song. 


Says the Bishop to Irvine, 
** You ’re very deserving, 
Of merit we are the rewarders ; 





— But Clergy a ’t pay 
Burner, and let there be fair — see any 
competition between the rival Because we chavs all taken 
— of illumination ? Order: 
Tue PREMIER TO THE CrTyY. SIR ERASMUS WIISON, F.R.S. ** Rousray be thankful!” as 
Set your Mansion House in z = Gambetta said, after carrying 
order. | Rem Acv TETIGISTI ! his adroit resolution. 








THE DAY AFTER THE FAIR. 


ScENE — ay Ex Lerd Mayor Jones on the Morning after 
leaving the Mansion House, Ex Mayor discovered reading 
Newspaper containing the account of the Inaugural Banquet. 


Ex Lord Mayor. Come, it doesn’t look so bad, after all! It is 
true they have put me in small type in the Procession, but still I 
have a line all to myself! Ahme! Next year I shall find myself 
lumped with ‘‘ the Aldermen who have assed the Chair,” and shall 
come just in rear of the er! ey haven't reported my 
speech. ‘* Returned thanks in suitable terms.” Oh, hang it! Why, 
a short aye o every word I uttered was en down, with lots 
of ** Cheers,” ** Applause,” and “‘ Laughter.”” But it is all over 
now. (Knock at = dort Come in! (Enter Buttons.) Well! What 
do you want ? 

Buttons. If you please, Sir-—— 

Ex Lord Mayor (with a fearful frown), ‘‘ Sir!” How dare you 
address me as “ Sir?” You forget——(suddenly remembers that it’s 
the 10th of Noven.ber—Aside) the boy is right. What is it that 
SHAKSPEARE sa “But now a keg ew thus.” I’m “ thus.” 

(Rouses himsel ‘from his reverie.) 

Buttons. Please, Sir—I mean my Lord—Mr. Brown wants to 

know if he can see you, Sir—I mean My Lord ? 


- ‘2 Lord Mayor (with mellowed sadness—gently). No—no—not 
Lord” now. You can say “ Sir.” Show him in 
Buttons opens door, when enter, suddenly, Friendly Neighbour, 
who shakes Ex Lord aaa ‘cordially the hand. 

Friendly Neighbour BIS ny And so, JonEs, you have come to 
live with us again ? to see you back—glad to ——_ back. 

Ex Lord Mayor (aside), Brown seems horribly fa Yester- 
day he wouldn’t have dared——(Aloud.) Yes, Brown, now that 
my official duties are somewhat lessened by the kindness of my suc- 
cessor at the Mansion House—— 

Friendly Neighbour. Lessened ! 
nothing to do! 

ie eee Mayor (haughtily). You forget, Brown, that I am still 
an Alderman 

Friendly N eighbour, No, I don’t—one who has the Chair. 
All you will have to do now is to retire gracefully into private life. 
Nothing further will be expected from you. You a 

ayor, and Ah can’t get an —_ 


Sheriff, my boy, and a Lord 

out of you! Ha! ha! ha! (S ping Ex , who s 
Dinnk an thes at the 

young 


from t familiarity, on the back.) 
Ex Lord , (with dignity). My Late § is fairly pe Dna 
omevens fati hag ear ed by the many of her 
pectfuly). “My Laly | a othen 


Why, you old humbug, you’ve 


hbour (more respec 
anand are pose oe knight you, after 
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ECHO ANSWERS. 


Short-sighted Swell (to Gamekeeper, who has been told off to see that he ** makes a bag”), ‘‘ ANOTHER HIT, WicoINs ! 
RUM THING—ALWAYS SEEM TO HEAR A SHOT SOMEWHERE BEHIND ME, JUST AFTER I FinE!” 
WUNNERFLE PLACE FOR EcHOES THIS 'ERE, 


Wiggins (stolidly). ‘* Yes, Str, ’zactiy so, Sir. 


By THE WAY— 


Sin!” 








Ex Lord Mayor (with an air of mysterious reserve). I—-I—I am 
not at liberty to say. But—here are my Lady and—I mean Mrs. 
Jones—and her daughters—they can speak for themselves. 


Enter Ex Lady Mayoress and her Daughters. 

Friendly Neighbour. Good morning, Mrs. Jones. I have brought 
a message com's my wife. 

Ex Lady Mayoress (giving ty nd Neighbour the tips of her 
oe” patronisingly). I hope Mrs. Surru—— 

riendly ‘Neighbo bour (laughing). No, no—Mrs. Brown. Surely 
you haven’t Seanation who I am? Grorce Brown, who married 
your old schoolfellow, Sarty Rosryson ! 

Ex Lady Mayoress (scily). I remember you perfectly tp Mr. 
Brown. At the Mansion House we forget nobody. As I said to 
His Royal Highness, “Sir,” I said, “‘I am sure your Mother and I 
are obliged te have good memories. I know from our lerées that 
her crewing. rooms must be perfectly awful.” His Royal Highness 
laughed, and was very amiable. 

The Daughters of Ex Lad, Mayoress (gushingly). Oh yes, 
Mamma, the Prince is perfectly delightful! (AU sigh, except BROWN 
and the Ex Lord Mayor). And so (after a pause) is the P rincess. 

Ex Lady Mayoress. As I told the Archbishop, darlings. ‘‘ She is 
really most agreeable,” said I to his Grace. 

Friendly Neighbour (becoming a little tired of it). Well—my 
Missus says, will you and your Missus, and the young ones, come 
and take pot luck with us—six sharp. 

Ex Lady Mayoress utes to come down all at once). I’m 


afraid we ’re engaged th is evening—in fact we’re engaged for the 
next fortnight ; dag after that, 


ts. Brown and yourself are dis- 

engaged, we shall be delighted to see you here. Our dinner-hour 

(pointedly) te cight. Don’t forget. Remember me kindly to your 
wife. Good morning, Mr. Brown. 

[Makes a stately exit, followed by daughters. 

Friendly Neighbour. Ahem! (Serzes the siiuation.) Well, Jonrs, 

me bey, I'll look in when you’ve settled down again com- 

or y- 








My dear fellow, 


¥ Ex Lord Mayor (taking it good-humouredly). 
m quite—— 

Friendly Neighbour. Yes, I see. SoamI.—Ta-ta! (Pauses at 
door, returns; then confidentially). Are you engaged to-night ” 
Really, I mean, between ourselves—— 

Ex Lord Mayor (uncomfortably). 
wife says—— 

Friendly Neighbour. Yes, [know. But you can get off, eh? I'll 
wire dome ay you can’t come, and we’ll have a quiet little dinner 
a er, as, age and hear something afterwards, ch? 

Ma or (who Spree a very dull oening at home with 
ae EL lady ayoress, brightens me Well—(cordially)—I will. 
Five-thirty sharp, and ( (chaning up) we can go to the theatre—— 
riendly Neig hour. Or the Alhambra, if it’s open—or a music- 


Ex Lord Mayor. Ah! Phen. toning up still more) —1 haven’t had 
a night out fora year. Capital! I shall enjoy it immensely. Five- 
thirty sharp. it Friendly Neighbour. ix Lord Mayor rings. 
Re-enter Batten.) Byes me - boots 

Buttons (veaaiy 

Ex | Lor Mayor nal. S Not “ My Lord” now—you must say 
“ Sir 

Pattone 5 Sighened). Yes, [ Exit Revie, 

Ex Lord Mayor (rubbing is “ands, I’ll go out quietly 
—(chuckling)—I can wire to my wife from the City. 
with boots, and exit.) ‘‘ Farewell—a long farewell toa 
ness!” I'll go and see how my successor’s getting on. 
idea of Brown’s! 

[ Hume softly, ‘‘ When we were boys together” as he puts on his 
boots—gets his umbrella, and exit stealthily. 


Well—um—you know my 


Boy saates 
my great- 
Capital 
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AN OBVIOUS MORAL. 


ANoTHeER wing is to be added to the West of England Sanatorium, | 
at a cost of £6000. If riches have wings, so have hospit als. 


ehh AE a 


























OUR LITTLE GAMES. 








Cribbage. 


Back-gammon. 





VOICE FROM THE PROMPT-BOX, 


Acar the sickening cry is raised about the “ costal 
Actor,” and this time @ propos of a paper read by Mr. Henny Invrne, 
at a Philosophical Institution known as The Music Hall in Edin- 
burgh. The social status of the Actor is that of a well-fed, well- 
clothed, well-paid—perhaps over-paid—worker in a curious pro- 
fession. If he be as and intelligent, and behaves like a 
gentleman, he is exceptionally favoured by what is called ‘‘ Society ;” 
as most people, except a few fanatics, are interested in the world 
behind the footlights. But every Actor is not nec ily amusing, 
intelligent, and gentlemanly, and these are the people, probably, 
who are a little uneasy about their status. If they are not content 
with their pudding, the world is all before them. On the other 
hand, the more favoured ones are a little apt to be spoiled by inju- 
dicious patronage. ‘‘ Society” is a little too ready to treat them 








status of the 


like pet poodles. 
Why on earth does Mr. Invine yearn for the companionship of 
Bishops? Does he want to convert them all to Irvingism, and to come 


and listen to him discoursing Shakspearian Inspirations in Unknown 
Tongues? Does he require Church Patronage for the Stage, and his 
Theatre Stalls filled as those of a Cathedral are with Prebends, Minor 
Canons and Greater Guns of the Ecclesiastical Establishment? Is 
it the height of an Actor’s ambition to swell the crowd of distin- 
guished Nobodies at the Duchess of MountrovGe’s reception, or to 
appear as a great attraction at Lady Dounstrvut’s Assemblies, and to 
be able te exhibit cards of fashionable ‘‘ At Homes’’ in the mirror 
which is held up to Nature over his mantelpiece ? 

Elevation of the Stage forsooth! We should have thought that 
the Stage had elevated Mr. Irvine above all such twaddle as this. 


‘* Act well your part, there all the honour lies.’’ 


Be satisfied with this:—Live for your Art, not for that limited, 
narrow, uncharitable, scandalmongering section of the great public 
which calls itself ‘‘ Society,”’ and which loves *o \ <a Art in any 
form at the least possible cost to iteelf. If Mr. Invine can’t be 
happy without a Bishop, there’s one for him, and a most excellent 
one, at the Opéra Comique—we mean Mr. ALrrep BisHop—only just 
now he ’s engaged. 

The coffee is cold at the Victoria Coffee Palace, the Music Hall 
singers have departed, and the place is only opened occasionally for 
spasmodic concerts, at which amiable, but comparatively obscure 
connections of royalty are sometimes induced to be present. This is 
all that fussy philanthropy has been able to do for the reformation of 
the New Cut, while it has driven the * Transpontine Drama” into 
more distinguished temples. 





Queries. 


Why Billingsgate Dies Hard.— Because a fish-stall is worth 
five hun pounds a year rental, and as much as sixty thousand 
pounds has been paid, before now, for the Good-will and Premises 
of a Fish Salesman. 

Why is the Commercial Treaty Unpopular in France ?—Because 
France is afraid to give up one frane of indirect taxation. 

Why has Prince Bismarck become a_ Protector of the Jews ?— 
poomes, after his late parliamentary defeat, he can hardly help 
Limself, 





Tas Scuoot For ScanpaL.—St. Paul’s Industrial. 
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ROBERT AT THE GUILDHALL BANQUET. 


I wounper if anybody ever quite realeyesed the sensashun of 
rapshur as must have come over a certain Right Honerable Gent 
this morning. Mr. Alderman Ex.is when he sort his downy couch 
last nite proberbably said to his Wally, ‘‘ Good Nite, Jzames!” to 
which Jgames wood naterally reply, ‘‘ Good Nite, Sir!” 

But this morning a well known wrap cums to the door, and in 
anaes fe *) Who ’s there ?” cums the delishus reply, ‘* Hight o’clock, 
my ! 

Ah that must be a sensayshun wurth a good many long ears wait- 
ing for! But then cums the other end of the Pictur, the doctoring 
of com tions, I think the Surveyors calls it. 

The Rite Honerable Mr. McArruur, Lord Mare of London, retired 
to his Lordly couch last nite, and with that ¢ that nobless 
obliges, said to his Groom of the Chambers, ‘‘ Good Ni , Brymer!” 
te which Brymer replied, “Good Nite, my Lord!” But this 
i ther yoice knocks at his chamber door, and says boldly, 


morning, ano’ 
** Bight o’clock, Sir!” 

I draws a Wail over the sad scene and passes on. 

We had a werry fine day for that momenteous ewent that stirs the 
big art of to its core, and stops all the common traffic of the 
streets for ours, annuelly every year, but the splender of the scene 
would have been guffishent without no Sun to show it off, in fack, as 
Brows said, the jawgeus uniforms of the Lorn Marg and Sherryfs 
Gentlemen was as good as a dozen Suns. ! they was summut 
like they was! I think on the hole some of the best I ever seed, 
speshally Sherryf Hanpsome’s, as one would naterally expee. 

I didn’t t much of the Fire Brigade. They seems a ruff and 
reddy lot, and their common clothes didn’t armouronise at all with 
the delicate plush of the Gents above eluded to. 

The Beedle of one of the Companys, whose an old frend of mine, 
told me as the crowd was emense, but he thort not quite so respectfool 
as they mite have been. He said they seemed to look nese the 
whole hing 49 Wore of a November Lark, than a August Sherry- 
moneyall. 

It seems to me that reverence is almost a dying out among the 
inning and uneddicated Mob, and even such a noble Site as the 
Ford Mare’s Show is looked upon by ’em almost as a Joke ! 

I missed my fav’rites, the Men in Armour. I trust their much 
regretted, and much remarked absense, is not to be taken as a sine 
of yeelding a single pint to the Public Enemy, for depend upon it, if 
they give him a ninch he’Il take a hell ! . 

The Bankwet was simply perfec. When I first attended them 
purfeshonally, they used to print in all the newspapers the number 
of Tworeans of Turtil ~_ consumed on the premises. I wonders 
why this isn’t done now. It must have had a startling effect on the 
poor devils who had never even smelt it. Have they got rather 
ashamed of the quantity as they eats? If not, why this inner- 
wayshun? 1 sumtimes thinks that since the shamful report was 
spread about the Irish Congo Eels being made into Turtel Soup, they 
ain’t quite so eager after it, speshally the thick golopshus sort. 
Werry few of even the — taking more than twice. 

The Company wasn’t quite fust rate. We hadn’t no Dooks, and I 
never thinks a grand Bankwet is quite A one unless we has a Dook 
or 2. A Archbishop might do, but Archbishops seems scarce. 

The new Lonp Marre has got a fine loud woice of his own, and he 
didn’t forget to make jolly good use of it, quite in the old Halder- 
maniac style of his successors before him, as different as possible 
from poor Mr. GLapstongs who hadn’t a chance with . 

We tried the Lectrick Light for the fust time, but lor bless us that 
won't do at all, not at no price. There’s no h nothink from that. 

In the first place it don’t do for the Ladies, speshally the rayther 
old ’uns, some on ’em seemed to have come out in such a hurry that 
they h quite forgot to wash the flour off their poor old faces, and 
this warn’t only among some of the Common Councilwomen but 
speshally among the great swells. Brown says it’s this emoderate 
use of flour as makes people call ’em the ‘‘ Upper Crust,” but I never 
ean trust what Brown says. _ ’ : 

And then as to us poor Waiters, why it’s as bad as if everybody 
had both his eyes upon us all the time, 


I’m sure with the exception of a little Turtil ve ¢ as I managed 
to get behind a curtain, and just a slice of Turkey and some Fezzant, 
I had nothink to eat all dinner-time ; and as for g, why the 


only Bottle of Shampain as I could get a chance to put under the 
table, blowed if a Lady didn’t kick it over, and then aeshally abused 
me for putting it there out of her way, and so spiling her raning 
ress, though it was only a mowve silk tamburine or some suc 
cheap rubbish, and her old Father who sat opposite skowled at me 
as if I was a Tacks collector. . 

The fact is there’s preshus few of us as can stand such a light as 
that either on our faces or our actions. ; 

The full blaze of truth like the full blaze of the sun is allers 

lesenter for being just a little tempered,—pr’aps I might say, for 

oe just a little good-tempered. [Signed) RoBERT. 
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A NON-SEQUITUR. 


Affable Old Gentleman (who has half a minute to spare), ‘‘ 1 sUPPOSE NOW, MY 


Boy, you TAKE A GooD sUM OF MONEY DURING THE DAY?” 


Shoé-black, *‘ Yessuk, ‘CAUSE LOTS ©’ GINTLEMAN, WHEN THEY 
KETCH A TRAIN, GIVES ME SixeEnce !” 


[Old Gent finds the Sixpence, but in thinking over it afterwards, couldn’t see the 


connection. 


THE DOWNFALL OF THE DADO. 
A Drawing-Room Operetta. 


“Tt is said many of the Esthetes are weary of their tom- 
foolery. They have cut their hair, and returned to their barber 
common sense at the same time.’’— Weekly Paper. 
Air—‘‘ Cock-a-doodle-doo.” 
TENoRI. 
We’ vE cropped quite short our lengthy hair, 
‘We ’ve smashed up all our crockery-ware, 
For daffodils we do not care, 
Or even hawthorn blue! 
We do not care about Burw8-Jones, 
We worship not his maidens’ bonés, 
And quite detest his ‘‘ subtle tones ”’— 
We mock a Dado do! 
O mock a Dado, mock a Dado, mock a Dado, do! 
os etiaeae generally smashed and distri- 
uted, 


Soprant. 
We’té much too to wear sagé green, 
We even sport a line 
And wear a neat high-heeled bottine, 
Or tasteful Oxford shoe! 
é part and smooth our tawny locks, 
Worrs we order all our frocks, 
even sneet at hollyhocks, 
And mock a 0 do! 
O mock a Dads, spook a Dado, mock a Dado, do! 
[ Rend hollyhocks, lilies, and other esthetic flowers, 
and strew them about. 


Too Torrtt. 
We now have lots of common sense, 


F 


@ are not prone to take offence, 
people say we’re not ‘ intense ’— 
Or hint we’re not *‘ too-too !”’ 
en lilies now we don’t adore, 
é’re sick of Art and what is more, 
Vote Borricettt is a bore 
And mock a Dado do! 
0, mock a Dado, mock a Dado, mock a Dado, do! 
[All seize hatchets, pokers, chisels, and forthwith 
proceed to demolish the Dado. PostLETHWaITE 
changes to Clown, Mavuvur to Pantaloon, Piticox 
to Harlequin, and Mrs. Cimanve Brown to 
Columbine. General rally. Spill and Pelt, 
Scene changes from the Dismal Depths of Dado- 


cracy to the Coral Caves of Common Sense. 


WANTS TO 











VERY UNRIPE. 


By Miss Ratner. 
(From our Braddonian Brass Farthing Novel Series.) 


So she (Mignon) went into the garden to pick some cherries, and 
make a gooseberry fool (of herse/f'). At the same time a Sham- 
Gardener (Sweetheart Number One) popped his head over the wall. 
What, no hope? (Zhis was the agonised inquiry o 


Very Unripe—we mean Mignon—carried on a good bit, until she 
found he had betrayed her sister.) So he (Rideout) died, and she 
(Mignon) very imprudently married the Gardener. And there were 
resent (in this Story) the Fantoccini, and the Marionettes, and the 
y rch and the Granp Sorvtacrum (Lady Romancer’s “‘ Love’’) 
himself, with the little round button (where he is wound up) at top, 
and they all fell to playing the game of “‘let’s pretend to be real 
live people” till the sawdust ran out of the ends of their fingers. 


PUCK. 
By Weerper, 


I’ a dog who has seen the world. A small Maltese who can hide 
in a muff. I know all about muffs. Man is a muff, and I know all 
about Aim. As to woman, she manages the muff, to her own comfort 


and advantage. That’s canine philosophy in a nutshell. Cynical? | bad 


Pooh! Here youare! Avice Dane, vulgar peasant girl and splendid 
harpy; Lord Bgtrray, superb aristocrat and magnificent—mnuff ; 
Guiapys GERANT, mimosa-like Virtue, with weak venous system. 
Valiant Vaurren, venal Cocotte, virtuous She-baby! oila ! 


There’s the world, according to nous autres—lady-romancers and | 


lap-dogs. Pedants and prudes say it’s only the half-world, but que 
voulez-vous ? (when in douht play a French phrase, the more hack- 





Sweetheart | 
ili; ] t brilliant “bad lot,” with whom | 
act, a a Tage, Mga 23 Vidar 2 t sood Bit, until sho | FAUSTIN#—CLEorathe—VeENvSs AnAnrourxe—what you will, goes 





quoi? Bah! We live in the world, our world—and lions have 
yarasites. Parasites ‘‘ have’’ lions too, in one sense. Avick “had” 
SELTRAN, to the tune of nine-tenths of his fortune; then she tried a 
change of air, So did he, with the virtuous She-baby. Happiness ¢ 
Pas du tout! Venal Vice, turning jealous, destroys Venous Virtue, 
by way of revenge on Valiant Vavnien. Valiant Vavnren bites his 
lips, knots his veins, and curses ufidet his breath—only signs of 
broken heart and blasted life that the great God ‘‘ Form” allows its 
votaries—and goes back to the World of Muffs, Mimosas, and Mes- 
salinas. Mixture as before. Venal vice,—Avice—Latra PRAnt— 


on conquering and to conquer. Telle est la vie / 
Dogs and Dinners! 
ADAM AND EVE. 


By Mas. Parnapise. 


Revsew May, Watchmaker, was evangelical, and loved Eve. 
Eve was latitudinarian, and didn’t care a fig-leaf for Reonen. 
Bidding May March, Eve went in search of Anam. She found him 
at Pollparrot—we mean Polperro. She also found there that long- 
sought mystery, ‘‘ the father of ZenepEr’s children,”’ together with 
jovial Jznrem—or Jenemran—Pascat, and jolly Joaw Hocwew. 
JoaN would have liked Adam Pascat for her Darby. She could not 
win that Darby. Eve did. Pascat’s thoughts were all of Evr. 
Eve had one little weakness— ; ADAM two small frailties— 

temper and smuggling. Hence mischief. Anam and Eve had 
a fall—out. Eve flirted with Jennem ; ADAM, enraged, “ peached”’ 
on Jemrem. ... Curse of ADaM—by Zeveprr. .. . Lamentations 
of Jenrmian—by himself. . . . Morning of Eve all mourning, twi- 
light hour of Eve all darkness ... Break-up of amuggling Eden— 
expulsion of ApAm and Eve. .. , World all before them where ‘o 
choose, but no return to the Polperro Paradise. "Twas ah apo'e 


All is vanity—save 


| caused the exile of the first Apam and Eve; a peach brought about 





neyed the better). Valiant Vavrien at feet of venal Cocorre. Pour-| the banishment of the second. 
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| 
THEORETIKOS. 
BY OSCURO WILDEGOOSE. 
(Put into plain English for the benefit of Philistia.) 


Tus mighty Empire seems in a bad way! 
Of all that may a languorous bard delight 
Our little Island is deserted, quite. 
What now is left Mr, but the moon to bay ? 
Loll on the hills, and cry, ‘* Oh, lackaday ! ” ? 
Who prates of Progress? Oh, come out of. it, 
My most superior Soul! Thou art not fit 
For virile conflict or for manly ev 
= a toil, = one ae 
asty rude people rage with impudent cries 
Against the worship of dead centuries. 
It mars my calm! In dreams of moony Art 
And maudlin Cultchaw I will stand apart, 
Since Providence proceeds not as J please ! 





A Hint for the Not-At-Home-Office. 


Ir the Seldom-at-Home Secretary would spare Mr. 
Howarp Vincent for a few months’ residence in 
America, he might spend his time more profitably than 
he has lately done, by learning his business. The capture 
of WerEties, the man who tried to “‘ blackmail” Jay 
GovLD, is a case in point. By clearing every letter-box 
in a certain district, putting on two hundred Detectives 
one at each box, and arresting the first person who pos 
a letter to Jay Gounp, they caught their WELLEs. 
In England, we should have left WELLEs alone. 





** Keep rt Dark,” oR OTHELLO ON THE RECENT Post 
Orrice Dramonp Roppery.—‘‘ Put out the light and 
then”’—and then they went off ‘‘bag and baggage.” 
Plenty ‘of Diamond Merchants round and about that 
quarter, so it was very natural that the first question 
asked by an intelligent Detective should be, ‘‘ Where 
was Mosgs when the light went out ?”’ 





Algy. “Taxy want £6000 ror THe Lease, Maria, It nuns For E:cuty-| Dr. McEvitiy, the able successor of Archbishop 


NINE YEARS.” 


McHatr, exercises a strong personal influence on his 


Maria. “On, pox’r Buy rt, Atey. On ty E1cury-nrxe years! Fancy|clergy, who, as loyal to the Crown as true to their 


DEAR BABY BEING TURNED OUT oF HIS House at NINETY-ONE, 


SIBLY INFIRM INTO THE BARGAIN!” 


AND pos-| country, must not be described as McEvilly-dis: 
persons. 











ON THE BOULEVARDS. 
(From Our Own Correspondent—du Perron de Tortoni.) 


Z€stheticism basn’t much chance here, as the worship of the Lil 
is confined to the Monarchists. Zhe Lily and the Bee! Bo 
out of luck in France just now. 

Alas, r Grivy! How pleasant it must be for the master of a 


Lundi.—W oke up dreading the newspapers as though they were all | household to be ruled by is butler! Gamsetra is L’ Homme 
e 


printing Premiers-Paris by Sarnt Genest. Called Jonnne to tell me| Nécessaire—the man for t 


time; but for what time? Pav pe, 


joey and I belong to now. Find I’m LeftCentre. Zant mieux: ca| Rampant Vivisectionist and Ferocious Freethinker—whose idea o 


vous dispense de penser a la po ._ Ah, si on pouvait se dispenser 
d’en entendre parler! And after Pasdeloup yesterday with ma tante 
du Perigord ! Pasdeloup and the Chamber to begin at the same 
time—it ’s a Pelion of pain on an Ossa of ennut. 

Breakfasted at the Helder, where I met PrrancHarp, who is re- 
duced to taking an interest in the Academical Elections. Why, 
the other Elections were better. En fait de candidats: Three no- 
bodies, or the third pot of a mediocre man of dead letters. Plus 

a 


ca change, plus c’est la méme chose: re- 


A! 
Turned into the Chausée d’Antin: thought the Cercle Artistique 


de la Seine would choke off Prrancnuarp. AA, bien, du tout. 
PrrancaarpD dragged the Academy after him into the Winter Salon, 
and franchement, if Académie means nudity in Art-slang, the Winter 
Salon doesn’t require any more Academy at present. It really is 
d'un déshabillé—je ne vous dis que ca! I was really sorry for a 
jeune mees before Freren-Perrin. She looked as if she had been 
dressed by the Belle Jardiniére of her native fogs, but what a 
delicious profile, and what flush of horror when she came face to 
face with those wicked Baz s '—a fine morceau, ma foi—carna- 
tions like golden hes. What a divine disgust when ‘she fronted 
the Pécheuses de Cancale! who are cousins-german of LEorotp 
Rozerts’ Italian pecheuses. And GERvEXx’s bath-scene, and The 
Blondine of Battavorne! C’en était trop. She would not stop to 
look at Derartie’s Barracks and Vouton’s ificent Paris under 
Snow, but fled down-stairs as thi —as though a Frenchman were 


after her. And I went and startled ces bons parents by dining en 
Samille; and dreamt of la famille all night. Ji y a des moments oi 
on consentirait a étre Anglais. 


A propos of English and Art, 


| liberty of thought is to compel everyone to think as he does—is a 
| difficulty. At the Bert idea Boulevardiers haussent les épaules. 
Démisswns coming in fast. 

|  Mercredi.—A melancholy day, though entirely devoted to Lecoce. 
| Managed to console myself towards the hour of Madeira, after 
trying to look at Bertor’s Fleur de Crime, by reflecting that 
if they are buying the book by thousands, there is still a future 
for the Opéra-bouffe in Paris. Ceci console de cela, 

Jeudi.—Finished Fleur de Crime before I went out. What 
a poor attempt at combining ZoLa, ARTHUR ARNOULD, and the Vie 
| Parisienne! Ah, give me La Soirée Parisienne at the Variétés, 
|with Miss Anza, Dupuis, Lassovcur, and — surtout — toujours 
'Tuéo. That’s true Parisian: an ex-Prefect, qui s’émancipe, a 
Bretonne beginning her career as an amuseuse. THko’s a divinity 
—I mean I take a loge to see Tufo, and that’s the sort of Théo- 
loge-ian I am. 

Vendredi at the Vaudeville. Sarpovu’s Odette. Much better 
have let it remain an Owe’d Debt. One person, at all events, thinks 
very highly of it, and that is M. Sarpov. 

A French Theatrical Agent asked me, ‘‘ Has Sarpovu’s piece any 
chance in London ?” ; 

To which I at once replied, that it would be ‘‘a Has-Sardous piece 
to try.” Ahem! Good-bye! 





DiscoverED at Last !—Ezact Position of the Centre of Gravity. 





—The Office of ‘‘ The Quarterly.” 
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A PICTURE OF RESIGNATION. 





WY, 


PUP NY yf 


Wale RESIGNATION GENTLY SMOKES AWAY, 
AND ALL HIS PROSPECTS BRIGHTENING 80 FAST— 
HE RECOMMENCES ERE HIS WORD BE PAST. 

Goldsmith (Bismarckian Translation). 








Plenty of Brass! Siteattiy | but Suggestive. 


A BRASS QUARTET are anxious to finda Room i in a Private House AT Tunis, the other day, according to telegram —_ 
wR ay pen could practise once or twice weekly for two hours during the POS P Ae Ee of piniiag stance 00 ths selwey mastete, ‘tus 
4d. to 6d. an hour; a disused work-room would suit.— chet this manning dene t oy Bey’s palace.” , 
result from the above advertisement in the Standard| as it is stated only that the Arab was accused, not also that he 
to upset a railway train, it cannot yet 


it is impossible to tell, but the owner of the “ private house” who | was convicted, of attemp pting 
- &.. meet the advertiser, will certainly do so at the cost of his | be said with exact justice that they manage these things better in 


The Brass Band may “ blow by stealth,” but they will | Tunis. 
an A have to “‘ blush to it fame.” 
SENSATION For Messrs. Conquest and Menitt.—Revive Smike, 


Sctence any Retigion.—The Established Church of Scotland will | with all the horrors of Dotheboys Hall. It ought to be a re r 
probably do away with ‘‘ Moderators,”’ and use the Electric Light. | Surr-ey Drama. 
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PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. 





The Rose and the Ring; or, under the one and in the other. Medal struck to 
commemorate the recent Treasury Prosecution under the Betting Act. 





Bourke and Turk. Medal struck by the Sultan to commemorate an eminently 


satisfactory settlement. 





Medal to commemorate the existence of the Typhoid Beds and Fever Dens of 
London, 1881. 








STRICTLY ACCORDING TO PRECEDENT. 

“ The concentration of the various departments of the War-Office and the Admiralty 
has long been recognised as one of the most important requirements of the public ser- 
vice. . . . . Whitehall will be equally divided between the War-Office and the Admiralty.” 
— Morning Paper. 

Scenz—Hall of the Proposed Combined Naval and Military Office. 
Enter One of the Public, as an Inquirer, timidly. 

Inquirer (after waiting ten minutes, addressing Intelligent Messenger). Qh, 
can you tell me——? 

Intelligent Messenger (promptly). Yes, Sir, certainly, Sir. 

| business, Sir ? 

| J. Oh, it isn’t private, it ’s—— 

| . M. (cutting him short). Something about a contract, no doubt, Sir ? 
| 





Public or private 


. (hesitating). Well, yes—— 
| IJ. M. To be sure, Sir. Well, you had better go to Sub-Division 7—or, no, 
perhaps to Room G. Yes, I think Room G would do, Sir. 

Z. Thank you. Can you direct me ? 
I, M. Certainly, Sir. Down that passage, Sir, up that gallery, through the 
corridor. ‘Then up two flights of stairs, and then turn to the right. 








(Attending to someone else.) Public or private business, 

Sir ? 

(Inquirer disappears, and, after some difficulty, stumbles 
into Room F, which is occupied by three Officials 
busily engaged in doing nothing in particular. 

Inquirer (tamidly). Oh, if you please—— 

Junior Official (sharply). About naval cocked-hats ? 

I. No—not exactly. 

J, O. Then we can’t attend to you. Better try the 
Military side. 

I. The Messenger told me that perhaps Sub-Division 7 
would suit me. 

J. O. Very likely—try it. 

I, Could you kindly tell me where it is ? 

J. O. Haven't the faintest idea. Good morning! Shut 
the door after you. 

(Inquirer retires, and after traversing (at the contrary 
direction of various Messengers) about a quarter of 
a mile of passages and staircases, at length reaches 
Sub- Division 7. It is a large apartment, — 
by four Officials as busily engaged in doing nothing 
in particular as those he already seen. 

Inqurer (timidly). Oh, if you please —— 

Senior Official. Yes—you have come about sentry- 
boxes ? 

I. No—not exactly. 

S. O. Then we can’t help you. Try the Naval side. 

I. I have tried the Naval side, and — 

O. Quite so. But as your business is not relative 
to sentry-boxes, we can’t assist you. Good morning! 
{Inquirer retires, opens a door in the same passage, and 

suddenly finds himself face to face with an angry- 
looking Gentleman in fierce hes. : 

Angr -looking Gentleman fe loding). Here! Hi! 
Here! itr. Frrz-PLANTAGENET . Firz-PLantTaGENeEtT! 

Private Secretary (entering hurriedly and removing 
Inquirer). What do you mean, Sir, by intruding upon the 
privacy of the Head of a great Military Department ? 

I. 1 am very sorry, Sir, but I wanted information—— 

Priv. Sec. (severely). Then obtain it in the proper 
wey. Disappears, leaving Inquirer in the passage. 

nquirer. I won't be beaten. I will try another. 

[Enters another room in same passage, and discovers a 
good-natured looking old Gentleman in spectacles. 

Good-natured Old Gent. (heartily). Ah! here you are 
at last! I am glad you have come yourself, as I think it 
na to tell you that the champagne you sent in is quite 
a different brand from—— 

Inquirer (puzzled). I beg your pardon—— 

Good-natured Old Gent. (taking in the situation). Ha! 
ha! ha! (Calling out.) Susciteton! Suncteton! Come 
here, my boy! (Enter Private Gecnstary:) I say, SINGLE- 
TtoN—never had such a joke in my life. Ha! ha! ha! I 
took this gentleman for my wine-merchant. And he’s 
come on public business! Take him away. Good day 
Sir. Mr. SiveLeton, will attend to you. Ha! ha! ha! 

Private Secretary lafter regaining the passage). I say, 
he’s a kind-hearted old fellow, don’t you know, but you 
oughtn’t to invade a Naval Lord in that way. Never 
mind ; don’t do it again. Exit into his own room. 

Inquirer (losing his temper). They don’t know me if 
they think I am going to submit to this sort of thing! 
(Tries half-a-dozen departments, with the result of 

learning that they deal gy oa and exclusively 
with Cavalry Sabretaches, Naval Stores, Military 
Schoolmasters, Pay of Ship’s Carpenters, Army 

Chaplains, Field Allowances, and Tarpaulin Cover- 

ings for Sheet- Anchors. : 

Inquirer (exhausted). I must continue my journey to- 
morrow. (Seeing Intelligent Messenger.) Will you 
please show me the way out ? - 

I. M. Certainly, Sir, first turning to the right, second 
to the left, then turn down the corridor, go up a stair- 
case, and ask again. (Recognising his questioner.) Hope 
you have found out what you wanted, 

No, I hayen’t. It is most annoying. I have come 
about an invention. i ‘ 

I. M. (smiling). Aninyention, Sir! Oh, J, or anyone 
else in the Combined Department (even the est 
paperboy) could have tole 7° all about that, Sir. 

> Oh, you could—eould you? And what could you 
have told me ? 

I. M. No offence, Sir—only save you trouble, Sir. 
Whatever your inyention is, Sir, you may be sure #é 
won't be wanted ! , 

(Ezeunt severally. Curtain.) 
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HUNTING. 
Illustrated by Dumb-Crambo Junior. 


Mounted on a therough good 
Fencer. Going to Covert. 





HOW THE RICH LIVE. 


(Inspired by a Daily any course of *‘ How the Poor Live" Articles, 
and written by One who won't be Crowded Out.) 

Fre.ine that no panoramic sketch of such a kind as I have pro- 
posed to myself could be complete without a close inspeetion of one 
of the mansions in Belgrave Square, I repaired there yesterday, an 
waited my opportunity. 

There was : cae estion as soon as the door was opened, as to 
‘* what I wanted,” rendered all the more age y the fact, 
that five lackeys, in the rich plum-coloured plush, white cashmere 
cloth shoulder-knots and hair-powder, constituting the livery of the 
house, were drawn up in a line on the polished porphyry of the 
hall, apparently awaiting the descent of the family to breakfast. 
The situation, however, being not unfamiliar to me, | knew what to 
do. Dashing past them with a rush, and making for the stairs, I 
bounded up the first flight five steps at a time, just pausing for a 
second amidst a forest of exotics on the half landing, to inform them, 
as they seemed inclined to follow me, that I was merely ‘‘ going to 
wind the drawing-room clock.’’ This had its desired effect. e 
returned to the porphyry, and in another couple of leaps I had 
entered the splendid suite of reception-rooms of the establishment. 

¥or a moment, the dazzling splendour of everything about me, 
fairly dumbfounded me. The ceiling entirely hidden with chande- 
liers, the floor covered with a vere sale so rich, that I sank in it up 
to my ankles, and stumbled as I trod; bulli ed tassels, blue Lyons 
satin, gold arm-chairs, chiming Lovis XY. clocks, Cupids b 
WovuweErmay, and full-length family portraits frowning at me whic 
ever way I cast my eyes, all helped to produce a dazzling effect of 
such luxury and refinement, for it was as yet hardly nine a.m., that 
for a moment I was off my guard, and threw myself into a cushioned 
JSauteuil, to drink in the splendour of the whole thing. As I did so 
a little playful well-bred scream roused me to myself. 1 turned 
sharply round with an apology. I had sat down ona Duchess. She 
Was a magnificent creature in a delicate tulle peignoir, and was 
absorbed in the selection of tiaras of diamonds, several trays of 
which, sent on approval the nearest jewellers, lay scattered 
about her, even at this early hour, in all directions on the floor. 

‘** And what do you want?” she said, looking up with an air of 
such perfect ton that I felt instantly at my ease, and without 
further hesitation, striking the comic Paul Pry attitude I found of 
such use when discovered by the Royalties the other day under the 
dining-room table at family prayers, I assumed a pleasing leer. 

‘* | hope I don’t intrude, your Grace?” I said; ‘* but the fact is 
I've heard so much of how the rich live, that 1 thought I woul 
just look in for myself to see what it really was like.” 

** Bo do,” joined, with a pretty inclination of the head, 

i the costliest tiaras at once as she spoke ; 
uce my note-book, for the p of taking 
down the weekly amount 
few other domestic 
of a dice-box from 
Magnificent suite attrac 
boys!” said the Duchess, 





Ww an angry oath and the rattle 
of a boudoir at the furthest end of the 


my attention. ‘‘Ah! those naughty 
shaking her bewitching head this time 


d|a few boots and 


of the washing of the establishment and a | from 


| almost seriously, ‘‘ they are still at it! and PLawraexner promised 
me not to sit up later than half-past five.” I did not wait for per- 
mission, but pushed the door gently, and put my head in. : 
The s0 were easily accounted for. Two Earls and an heir- 
presumptive in evening dress, with white lips, bloodshot eyes, tall 
glasses of brandy-and-water, and trembling hands, were seated 
round a small card-table literally creaking beneath the piles of 
bank-notes and gold with which it was heaped. Games of chance 
and packs of cards were strewed about the floor. Each of the 
players was provided with a dice-box, but I noticed that they all 
three wore ‘ advantage cuffs,” and dexterously changed the table- 
dice for a set of their own concealed in a back-trick pocket, w - 
eT ee ee thes ean ececien eens for 
about five-and-twenty minu' They were wing 0 4 
sixes. ‘‘ Well,’ I said, giving a cheery twinkle of my eye all round, 
‘* vou seem to be going it, anyhow.’ cone they had time ig ob 
out, I was onee more seated Duchess, note-book in 
“T have often read in the ” T remarked 
way wee ead the cepiticedale 
money e 
ble” mo, that don’t seem a patch upon tha# little affair over 
y .” I gave a familiar wink in the direction of the boudoir as I 


spoke. The smiled. 2 3 
“Ab! the naughty boys!” she said; “they will do it, though 
they know it annoys the Duke. By the way,” she added, con- 
siderateiy, ‘I dare say e to look at the Duke. He is 
stairs, in bed.” 
in @ moment. 





you would 
was, ay fst nw moment, Immenely 1” rjined, 
i t * tri wu velve ein m 
iw | ae Duchess, a Te Dake in bed would be wort 
anythin fg: i gps held 0 cctemn ont @ Rim & I make 0 line. 
Which is the room ?” 


“Second floor, best back,” she said; then added, with a silvery 
little laugh, ** but take care you don’t go to the wrong room ; for 
we're full of just now, and they’re sure not to be down yet.” 

** Oh, y ever minds me!” 1 said, making a comic exit, to 
give point to my speech, and in another instant I was on the landing 
above, opening the doors, without knocking, one by one, and getting 

water cans thrown at ‘Lye as | went along. 
At last I reached evidently the door of the , back” in question, 
This, then, was the 


o's. 
I never knock; and ‘so, with a good-humoured rush, [ was 
through the door, and in another second standing behind the head 
curtains of a massive ormolu four-poster. ‘* What is it this time ?” 
inquired a feeble and melancholy voice from the recesses of the full 
Swansdown pillows—‘‘Not the Gas?” . 

"No, it is not the Gas,” I said, springing out with an agreeable 
bonhomie, and taking up my position adroitly at the foot of the bed 
so as to enable me to get a good view of its occupant. ‘No, I’ve 
only just looked in to see how you’re getting on,— just to make 
about a couple of columns out of you, you know,—that’s all.” 

‘Ah! well, I’m glad it’s not the gas,” continued the Duke in a 
relieved tone of voice; ‘‘take a chair, and I’ll give you some 
particulars.” : ‘ 

There was no doubt about it being the Duke. He might have been 
two-and-fifty, for a somewhat worn and wizened, but well chiselled 
countenance e the potions sheets, surmounted by a cerise 
satin nightcap, on front of which the eseutcheon of his house 
was embroidered Sener at eo he paid, igvelantary 

are remar my -gear, as an involunta 
** Well, I never!” escaped me, The Duchess will insist upon it. 
In case of a fire breaking out at night, she wouldn’t have me shot 
down the escape without some distinctive mark of my position in 
Society about me. So 1 have to sleep in this. There ’s a bicycle 
bell on the top, too, to give notice of my approach.” And ashe qpoke 
the poor old Nobleman bobbed his head, and rattled the ling 
appendage in sulky illustration. ‘It keeps me awake all night 
when I’m restless ; but it costs money, ’s enough, for there 
are no limits to the boundless extravagance that goes on in this esta- 
blishment. And I have to tpek and sorew to make up for it. Talk 
of how the rich live! You little know the shifts conscientious heads 
of families like me are put to, to enable women like the rbrey x and 
the rest of them to go it as like. The vg Any y of the Garter 
I wear at dinner is backed with cotton ; and, g it all! if I go to 
a play by myself, it’s always in the upper boxes with an order that’s 


of no use after seven. Then, at my Why, the very 
iebald that takes me up an AG A er morning, has 
i sees @ strect-organ, he sits 


n so long in a circus that if ever he * 
down, with me on his back, won’t move on till I’ve 
managed to imitate the Clown’s voice, and said, ‘Now, Cuanter, 
here ’sap’liceman a-coming!’ And the ereature cost me five 
an ibus Company! Ah! you outsiders little know how 

some of us live! aes en ener ae timber cut down in 
ve Coenen, SS SEE OSES the day in bed to save 

oe-leather.”’ 

At this moment the breakfast-bell rang loudly below. 

















_ And poor Peace exclaims, ‘‘ Ah, me! shall I one day have to flee ? 








PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[November 26, 1881, 








7 y is 


OUT OF 


Miss Ludoosh. ‘On, Look, PattapIA! THE TWO GREAT SCIEN- 
rists OF THE Day IN EARNEST AND INTIMATE COMMUNION! How 
BEAUTIFUL IT WOULD BE TO HEAR THEIR CONVERSATION! How I 
eNVY Mars. Lyon Hunter's Burier!” 

Miss Meagrim. *‘On YES! DEMOLISHING SOME TIME-HONOURED, 
OUT-WORN CREED IN EVERY SENTENCE! How THEY WOULD APPRE- 
CIATE WOMEN LIKE YOU AND Mz, CynTHIA!” 
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Mr. Professor. ‘Mrs. Ponsonsy pE TomKyNs? I SHOULD THIVK 
so! THE DEAREST CREATURE THAT EVER LIVED! SvucCH A THOROUGH 
WoMAN OF THE WORLD, YoU KNOW! TELLS SUCH CAPITAL STORIES, 
AND GIVES SUCH CAPITAL DINNERS!” 

M. le Professeur, ‘‘H&, HE! AND ’OW VELL SHE DREss ! 
DANCE LIKE AN ANGEL ! 
A PRETTY Foor! 


AND SHE 
AND VAT A SHARRMING FIGURE! AND VAT 
HEIN, MON Ami?” 








THE WAR GAME. 
[The Standard Correspondent says that America has eweny | 


new weapon—the “ Lyman-Haskell Accelerating Multicharge 
torpedo with a dynamite charge, called “ The Destroyer.’’} 


THESE are piping times of peace, but our armaments increase, 

And how heedfully each nation strives to keep its powder dry. 
Lo! the German glowers at France, who returns the warlike glance, 
With a thought of what may happen in Lothringen by-and-by. 

We it seems are just as bad with each mighty iron-clad, 
With the fearsome guns of Fraser known as ‘*‘ Woolwich Infants” 


produced a 
un,” and a 


grand, | 
With torpedo-boats that go ’neath the water at the fue, 
And our terrible projectiles that fly far o’er sea and land. 


Now America awakes, and we find her crying, ‘‘ Snakes ! 

Shall the stranger beat the Yankee, and haul down the starry flag ? | 
Here ’s the Lyman-Haskell gun whips the English eighty-one, 

And . goes off with four charges—that’s our plan of playing 

* Brag. 

“Then our new 0-boat beats all other craft afloat, 

For it sends the deadly missile full six hundred yards and more; | 
‘The Destroyer’ it is hight, with its charge of dynamite, 

And ’twill serve to warn the foemen off our well-protected shore.” 
Thus all nations arm apace and press forward in the race | 

For the deadliest of weapons and for armaments of might ; 
| 
| 
Queer Sort or Srort.—‘‘ Shooting Gaiters.” 


Do these warlike preparations not forebode a future fight ? ” 





LEON AND THE LITTLE ’UNS. 


M. Lton Gampetra, failing to obtain the best men for his Cabinet, 
has, faute de mieux, chosen some Gam-better men. The projected 
Grand Ministére doesn’t appear, but the Lfon has his jackals-in- 
office about him, and that will suffice. They form, doubtless, a loyal, 
though not a Grand Ministére, of which it may be said, parodying 
Polonius :— 

“’Tis true ’tis petit, trés petit: tho’ petit ’tis, ’tis true.” 

As interested but unprejudiced spectators of the new drama, we 
withhold our applause until the first genuine hit shall have been 
made. Will the Author and Star Actor pose as a Chasseur d’ Afrique ? 
Well, chorus, Gentlemen, if you please :— 


“ Léon s’en va-t-il en guerre ? 
Mironton, Mironton, Mirontaine ! 
Mais, sans le Grand Ministére 
L’ Etat—c’est GamBer-ta !” 








French and English Duelling. 


DveLiine exists in England, as it does in France, but it follows 
the lines of English cookery. There is a touch of ‘* Bleeding Beef’ 
about it. Yesterday, M. Pavr pe Cassaenac fought his sixteenth 
duel without injury, his opponent, M. DE MoNTEBELLO, being 
wounded, but not as much injured as he would have been by drink- 
ing the cham e which bears his name. In England, Joun Henry 
BeepuaM and James Newman fought their first duel with fists, the 
cause of quarrel being the guilt or innocence of the penniless LEFROY. 
BreepuamM was killed, according to the lish fashion—the fashion 
of mad bulls, In France they fight like dancing-masters and 
gentlemen. 
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SCHOOL BOARD AND WASHING: 
OR, NO SOFT SOAP! 


PANN 
WRAY 
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YOU DIRTY Boy! 


ALLEGORICAL Statuette presented by the Seldom-at-Home Secre- 
tary as a Surr-prize to the energetic Lady who is here represented 
as cleaning the St. Paul’s -Dirty- Industrial - Schoolboy - System. 
N.B.—They want a regular wash and brush-up all round ; and even 
Mr. Scrurtoy professes himself anxious for a thorough Scruttony. 
Magna est Veritas et Praybelievit ! 











THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF CRUSHER. 
A TALE OF MODERN STUCCOPOLIS. 
(With Apologies to the Shade of Edgar Allan Poe.) 


During the whole of a dull, damp, and chilly afternoon in the 
autumn of the year, I had been wandering through a singularly 
dreary suburb of Stuccopolis, and at length found myself, as the 
sooty gloom of evening settled down, within view of the melancholy 
house of CausHER. I know not how it was, but at the first glimpse 
of the building a sense of insufferable depression possessed my spirit. 
I looked upon the scene before me—upon the chill grey house, and 
the sentry-box-like stiffness of its surroundings—upon the blank 
bare walls—upon the empty eye-like windows—upon a few shrivelled 
evergreens—and upon a few sooty trunks of spindly, scarce-rooted 
trees—with an utter depression of soul, which I can compare to no 
earthly sensation more properly than to the after-thought of one 
who has married a toothless piece of antiquity for her money, and 
finds that it isall invested in Turkish bonds or Jerry-builders’ 
bargains. ‘ - 


The recent purchaser of this house, Broprick Crusner, had been 
one of my companions in boyhood, but I had lost sight of him for 
years. A letter, however, had lately reached me from him, which, 
in its wildly importunate character, had admitted of no other than a 
personal reply. **Come, for Heaven’s sake, come, old man!” i 
ran ; Mm ; am sore on my luc apres er blessed new house o: 
mine ex ear es and railway smashes are a 
circumstance teh Wet po I do but go? aes 


Its principal feature seemed to be a combination of raw newness 
and premature antiquity. An infant with wrinkles could not be 





more inesugreraaty ghastly. The discoloration of ages seemed to 
have settled on its six-months’-old face. There appeared to be a wild 
inconsistency between its untoned ness and its crumbling 
dilapidation. The eye of a scrutinising observer might have dis- 
covered a barely perceptible fissure—wi in no part than a couple 
of inches, or so—which, oxtenting from the pretentiously ornate 
roof, e its way down the wall, in a giggag direction, until it 
became in the mangy turf of the diminutive fore-court. 

> * . > . . 


Upon my entrance, CrusneR arose from his arm-chair with a 
gingerly caution and hesitation which at first made me doubtful of 
my welcome. But 1 soon found that the reason of his wean trepi- 
dation of manner was—not inhospitality. The man had, for reasons 
I eould not yet divine, got into so mysteriously nervous a condition 
that he as, literally, afraid to move. Toan cnpmalens apenes of 
terror d him a bounden slave. ‘I shall perish,” he; “I 
m in deplorable folly. 

lost!” * at the deuce do you mean, old fellow?’ 

I with unromantic directness of ; stamping my foot 

with a certain instinctive impatience of his morbid poltroonery. A 
singular gound— w, ghostly, vague, vault-like, all-permeating, 
nowhere-every whereish— was the only answer to my petulant inquiry. 
It made eyen me feel uncomfortable. — 


Thus, thus, and not otherwise, 


* > 
CrusmEer had grown mysteriously like unto his house. Its 
phystque seemed to have interpenetrated his, and to have ht 
a Kindred change upon the morale of his existence. His complexion 
had the aspect of unbaked dough kept till it had got musty—like 
that of the house, seemed all creaks, cracks, and crevices—like 
the house, dull, dingy, tremulously senile, and prema- 
parely parely —again like the house. ‘ A nice time I’m goi 
pave if in this dreary abode, with this dismal hypochondri 
. . . > 7. . 


Our books—the books which for months had formed no small por- 
tion of the mental existence of the invalid—were, as might be 
supposed, in strict keeping with the circumstances. We pored 
together over such works as Mudd on Bricks and Mortar, Juggins’s 
Jerry-builder’s Guide, and Diddlem’s District-Surveyor’s  Vade 
tened somewhat 
esis and character of my poor friend’s malady, and 
what the ‘t Mysteries of Stuccopolis.” In fact, I began 
better to understand the case, both from a mental and a tenemental 
point of Vw. * > > > 


“Get out of it at any cost. Sell it off, if only as builder's 
rubbish,” was my advice. But Crusmer, with the irritable 
perversity of a monomaniac, said he would see me—in short, he 
wouldn't. He had given a good round sum for the freehold you see. 
and didn’t like being done. Though whether acute rheumatism and 
long repairing bills were not Worse than——but no matter. 


Paes . I was indescribably bored, but also enligh 


to the 
may 


It was'an awful night. A family of promising young whirlwinds 
were apparently in full training in our vicinity. It appeared to me 
that from every portion of the house came ripping, cracking, and 
opens sounds, mingling with the rattling of the casements and the 
clattering of flying slates and falling chimney-pots. ‘‘ Look here, 
Crusner,” said I, * if you haven’t had enough of this, J have. 
Come out of it, man! hy fall a willing victim to knavish Jerry- 
builders and negligent Surveyors? Come!” 

For a moment he remained;trembling and hesitating upon the 
threshold; then with a low, moaning ery, fell heavily inward in a 
swoon of mingled terror and tightfistedness. 

From that chamber and from that mansion I fled aghast. The 
storm was still at its height. Suddenly the moon shone forth from 
a driving clo’ It shone vividly on that barely discernible fissure, of 
whic 1 have before spoken as zigzaggin: wn the face of the 
building. While I gazed this fissure rapidly widened—there came 
a fierce blast of the co-operative whirlwinds—my brain reeled as I 
saw the mud-reared walls rushing asunder. re was @ lon 
tumultuous crashing like the voice of a thousand coal-shoots: an 
the damp dingy forecourt at my feet digggpeared suddenly and 
wholly the frontage-fragments of the ‘ House of Caveuxn !” 


Startling Announcement. 


THE Ex-Governor of Canada having but just returped to his native 
land, a newspaper announces that “‘ Yesterday morning, the Marquis 
of Lorws and the Princess Lovise were driven from ton to 
Chester.” Poor things! ‘Driven from Eaton Hall!” what a 
-— But, of course, no violence was used to the illustrious 
cou 








** Srewen’s El) 


ric Light!” exclaimed Mrs. Ramsporuam. ‘‘ Why 
don’t they use it 


the Navy, and prevent accidents ?” 
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UNCANNY NEWCASTLE. 


A cerTarn Mr. W. Rosson, 
a cattle-dealer, of Darlington, 
was summoned for having 
caused a cow to be cruelly 
ill-treated at the Newcastle 
market. The poor animal was 
suffering in her feet, and also 
from being allowed to go too 
long without milking, those 
facts being vouched for by a 
veterinary surgeon, while the 
defendant said if the cow 
were milked it would spoil 
the market. Several witnesses 
were called to prove the 
cruelty, though others testified 
| that there had been none 
| notably a gentleman who had 
| been convicted of a similar 
| offence, and therefore was, no 
| doubt, a judge of such mat- 
| ters. In the end the Bench 
dismissed the summons, hold- 
ing that there was not suffi- 
| cient evidence of cruelty, 
certainly a most remarkable 
decision in the face of the 
testimony reported, and one 
| which shows that humanity 
to animals is not a weakness 
| of the Magistrates of New- 
| castle. Vivisectionist friends 
at a distance, please receive 
this intimation. 


__—_—____—__—_s 


To John Bright, M.P. | 
On his Seventieth Birthday. 


Strout Jonw Brieut, 
Whether wrong or right, 
Whatever you 
Set your hand to do, 
You did it with all your might. 


YW) i 


\ 
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Soprievet For Mr. SIDNEY 
Gronpy (Author of the latest 
novelty atthe Royalty Theatre). 

-‘* The Literary Dust-man.” 
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MR. MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


A SONG OF SIXPENCE. 


Sure a Song of Sixpence— 
Cabmen warm and dry— 
shee = en Cc pamon, 
em | on the sly ; 
When they left the “‘ Shelter” 
For fares they couldn 
The rain had come a pelter_ 
On beasts half dead wi 
Sing's Bong of Bi 
ing a Song of Sixpence— 
Philan *s awry, 
Which ee these wretched 
cattle ; 
To shiver till they die. 


th 





We Pause for a Reply. 


Once a year General Brown- 
RIGG, in his capacity of a Med- 
dlevex Magistrate, insists that 
all soldiers shall be welcomed 
and in all public 
places of entertainment that 
are licensed under the infa- 
mousand stupid Act of GrorcE 
tHE Seconp, Judging from 
the past conduct of soldiers in 

e streets, and from certain 
*‘ outrages” that have occurred 


Brownriee whether a soldier 
in uniform is altogether cal- 
culated to inspire confidence 
and in the minds of 
the Public and Music-Hall 
proprietors ? 


rave lately, we may ask General 


Is Mr. MatrHew ARNOLD 
an extreme Land-Leaguer? 
asks a Correspondent who, 
having heard the title of one 
Fa poems a 5 Ng 
“ > ee ion. To Forster, 
—wouldn’t wait for the re- 
mainder. The question is 
natural: only on referring to 


ADMIT THAT HOMER SOMETIMES NODS, THAT POETS DO WRITE TRASH, the book we found at 
Ovr BARD HAS WRITTEN ‘*‘ BALDER DEAD,” AND ALSO BALDER-DASH. 


“Forster” is spelt * Fausta.” 











Iw summer, in Sky-Limbo, 
High o’er Puiiistia’s throng. 

Sits Necxione with his harp of gold, 
And thrums a dismal song. 


Thick herds, beneath Sky-Limbo, 
The incult dull British P., 

And there Gath’s shallow singers chaunt 
Their Laus Philstia. 


They sing not of High Culture, 
In pure perfection pale, ’ 
Of earth, gross earth, the Gathites sing— 
They have no other tale. 


| But Necxione, in Sky-Limbo, 
| Soft pipes a sombre stave, 
Sweetness and Light inspire his lay, 
Bland taste and manners suave. 


He chaffs the swell Barbarian, 
He chides the stolid clown, 
The dull dissenter, Borrizs, 


Jonzs, Rosrysoy, and Brown. 


Ome the middle classes 
is feather-flail he lays, 








NECKLONG. 


And the D. 7.’s ‘‘ young lions”’ mocks, 
Whose roars to him are brays. 


Pooh-pooheth all the Parties, 
Their fuss and fi-fo-fum, 

And twitteth their small tweedledee, 
And smaller tweedledum. 


He sings how from the Chapel 
Comes nought but narrow pride, 

And how the Church’s shibboleths 
Pure Reason doth deride. 


Midst wastes that round 
** Purristra shares my state,”’ she weeps, 
‘No cultured mate have 1.” 


How if that fed on Sweetness, 
Exposed to Light’s soft rain, 

Even the Philistine himself 
True Culture might attain. 


He si how on an evening, 
Beneath e willows ar 

He sat and thrummed ~ his harp, 
And wept into the pool. 


How Beauty, lone, sits weeping, 
er lie, 


(After “‘ Neckan”—a reckless, neck-or-nothing attempt.) 


Beside the pool sat NecKLone, 
Tears filled his soft blue eye ; 

On his slow mule, across the bridge, 
The Philistine rode by. 


‘* Why sitt’st thou there, O NecKLona, 
And thrumm’st thy of gold ? 
’Tis pretty twangling, I admit, 
But finical and cold. 
‘*A soft-curled Samson, doubtless, 
Or dandy Davin, you; 
But all your songs and sneers won’t dash 
PHILISTIA’s merry crew.” 
The Philistine rode onwards, 
And vanished with his mule ; 
And Necxktone, in the twilight grey, 
Wept on into the pool. 
He wae: “This earthly blindness 
Would shame the burrowing moles. 
By Hecate, I begin to doubt 
If Philistines have souls!” 
All Summer, in -Limbo, 
Above Purristi4's tl 4 
Sits Necxione with his harp of gold, 
And pipes this plaintive song. 











q Aw Inroercat Conciuston.—To be drunk on the Premises. | 


Lion Gampetra.—‘' Leo the High-soary-’un.” 














Novemper 26, 1881. ] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 






























































EXPERTO CREDE.” 


Husband (of a scientific turn, who had been Lunching in the City), ‘‘Mvy pear, ’D You RFAD 
THESHE CUR'OUSH "NVESHT’GASH’ONSH ‘BOUT THE EARTHSH TREeMOURSH !—'XPER’ENSH'D 'EM 
M’SHELF CONSHT'LY !!" 








THE DIGNITY OF CONSTABLES. 


ConTEMPORARY foreign ee last week, included an account of exploits performed, 


as follows, by two Englishmen o 


“Capture or Bricanps.— Bronte (Sicily), Nov. 12.—Two brigands were captured yesterday by the 
Hon. ALEXANDER Hoop, with the help of three policemen, and some people employed at Bronte. 
hea ene BRIDPORT was present at the capture. The arrest has created a good impression among the 
popu 

ia the Honble. ALExanpDER come over here. Plenty of work for him and three 

We know that, in the Middle Ages, the Lord High Constable was a dignified 
Crown. The Constable of the Tower was a tremendous swell. So also could be the 
stable ad Brompton Boilers, the Constable of Cromwell Road, and so forth. 
Brigands! Let ks catch Greeks, and do you ALEXANDER with our staff come 


rank, who assisted at a satisfactory— 


are. 
- 


yA - help 





our Bungling Bobbies to catch the Brutal Burglars in the act of burgling. 


POET’S CORNER. 
Or Nonsense Rhymes on well-known Names. 


(Jovial.) 
Sars Monpe.ta to Brient, 
" Pte * s stop out all night.” 
Brieut to MunDELLA, 
Then bring your umbrella.” 


(Mansion-Housey. ) 
Bowman to CARDEN, 
olice I won’t on.” 
Says CarpEn to Bowman, 
quietly home, man.” 


— Author and Manager.) 
Gronpy to HENDERSON, 
ay play! a tremendous ’un!”’ 
Sa ENDERSON to Grunpy, 
stop it next Monday.” 


(Haymarketable. ) 
Says Srppows to BANcRoFT 
** For good plays I hanker oft.” 


Savs Bancrort to Srppons, 
** Good bye! A good riddance.” 


(Musical. ) 
Sa s Srravss to PraTTI, 
ow are you, my ’earty?”’ 
s Piatti to Srrav ss, 
Bee out of the ’ouse.’ 


(Tailoring and Costume. ) 
Says Poor to Hyam, 
y, who can buy’ em } 
Sa s Hyam to Poorer, 
make ’em for Too.r,”’ 


(At Bow Street.) 


Says Wanppy to INGHAM, 

A chorus let ’s sing ’em.’ 
Says Inonam to Wappy, 

* Tol lol de rol loddy.” 


on 





The Criminal In[ve]stigation 
Department. 


THE Police, acting under superior orders, 
have again trying to make crime in 
order to punish it. Jonathan-Wildism, 
without its cleverness, appears to be ram- 

t in Scotland Yard, though Jonathan 
radfordism has caught it in the north. 
Ready-money betting, nursed and stimu- 
lated by the Police, is brought up for 
judgment at Marlborough Street, and the 
istrate, Mr. MANSFIELD, is 80 
indignant, that he threatens to commit 
the Police! The Treasury re suvegentetsee 
ee at this, and thinks the Detective 
may as well be at once disbanded. 
Ther Publis probably think so, too; but for 
very different reasons. 





Some Rea Lonponw Improvements VERY 
STRONGLY RECOMMENDED TO THE Finst 
CommissionER.—Continue the width of the 
thoroughfare as it is at St. Martin’s Church 
right "pte } mg eg! A and make = 
sweep— irty swee 
seen now !—of ot Beret, Soho, and 
pa Dials. | oe ye noble owners to gome 

inspect own property t ves 
——_ the foam yor - Sy middlemen and 

a int an inde 

Court — sit regularly every day as Freehold 

Commissioners, to hear tenants’ com- 

Pisnta and claims, and soe ‘what cane 

for the health and happiness of the 

community. 
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HOW TO IMPROVE LONDON. 


Some or Ovk STATUES. 


A naprp walk of a few minutes towards the river, brings us on to 
the Embankment. Here we find plenty of statues of all sorts, the 
golden rule of the Metropolitan Board of Works being, when in 
doubt as to what to do with somebody’s effigy, ** Plant it opposite the 
Thames in a flower bed!” The first exception to this rule is 

Isambard Kingdom Brunel, Victoria Embankment. IsamBarp 
is turning his back upon the Temple Station of the Underground 
Railway, as if he would insist that he has no sympathy with that 
great rival to the London General Omnibus Company. The sculptor 
has given the celebrated 
engineer a pair of trou- 
sers of peculiar construc- 
tion, which are chiefly 
remarkable for buttons 
at the ankles. The mis- 
fit of the statue’s waist- 
coat is, so to speak, 
‘toned down” Rat 
couple of greatcoats, 
He seems to have quar- 
relled with his hairdresser 
—who, in revenge, has 
arranged his locks, after 
“* eutting and shampoo- 
ing, one shilling,” in a 
grotesque, not to say 
IsaMBARD is playing on a triangle, as if he had 








Useful. 


Ornamental. 


ridiculous fashion. 


| been taking part in a lucrative stroll with a perambulating 


German Band. 

And now we come to two statues in a sitting posture. Thosé 
we have already examined are standing. They would make an 
admirable pair, and it is a thousand pities that they are separated. 
I allude, of course, to—— 

George Peabody, Royal Exchange, and John Stuart Mill, Victoria 
Embankment, The first is the more pleasing. The great American 
Philanthropist is 
lounging in an easy- 
chair with an air of 
the greatest content- 
ment. He seems 
amused at the busy 
crowd passing and 
repassing him, and 
» finds endless satis- 
faction in the steal- 
thy contemplation 
of an adjacent 
drinking - fountain. 
Apparently he is 
chuckling over the 





UPPITY uae vs PT 
i j 





“‘ One Touch of Nature.”’ 


Taking it Easy. 


| failure of the Temperance Movement as evidenced by the contemp- 





| 
| 


| rised. In an attitude suggestive of extreme 
torture he gazes at the time-tables of the 
District Railway, 
which have been 
placed just far 


tnous indifference with which the spring is avoided by the vast 
majority of foot-passengers. Altogether a very pleasant statue 
indeed. The effigy of Jomw Srvart Mrix on the Embankment isa 
marked contrast. Of course it is funny, but the humour is forced, 
not to say disagreeable. 
seated on an iron stool so constructed that the cushion placed upon it 
cannot be retained in its place. Consequently it has slipped down, 
causing Mr. Mri to wish to get up. This natural desire has been 
restrained. The martyr is seemingly mesme- 


enough away from 
him to be illegible. 
In his hand he has 
seemingly a Diction- 
ary—the only litera- 
hearted 
sculptor has given to 
a His su is 
«» & disgrace to his 
=> tradesmen. His coat 
is a shapeless gar- 
ment, boasting only 
two buttons, His ‘Look out below!” 
. collar seems attached 
to a flannel shirt. And as for his boots, no words ean describe their 
hideous make. They are square-toed and ‘‘roomy.” They suggest 
| numberless bunions. Apparently aware that he has carried the joke 





—T 





Irritability. 


The great political economist is represented | 


too far, the sculptor has given Mr. Mitt, at the last moment, a 
waterproof sheet to be used no doubt as a covering to conceal the 
many absurdities of his model’s toilette. But the great political 
economist will have nothing to do with it. He has been insulted— 
grossly insulted—and he treads the cloth of would-be conciliation 


indignantly underfoot. Yours, Tue Peri-Pateric. 








SOLVING A DIPLOMATIC DIFFICULTY. 


Who shall officially represent British Interests at the Vatican ? 
Can there be any hesitation in fixing on the very person—indeed, the 
only person ‘a such an important post? Why, here is the Diplo- 
may all others, to whom, not even Cardinal MannIne, the 
St. 8 8 Journal, nor the Newdegate Calendar, can possibly object. 
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Poncue ALA RoMAINng#, OR AN UN-ERRING-TON AGENT AT THE VATICAN. 





A NEW DEPARTURE IN RAILWAY TRAVELLING. 


Mr. Powett welcomes the Marquis of Lorse on his arrival in 
England, atid trusts he will fitid his Royal Bride none the less bloom- 
ing after her brief sojourn amid home scenes. The popular welcome 
which greeted the reunion of the young couple when the Marquis 
artived in the Mersey, shows that public interest in the match has 
not faded by lapse of time. Every effort was made by the 
Railway Authori to expedite the meeting. We read in the 


Times :— 


“A @pecial train Was in readiness at Chester Station, and Her Royal 
Highness, accompanied by the Duke of Westminster, Iady Sopuia 
Macwamara, Lord WALT&R CAMPBELL, the Countess of Grosvenor, and 
Lady Beatrice CAVENDISH, departed in it from Woodside landing-stage.”’ 


Seeing that Woodside landing-stage is on the Mersey, and Chester 
(if following the sober example of Scotland, it stands where it did) is 
on the Dee, ten miles off, this is certainly one of the most remarkable 
feats in railway travelling ever performed, and worthily comme- 
morates the visit of the Governor-General. This development of 
| railway enterprise should not be confined to the Provinces, and we 
| live in hope of seeing the day when, a special train being in readi- 
| ness at Euston Station, we may depart in it from Gravesend Pier. 











Tue Agricultural Interest in danger? Not of neglect, at any 
|rate. After the long, exhaustive, and preeee  o dress of the 
| President of the Statistical Society, one cannot help feeling that at 
least it is well Cargp for! 

| 








PUBLIC EVENTS. 


Tue World was not destroyed on the 15th of November, and 
Prince Brsmaxrcx has not resigned. 





| 


“Drstrxevo ! ’—Mr. G. Barnertr-Surrn is announced this week to 
read a Paper before the Browning Society on the ‘‘ Genius and Works 
of Ropert Brownine.” Two separate subjects, evidently. 





Mr. Farrni advertises a ‘‘ Tattooed Greek Nobleman and a 
Leopard Boy”’ at the Aquarium. We must believe in the Leopard 


Boy, as Mr. Farcnt has evidently spotted him and brought him here. 











@@ TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions be returned unless ac:ompanied by a Stamred and Directed Envelope. 
Copies should be kept 
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MISERIES OF LIFE. 
Angler (taking a@ stroll on the day after the last day of trout-fishing). 


AH !—'HAVEN'T SEEN 'EM RISING LIKE THAT ALL THE Season!” 
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LINES TO A JAPANESE AIR. 
I'nave decked my dim-lit bower 
With the *s plumes I love, 
And the dado’s dark below, 
And the frieze is faint above : 
I have decked my dim rich bower 
In the last sweet style of Art; 
With pale plates in a row 
I have made my chamber smart ! 


The slender tables stand 
On the waxed, the matted floor ; 
convex mirrors gleam, 
The horse-cloth drapes the door. 
’T was Borrice.yi’s hand 
Drew Venus there, so sweet ! 


I sit as in a dream 
Close huddled at her feet ! 
Oh, let me be Intense ! 
I nae, I yearn, I fade, . 
m o’er my brow, 
And m T atie 's desreayed 
soul is so immense, immense, 
culture is so vast, 


sometimes fancy, who knows how !— 
That I shall burst at last ! 





NOTICE. 


Iv ce of the ctowded state of thé 
market of the Bookstalls, and taking a 
the Illustrated and the Graphic, &o., 
brought Christmas to the beginnin 
beg to announce that 
“SUNNY DAYS,” 

which is the title of our 

Exrra Specrat SumMen Noweer ror 1883, 

will be published 
Earty ry Decempen, 1861, 


Immediate application is absolutely necessary in order to 
secure Copies. 


ablishing 
: t from 
which have now 
g of November, we 


“ Trena— 











THE SOLDIER’S BLACK BOOK. 
(Not by Sir Garnet Wolseley.) 


January.—As matters was a getting warm down Limehouse way 
though it was a fair stand-up fight and if a man stands on the edge 
of a wharf with his back to the water and gets knocked in and is 
smothered in the mud no one has a call to be astonished least of all 
himself and those who said as how he was looking at the water and 
I shoved him suddenly from behind are liars and know where to 
findme I istenpalged to come up to the West End and join the 
Army the Guards for choice as they are the crackedest corpse Her 
Masesty possesses Which I did. 

February.—I have found a real good lot of old pals in the Guards 
more especially Tommy Sxetton who used to be described in the 
daily papers as ‘‘ the Terror of the Neighbourhood ” till he took to 
soldiering and a dirty little scrub of a newspaper man who sat ina 
box in the court all by himself and reported my cases villainously 
and with much malice took upon himself to apply the egous 
term to me till,I met him outside one day and he was in the hospital 
for three months and we are having great larks together ere 
was a Irishwoman with a basket of oranges and because one night 
she wouldnt fave us any for nothing we upset the whole lot and ie 
too and she like the senseless netion to which she belongs must go 
and fall on a curb and break her ribs and Lord didnt we step it! 

March.—How the gota their servants is a disgrace to 
the order and should be treated of severely by the Press. There 
was Mary Jane a nice little girl who lived in Eaton 
only borrowed a half-crown her on the Monday an 
pence on the Wednesday and ninepence on the Friday hadnt enough 
od gne Sta © Del of eouper op Catursny. I never meant to hurt the 
girl and she ought to have dodged the and then the Sergeant 
says I have a bad character in the regiment instead of yelping up 
for me like one soldier for another. Fancy a Sergeant of Police 
euying Hast ene of bis seen in trouble hed get 0 bad ¢ aracter ! 


— beds is a to a civilised eqaatry 
ay.—Sach alark! Many Jawe had apologised having two 
sovereigns about her I accepted her apologies magnificently and me 


uare and I 
eighteen- 


and Tommy Sxe.tow and two more as proper post fellows as ever I 
met and would as soon think of breaking a plate-glass window in a 
house when the was uncivil as of looking through it went 
to the theatre and added to the enjoyment of the audience by our 
remarks on the piece and we one girl who had never been on 
the stage before so they said cry so natural that it was like life. 
And as we were being skimmed across the street a covey, an old man 
with white hairs remarked “‘ soldiers again” as was his last remark 
till the teothenenaes has replaced the seven or eight teeth which 
Tommy Sxettow knocked down his throat where he could keep them 
more safe and out of the way of draughts as Tommy said and so all 
laughed. Except the old gentleman. 

June.—A truncheon is a handy weapon when you can get at it but 
give me the buckle end of a belt and to see those two Policemen being 
ees NY AB: was as good as free beer for a 
month. 

July.—Those who said we was drunk tell lies for we were four of 
us and we had had two pots at the George and two pots at the Rose 
and Crown and a of gin at the Pig and Thistle and another 
quartern at the Match-Box and a cove at the Cheddar Cheese had 
each and then we tossed three times for 
Spotted Cow then they wouldn’t let us into a 

was as on their ce for that insult to 
‘orm as be blowed for we knocked over the check 
his box and we bashed three waiters and a door keeper and 

proprietor looked on life with one eye for a fortnight and two 
policemen went lame 


rannip shins a boots and 
the shoddy stuff of which rae ay Baars hy spade og moe ot = 
there being no less than seven of them broken. 


August, September, and October.—What I have said before about 
plank beds I now repeats h with three times the emphasis. 

November.—It has done m good to read how the proprietors 
of music halls was pitched by the Middlesex M for 
act helleving sae ‘orms into their halls for if I had been 
admitted I ’t have away for three months The Chap- 
lain said that if we carried on like winking or words to that effect 





the Queen’s uniform would never be respected He be blowed. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. 


Head Barmaid. “ Taese TARTS ARE QUITE STALE, Miss HUNT—BEEN ON THE 


Counter ror A Fortnicut! WovLp YoU MIND TAKING THEM 
Sxconp-Ciass ReFRESHMENT-Room ?” 


, OR THE LONDON 








y HELEN OF WALDECK. 
i A Song for the Royal Betrothal. 


Heven of Waldeck! Say what rhyme 
Best may hymn the betrothal time. 
Once a Prince, in fortunate hour, 
Came to woo at Arolsen tower ; 

Wooed and won, and then rode away, 
Leaving his love behind, men say. 
Princess HeLena, fast you hold 

All the heart of our Leopotp! 


HeEwen of Waldeck! Thou hast won 
England’s cultured and student son ; 
His the part that his father took, 
Earnest ever at desk and book ; 

His to rule with an eager heart 

Over the wide domain of Art ; 

Thine to aid like a loyal wife, 

All that’s best in a husband’s life. 


Hexen of Waldeck! When our strand 
Welcomes thee from the Fatherland, 
When all the last farewells have rung 
On thine ears in the Teuton tongue, 
Trust us, thou wilt never repine 
Leaving the land of haunted Rhine. 
Here is a ting, frank and free, 
Waiting thee, Princess, over sea ! 











Medical Carlyle. 


Everrzopy will rejoice to hear that the decease of 
Sir Georcz Sanrorrvus, Admiral of the Fleet, aged 
ninety-one, lately reported, is a canard. By the latest 
account, the venerable Admiral, though he had not 
| quite recovered froin an attack of illness, was improving 
daily. Health speedily restored to Admiral Sartortvs, 
may his recovery reflect credit on his medical at- 
tendants in constituting a splendid case of Sartorius 
Resartus. 








What! Jamais ? 


THERE is something in a name sometimes. The Com- 
mander of the ison at Sfax is, it appears, one Colonel 
Jamats. Think of the saving of time and notepaper that 
might be effected at the critical moment when the garrison 
is called upon to surrender. the Colonel has to do is 
write his name on a slip of paper and hand it to messenger. 
If the —— was likely to be repeated more than once, 


INTO THE 
he might have his signature Sfax-similied. 








= 





VERY LIKE A WAIL. 


[The Leeds Mercury believes that the Government have decided not to | 


attempt this year to deal with the water-supply of the Metropolis. 


I’m very fond of water, but it’s really sad to know, 
The harmful stuff that’s now supplied is likely still to flow ; 
= vain so i ages that contains = eee 

f not polluted in the pipes, ’tis poi at the spring; 
’T will drive me to take alcohol, = what ’s a man to do 
Without a good and pure supply of limpid OH, ? 


I’ve borne the London water ong and known, whene’er I quaffed 
The tumbler, that Gennaro-like I drank a Borgia draught ; 

I knew, no matter though it shone with effervescence fair, 

That all the strange organic germs of fell ase were there ; 

And still 1 risked my precious life and drank it morn and night, 
And hoped to live to see the day when ’twould be pure and bright. 


What matter though the potion reeked of deadly sewer gas, 
Though mycrozymes ids were swarming in the glass ; 
The Daphnia quadrangula, or festive water-fiea, 

With Cyclops guadricornis came, and all were dear to me ; 

For I had hopes of cheerful draughts on some fine future days, 
When London Water Companies would mend their sinful ways. 


But now the future all is dark, and typhoid fever seems 
A visitor we must expect—lI see it in my dreams. 

The cholera can not be leng, twill come with all the rest, 
And each zymotic dread disease will be a welcome guest ; 
For London Water Companies are unm sti 


wil 


To let their fearsome fluid run and poison us at 


PHILANTHROPIC MUSIC-HALLS. 


Wuewn the old “ Vic.” was turned into a Music-Hall under the 
management of a Company who endeavoured to combine benevolence, 
/amusement, temperance, and dividends, the great mistake was made 
| of not recognising the fact that to supplant existing institutions, you 
must compete with enlisting institutions. Within a stone’s throw of 
| the place is an old-established es Music-Hall, which they 
| will find it very difficult to beat either in coffee or amusement ; at 
all events, they have not done it as yet. Even the well-wishers of 
the new Victorian Era of Music-Halls were disappointed by the 
| results, though they could not have anticipated any great success. 
|The Hall was more or less closed for a time, but it is now 
| with an entertainment which covers —_ night in the week and 
| Saturday afternoon, and in which too muc appears to be sacrificed 
| for Thursday-night concerts that were started “* under the patronage ” 


of Royalty. 
We are honestly interested in the real im t of this class 
of entertainment ; and with a stage and building such as the New 


“ 


Seg , it ought, with judicious management, to be at the 
head of the London Music-Halls. At present it most decidedly is 
not. The programme before us states that there are “‘a thousand 
| seats at threepence,” and ‘‘ a thousand at sixpence,” the other prices 
| ranging from a shilling toa guinea. On Thursdays sixpence extra 
| is pet for the eighteenpenny Stalls, and on Saturdays the stage- 
door opens at 6°30, when threepence extra is charged for the privi- 
lege, we suppose, of passing through it to the interior. This scale 
'of prices does not appear to us to be regulated by any peculiarly 
| philanthropic spirit, or by an t trading wisdom; and the 
| Committee ” as we said once before, seem at present to be only 
paving the New Cut with good intentions. 
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OF APPEAL. 


Dee AH 





FAV, 





7 _ we 


Tue Not-quitE-AT-Home SECRETARY WISHES TO HAVE THE WHOLE QUESTION SUBMITTED TO AN “‘ IMPORTANT AND INDEPENDENT 


AUTHORITY.” 


HERE WE ARE. 

















A JUST COMPLAINT. 


My Dear Poncu, 
WIL you allow me te call the attention of the medical men who 
read you, toa case which was decided last Saturday in aCourt of Law? 
To begin with I must tell you, that a week agoI was decidedly 
chippy. Newmarket Houghton takes a great deal of liquid nourish- 
ment to get it through, and in addition to my backing Valour for 
the Cup, my hotel during the Liverpool week was full of Irishmen, 
who, when they were not drinking whiskey punch, were brewing it. 
recommended jit as an admirable substitute for solid food at 
‘ast and dinner, we lunched on the course off ao on Perey 
and I believed their recommendation. When I got back to town, I 
had to go to the fossil who is called our Family Doctor. He told me 
to keep quiet, and to take exercise, and said he would come round | 
and see me in the morning. I didn’t want Aim to ‘‘come round,” | 





I wanted to be brought round myself, and made all square. How- | 
ever, he said he weld. 

Can you believe that when he ‘‘ came round” and found me in bed, | 
haying a brandy-and 


-soda, and tossing for sovereigns with a man | 


whom I was at school with, he lost his temper, and said I was killing 
myself? Where could I keep quieter than in bed? As for the exer- 
cise—look It was decided last Saturday in the Court for the 
Consideration of Crown Cases Reserved—whatever that may be—by 
the Lord Chief Justice—whose lamentable ignorance of the existence 
of Connie Gitcunist and Cornnry Grarn is now historical,—Justice 
Hawkins, a real good rg) oye to Newmarket,—Fretp, who 
always your tradesman’s side against you in Chambers,—and 
Cave, who, I believe, is a fair av Johnnie, that tossing was “a 

e, sport, Demmeg or exercise within the meaning of the statute.” 
Therctore, lying in bed and tossing for sovereigns is not keeping 
quiet and taking exercise, what is ? Yours ever, 


Hatchett's Hotel, Dover Street. Perer ve Broke, 





THERE was an amusing book called People I have Met, by W1.118, 
N.P. After the recent ** Theatrical Libel’ trial, we may expect to 
see another book, entitled People I haven't Met—as yet, by 
Wits, Q.C, 
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FROM YOUTH TO AGE. 
A Confidential Correspondence between Eminent Personages.) 
‘* Immortal Age beside immortal Youth, 
And all I was in ashes.””—Tiruonvs. 
No. L—From W. E. Gladstone, M.P. for Newark (1832), to the 
First Lord of the Treasury (1881), 
My pear WILLIAM, 

I nopr you have not forgotten me. I have little chance of 
mitting to think of you. You are always doing something start- 
_____, ling—felling a tree or 
knocking down a Minis- 
Hf bringing in a Land 
Bil or trotting out AsH- 
meaD-Bartierr. That 
last is the most astonish- 
ing thing I have seen in jj 

atched 





a career w 

pardonable interest. To 
think of you — out 
as a Humorist! t is 
too ing, and is one 
of the severest blows dealt 
to me, and you know they 
ve many. 

when we were young 














: 632 
was nothing like that 


the stern, unbending Tories” didn’t smile much. 
You think of me, WILLIAM, sometimes, I trust, with kind] 





**The rising hope of 


feelings. You have got on in life, whilst Newark is disfranchised, 
and I am sonainnel only by a phrase in an Essay. But wouldn’t 


you give all your honours, all your power, to be me once more, 
and Member for Newark? Wo 


emt "t you sabre your Majority for my 
ape P oe ’s where Cave Oe pull on you, and I mean to 
take advantage of my superiority, y to you. 

It’s no use arguing with you on Polite Brother Tomas has 
tried that, and failed. But in other ways, you know, there is a great 
deal that is foolish and reprehensible about you. What do you mean 
at your age by going skylarking about the country, Leed-ing a reck- 
less life, as I may say, in recognition of your new humour. Mid- 
lothian was all very well. You’d a eo work to do then, and, 
really, although, like Brother Tomas, I abhor your politics, I must 
say you did it well. But let well alone. Stop at home, and let 
young men like Harcourt and CuamBertarnw do the commercial 
travelling. Also, cars 9 go sitting up till all hours of the night 
next Session. Take watch about with Hartiweroy—as good a fellow 
as ever lived, and wasn’t a Church-and-State man. Turn in at mid- 
night, and, for apo | sake, have a little more common sense about 
those lads on the benches opposite. Now you're a humorist don’t 
be so dreadfully and perpetually serio DOLPH as if 
he were a responsible person, GorsT as i in earnest, and 
the Land-Leaguers as if it wasn’t their business to up a rumpus. 
Eagles, as you will have read in the original don’t catch flies. 

Keep your arguments for reasonable men, your uence for suit- 
able occasions, and your indignation for worthy In brief, 
to quote a phrase from the m simmer down. ‘The dis- 
interestedness of this advice should serve to enforce it. You have 
gone very far wrong since you and I were boys together, A little 
more added to the heap won’t matter. Take my advice. Simmer 
down, and so avoid the winter of old age. 

Yours, in sad disappointment, W. E. G. 

P.S.—Simmer and Winter—do you Spring at the joke? Thought 
[’d better point it out, as you ’re still young in the humorous line. 
No. Il.—From Lord Robert Cecil, M.P. for Stamford, to the Marquis of 

Salisbury. 

Dear Savispuny,—I have observed in you a certain air and 
demeanour _indicative _ com: indifference to the opinion of 
ro 


and career. 
time when you and I, 
| thinking it over, did not 
| see the pros of the/f 
| brilliant position i 
fill e would have 
, made our way, and indeed ; 
we did. Whatever may be said by prejudiced persons to the detri- 
ment of vitriol, it cannot be denied that it does make its way. e 
were lively in the House of Commons, and stinging in the Press. 

















Do you remember the digs we used to give to Dizzy? How we 
hated and despised him in those days, and what perfect freedom from 
indebtedness he left on his side! He was a tough fellow to meet, 
and between you and me, there is no practical use—and practical use 
is everything—in shirking the fact that he won in the end. —— 
mine, you know we are not given to boisterous mirth, yet I’ve 
been nearly killed with laughing to see you tied to his glitterin 

ingerbread car of triumph. No one can describe the temptation 

ave undergone to go back to my old avocation, and send in an 
article to the Quarterly, Copling with this little episode. Or I had 
a notion of turning up in the House of,Commons, and from my old 
place below the gangway offering a few remarks on the situation. 
‘ Lord Ropert Coca, on the Marquis of Satispury!” Wouldn’t 
that have looked well in the Parliamen papers the next day ? 
You know how I would have done it, and eve that, regarding 
it of course purely asa work ofart, and putting someone else in your 
place, you would have enjoyed the execution. But honour among 
Crectis. I wouldn’t for whatever fierce joy, hurt a hair of your 
head. We are still one, though a quarter of a century and an un- 
es my Marquisate separate us. . 

You are all that I promised to be, and all my heart desires,— 
older, of course, with an added stoop to the shoulders. Your style 
is, as befits your years and position, graver. But is the same 
neatness of thrust, and the same twist of the sword when in the 
wound, which I taught myself and you. I do not remember that I 
had that profound etymological knowledge that you display, and 
might not on an emergency have found quite so many shades of 
meaning in the word ‘‘ Authentic.”” That is a new accomplishment 
of your own, and I am not quite sure that I geit you. For the 
rest I am proud of you, and subscribe my 

Your devoted friend and admirer, Rosert CEcr1. 


No, Il1l.—From John Bright, M.P. for Durham, to the Right Hon, the 
Chancellor of the Duchy. 
Frrenp Jouy, 
GLancine occasionally over the newspapers, I come upon 
little scraps of correspondence which p: tly remind me of your 


continued existence and see asi ereeerene 
; 


ee 










undiminished vigour. | 
Always a_straighthitter | 
myself, I like to see that 
your arm is not w 
nor your aim urbed., | 
Do you remem what } 
Bentinck said of us about } 

















18 43 


been 
Quaker, he would have been a prizefighter.” Of course that is not 
quite true. Nothing said about us by Noble Lords is quite true, 
any more than there is absolute exactitude in what we say of Noble 








Lords. Still, there is something in Do you mind, Jomy, our 
first campaign in this old city’ How I Duweannoy till his 
Lordship grew purple and , and how I rasped the Carey 
‘a body of men especially a ted to take charge of the floc 
appear to all men’s eyes as the 


whe, amend of Pr ~ shepherds, 
shearers of the floc . 
You’re changed since them, my jo, Jomn, but marvellously little. 
Most men who started as Radicals as they get older turn, I am told, 
Tory-wards. You are mellowed a little, but uncommonly little, 
considering you have been to Court, know several Dukes, and are 
“Right Honourable.” When you write some of those charming 
little notes in which you show so clearly that any one differing from 
you on a matter of opinion is a fool, if not a knave: and, even more, 
when you stand face to face with an ac or an y Tory 
cohort, then you are back in Durham days, and my youth revives in 
you, inspiring your minatory forefinger, Maher J an extra tingle to 
your voice, and marking your speech with that directness 
which was one of my most effective habitudes, Scratch the Privy 
Coungillor, and they find the Freetrader, Try a fall with the Chan 
cellor of the Duchy, and they become y conscious of a 
t ata fault in one so 


lefthander from the yo Member for Dur 
This is as it should. be, Jou ; but if I may 

good and great, you are a little too conscious 

wisdom. Even J have been a trifle w: 

you were at the time of the Crimean War. 

ever since, of course, and everyone differing from you 

wrong. That is so clear, that if I were you (which I am glad I am 

not, being nearly forty years younger) I would leave it for the dis- 

covery of other people’s eyes. Saving this little w you do 

very well, and are a great credit to 





Your early friend and constant backer, JouN Briext. 
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HUNTING. 
Illustrated by Dumb Crambo Junior. 





For’ard ! 


Giving Tongue. 


MR. IRVING ON DRAMATIC ART. 
(At Puffinburgh, N.B.) 


Mr. Irvine said :— 

“* Ladies and Gentlemen,—I feel I should be wanting in the respect 
due to the British Drama, and to myself in particular, were I not to 
testify to the sincere and unfeigned pleasure I feel in concluding the 
most brilliantly remunerativye engagement ever achieved within the 
walls of this or any other Theatre, and Fad 5 on on record m ay sigee 
ciation and approval of the high intellec development of this City 
to which I attribute this t. It isin no mercenary spirit that 
have come before bes to-night to announce the fact that a sum of 
upwards of £4346 has been realised—(cheers)—whereas in Crummels- 
town, the same number of performances only reached the sum of 
£4,200,—thus showing the intellectual standard of this City to be 
£146 above that registered by any other town in the United Kingdom. 








(Loud and prolonged cheering.) This interesting record stands to | wij) 


your credit. I hope I shall not be accused of egotism, when I say 
that, in a sense, it stands to my credit also.” (Great applause. At 
this point Mr. Irvine became visibly a ected, and his usual clear 
and ringing tones grew indistinct, and his articulation at times almost 
inaudible, so that some interesting figures which Mr. Invine desired 
to frankly communicate in detail to the audience, failed to reach the 
ears of our reporter.) 
Mr. Irvine continued :— 
“Ladies and Gentlemen,—To a community of Puffinburghians 
these figures will speak more eloquently than I can, and I think 
I shall not be accused of egotism, when I say that the British 
Drama—I may say the North British Drama—(enthusiastic cheering) 
—as represented here by me, is satisfactory—the certified receipts 
poors it to be most satisfactory. (Cheers.) The Town of Puffin- 

urgh is endeared to me by many early associations, and the longer 
I live, the older—the more time-honoured—those associations be- 
come! It was in the University town of Puffinburgh that I passed 
my student (theatrical) life. (Cheers.) It was from the rugged 
heights of ARTHUR’s Seat (which will henceforth be ever memorable 
from these associations) that I drank in those inspirations which 
have since enabled me to restore the Tragedy of Macbeth to the place 
to which it is undoubtedly entitled among the English-speaking races 
—as is proved by the that the average nightly receipts, re- 
corded in the archives of the Lyceum Box-office, amounted to no less 
than £198. (Loud applause.) 

“* At the risk of being thought egotistical—(a Voice, ‘No! no !’)— 

I — mention that I was at that time in receipt of a salary barel 
equal to the then value of three orchestra-stalls (the price of whic 
I have a smostantay com: | to my cume Ane evant 
engagement, owing toa gen pressing demand). it was in 
intervals of those weekly vicissitudes—I say, it was in the intervals 
of those vicissitudes—(hear / hear /)—that I devoted my student-life 
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j | 98 Tepresen: 


was ena to invest it, patient martyr 
with which I received the blows and kicks invariably inflicted on 
the representative of the civil executive—(hear ! hear !)—by the 
leading comedian, I in alienati m him sym- 
pone of audience. (Immense cheering, during which Mr 
VING twas vii _— . I little thought that this creation was 
destined 


to lay oundation of my co’ on of the character of 
Shylock, to the correctness of which the Landon eritoy” who are 
iation of my impersona ve 

ill reflect lasting credit upon the 


ll 


i i others—if I 
may say so without considered egotistical—(‘ No! no!’ and 
ew A by the fact that 
— (cheers)—or thereabouts—(renewed cheering, 
which continued for several minutes)—was realised by my latest 
SAE aAaran revival ot er ae : 5 Sreet, 
Strand, London. of applause, during which Mr. 
Invine ratios, waving Ma handhoreleef, and Wsing his hand to the 


audience. 
Mr. Irving at Crummlestown, 


After referring, ina few well-chosen and touching words, to the 
fact that over £4200 had been taken nob. | his engagement here, 
. Invine (who was much affected) observed :— 

“ From my heart I thank + only on my own behalf, but 
on behalf of Miss Terry, I have enga = { for a period of 
several years. I have, from my earliest youth, always regarded 
Puffinburgh—I beg pardon—Crummlestown—as the cradle of my 
isti to me as it is by the recollection of my early 


F 


’ live, so long as I continue to live by it! (Loud ore). My thoughts 
© 


often turn again to dear old Crummlestown, w has in so 
teresting and substantial a manner set an example to other towns 
the a of Art. So long as you continue to show your 
appreciation of my artistic efforts in so handsome and unmistakable 
a manner, I always be happy to return to the scenes of my 
former triumphs, when I venture to hope that I shall receive at 
least an equal, if not even a greater share, of that public support 
which it is my constant endeavour to earn. (Cheers from the 
Manager of the Box-Office, in which the Orchestra joined. 

“T can ine no better proof of your appreciation of the Drama 
ted by—by—in fact by Myself—(cheers)—and my com- 
pany—(hear ! hear ')—than this brilliant result to which the afore- 
said bear witness. I thank you for your hospitality, and I 
can only say in return, that when you comejto London you will find 
an equal welcome at the Lyceum Theatre. ((reat cheering.) Let 
us know you are i secure your seats in advance, to prevent 
disappointment. Should you not be visiting the Metropolis, you 
ill always find accounts of my sayings and doings in the columns 
of most of the daily papers, ill keep you fully informed as 
to the past, present, and future of the theatre of which | am proud 
to be Read. Ladies and Gentlemen, I thank you for the £4000— 
I mean I thank you four thousand times.” (Loud cheering, amidst 
which Mr. Invine retired.) 


Mr. Irving at Trumpetington. 

In his address to the Young Men's Self-Cultural Association, 
in reference to the social status of the Actor, Mr. Invine said :— 

‘ The Stage is undoubtedly the cheapest form of educating every- 
body—from the highest to the lowest priees— jally those unable 
to read and write. How refreshed in mind will be the Costermonger, 
gifted with poetic aspirations, and the fortunate possessor of a 
shilling, after witnessing any one of the performances at the Lyceum 
Theatre! (Cheers.) But I shall not rest satisfied until I can induce 
the Bishops of the Established Church, Cabinet Ministers, and the 
Ministers of religion of all grades, to . pve their earnest and loyal 
support to the drama as represented—if I may say so without being 
considered istical—by—er—Myself — Youd and prolonged ap- 
— os ich Mr. Pe peat ery Bnaee « come, - 
sen: hone or ph, for we neg. one single 
en sciuntifie inventing — (hear! hear !}’ book - their 
seats at least a month in advance at the Box-oflice of the Lyceum 
Theatre. Gentlemen, this, and this only, is the way to make the 
Stage the one popular educator of the people.” (Immense applause, 
waving of hatsand handkerchiefs, during which Mr. Lavina bowed 
several tumes, and then retired.) 
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Hover Grasses,—Old Father Time’s spectacles. Yet they’re his 





not our 
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curE For Luwnarics/ JUST GOT INTO TROUBLE. 
| Rapesir, AND wiTHOUT CHLOROFORM, TOO, THE OLD RUFFIAN! 
| BE HAD UP BEFORE THE BEAK FoR IT! 
| Miss Diana, “‘StrvE HIM RIGHT, HORRID MAN! 
| WHAT A SPLENDID Ron THAT SECOND HARE GAVE US TO-DAY! 
—AND I WAs IN AT THE DeatnH!!!” 


LONDON CHARIVARI. — 


Sir Slangsby Jaunter, “‘Sae THAT OLD Fettow, Miss Diana ? 
BgeeEN TRYING THE EFFECTS OF 


Don’t WANT TO KNOW ABOUT sUCH PEOPLE. 
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Taat’s Docron KATOHETT, WHO SWEARS HE’S GOING TO FIND A 
EXTREME TERROR AND Bopity FATIGUE ON A 
AND THEN HE KILLED IT, AND DISSECTED ITS BRAIN. GOING TO 


Bow STREET, you KNow !” 


But TALKING oF RaAssits, 
THIRTY MINUTES’ GALLOP WITHOUT A CHECK !—WASN’T IT LOVELY !! 








POLITICAL PARROTS. 


there in the distance P 
Peisthetairus (speaking to hie Raven). Plague take ye! 
creature calls us back !—AristrorpHangs: ‘‘ The Birds.”’ 


Craw!’ craw! Schreck! schreck! O Counsellors cacophonous, 
(Who ’d pull down law or raise our quartern loaf on | 
Your rival charivaris plague and wear us ; 
And poor Jouw Buu ’s worse off than Peisthetairus. 
Cross counsels from the Jackdaw and the Raven, 
The Crested oepte, or the Vulture shaven, 
In Cuckoo-Clo d, seem mere plain simplicity 
Corapared with those which r JOHN in his City 
Of Parrot-Fogdom. Little Tharrelides 
(A Jackdaw, not a Woodcock he. Quid rides? ) 
Was but an innocent and artless chatterer, 
Contrasted with the modern parrot-patterer 
A perch here—there—on every stump around us, 
teady with shrill falsetto to confound us. 
Croaking from “‘ Choral Quiristers of the Marsh,”’ is 
Not half so hoarse, the fog-horn’s blast less harsh is. 
As rival railway whistles shriiled in chorus 
So are these Parrot-shrieks that daily bore us. 
sut seldom have we silence, and not often ease 
Till we ’d invoke the flail of AnIsToPHANES 
To flap the creatures dumb. Their fierce craw-crawing:, 
Opposing shrieks, and mutual clapperclawings, 
Unlike Amphion’s lyre, build , even 
A Nephelococeugia, nor, e’en given 
The walls of that fantastic bird-built town again, 
Could they, like Joshua’s trumpets, blow them down again. 





Euelpides (speaking to his Jackdaw). Right on, do ye say? to the tree 


MORE WORK FOR THE SCHOOL BOARD. 


TuE attention of this august body has been drawn to the lament- 
able ignorance of Literature and Art exhibited by certain legal 


Why, this fanctionaries in a recent libel case, and the question of starting 


Evening Classes for Barristers is under the consideration of the 
| Board. It is proposed that the Classes should be open to Judges as 
| well as Barristers. They will be taught that ‘‘ Pro,” in theatrical 
| slang, is short for ‘‘ Professional ;” and they can also study the 

‘* Pros” and the ‘‘ Cons ” of any special theatrical case by seeing Miss 
| one Gucurist at the Gaiety, who is herself both a ‘ Pro” and 

a ‘* Con, 


| 








Our Climate. 


“ Summer birds, butterflies, and flowers are being heard of all over the 
South of England.”’—Gilobe. 


Wry go to Southern climes, to Naples, Nice, 
Why seek for sunshine in the Isles of Greece ; 
When here are butterflies and birds and flow’rs 
Belonging to the Summer’s brightest hours ? 
The reason ’s plain—before these lines are read 
We may selthenes have frost and snow instead. 





By a Kyrle’d Darling. 

Ovr of compliment to Princess Heten of Waldeck and Prince 
Leopold, every Bachelor of the Albany, if he doesn’t immediately get 
married, will at once go in wsthetically for Wall-dec-orations. 
course there will be plenty of Waldeck-orations at the Royal 
Wedding Festivities. 
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PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. 


Medal to commemorate the latest Stafford Election. 
Stafford (Northcote). 


Pepper for Howell. Salt for 


Medal struck in commemoration of Lord Cowper’s visit to Belfast. 








CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 


Brray and Katie, By Anyerre Lysrer. Illustrated by Harry Furwiss. 
This ought to be light ing,—in fact, at first we thought it was Bryant anp 
May, who strike only on their own box,—and so itis. The illustrati 
are capital, should have been one illumination by the Fiery 
Indian Summer—this sounds “*‘ about as hot as they make ’em ria issued by 
the same firm (GrirFrrH AND F ARRAN)—but the books are a Ray 
and there’s nothing Farran about ’em. The same may be said for Our 
Ones, an Illustra’ Magazine full of short poems and stories most ¢ puitable for 
. 1 me a8 everyone’s little ones, 

le Loving Hearts—for much loving hearts, Children fond of “ boetry 
and | taintin’ ” will like this. 
_4 Gem of an Aunt. A niecey book to read. Title will make it popular. 
Miss Mary ELLIE should follow it with Nephew too Late to Mend. 

We Four. y Mrs. Recrvatp Bray. Illustrations by Miss Extcusen. This 
ought to be esthetic. ‘‘ Four” being quite “ two-two” — but four-tunately it 
= 3 Very interesting story for children from ten to four—no, we mean from 

n to fifteen. 


Holly Berries. Of course for Christmas Holly-days. 


Punchinello’s Picture-Book. By Grorce RovuTLepcE 
AND Sons. Pictures ht of ’em, pictures to left of 
‘em, nearly Five e Hunde Very amusing for Uncle 
Remvs’s frends ** the Chill 

Sea oom By ane Sure. = Author of Good Out of 
Evil Philanthro pic and energetic Lady could give 

us * as Gaol Birds,” also ‘* Industrial School po he ” Pub- 

Navsow ay yw sors. nee and Victory! Book for 
or 
A ape 


Sunday reading 

it had thing to do wi 
ted the family round and am 
, and hushed ev veh Laphooned of them into silence, 
Min? thes this little book at the first 
our oye wes "Still under the 
eda poe hold of a eeinly spiritual work 
imprest hat we ad was brought straight 
hee % the hearts of old and Young under the most 

everyday forms, so that what appeared to 

y sustenance for the body should actually ag 
the soul and the mind, Se ages Snes 
¢ had noticed an inclination to the wo 


“9 and then went on to read how a wi winter time 
basin 


nothing better for lunch than a brimming 
good soup—nothing better for a family dinner where 
are children ” "—(“* Hear! hear!” and other ex- 
lamations, which were with difficulty repressed)—and 
then we fa 

Was Good Things only a cookery book? No—at the 

otter oF avon saw in large type ** Golden Rule.” 
the moral, ‘‘ Read the Golden 
Mataqawilion much interested. We com- 
plied by Pa Rule ”—(we expected ‘‘ Do unto others 
¢.,” or some such invaluable doctrine.) Nota bit. This 
was the Golden Rule—‘* Meat for soups should be put on 
the fire in cold soft water””—then we closed the work, 
dismissed the assembly, and confided it to the house- 
soeue®, wap tells us that the good things are bonnes 
ceenee, and oust to be in }. A. mouth. At the 
close of each — jest fous is a sort o Cook’s Catechism, 
which is yery done; the only mistake in what is 
really a useful Title book’ being, that apparently no dish 
cookery of any sort is perfect without the icular 
sauce and relish which is the invention of this Firm, and 
for a the publication of Good Things is an ingenious 
form of advertisement. 

Get Under the Sunset (awkward position), by Mr. Bram 
Sroxer, M.A. It’s very pretty to look at as to binding, 
pictures and general get-up. Our Special oo. en = 
says, “Oh yes, I like it, but it’s rather too fred yee 
One of the stories reminds me of David and Goliath, me 
(* Tell it not in Gath,” Mr. Sroxen)—‘‘ and there’s not 
very much to laugh at.” A charming book - all that, 
though, perhaps, somewhat above the heads of those who 

are only three feet and a half high. 

- propos of Christmas, we received a box containing 
a picture of a skull on a black background—it nearly 
gave us fits—with two small pamphlets, from one of 
which we quote the following advertisement :—' Ghosts / 
Ghosts! Ghosts! The Mysterious Skull. No doubt the 
most wonderful Ghost ever produced. Startling fot. 
Endless fun for Young and Old.” A nice idea of 
less fun” the outa of this delightful tba 
amusement must have! We can imagine a brutal old 
bachelor, like Scrooge, taking a quantity with a consi- 
derable reduction, and revenging himself on his dear 
godchildren for havin been compelled to knife-spoon- 
and-fork-out at their ning. Ugh! 





Musical Note. 


A propos of novelties at the Birmingham Festival, the 

** Overtures were made to Mr. ARTHUR 

SULLIVAN, and Mr. Josern Barner,” but ‘ without 

Overtures to these Composers! Coals to 

Neweastle! Dr. SuLtivay pnry the game of Patience, 
and Mr. Bauwsy sings, ‘ Not for Joe.” 





Wuat Force ?—When Mr. Briout said that Force was 





no remedy, he probably meant the Police Force. 
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POET’S CORNER. PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 60. 


Or Nonsense Rhymes on well-known 
Names. 


(Music- Publishy. ) 
Says Cramer to Woon, 
** The music is good.” 
Says Woop to Ceaamer, 
** But not for a drama.” 





(Medical, ) 
re JENNER to QUAIN, 
‘| feel a slight pain.”’ 
Says QuALN to JENNER, 
‘* My fee is a ‘ tenner,’” 


(A Trade Union.) 
Says Howe t to James, 
** Now don’t call me names.” 
Says James to Howe11, 
‘Then you drop that towel.” 





{t the Gallery of Illustration. ) 

Says Reep to Grain, 
{’ve such a pain!” 
Says Grarn to REED, 

‘Then smoke a weed.” 


(Haberdashery. ) 
Says TuresHer to GLENYIF, 
| ‘**Do lend me a penny.” 
Says OLENNIE to THRESHER, 
! will, Sir, with pleasure.” 


From Durham, 





Au!” exclaimed the Bishop, ie 
peaking of Mr. Joun Pease, the ~—— 
| Quaker, ‘‘ he isa Friend indeed.” =F 


‘In the Newcastle Cathedral,” 
said another Friend te the Bishop 
of Durnam, ‘‘ there should be an 
aisle dedicated to Prasr.”’ 
| _** Asit will be only a temporary 

affair,” replied the Bishop, ‘‘ it 
had better be called a ‘ Pease 
alley.’ But we want some more 


tif) 
¥, 





cum ! Pease be with you!”’ added 








Pease to shell out. Paz vobis-| MR. H. J. BYRON, 


his Lordship, as he drove away |THE PRE-EMINENTLY sUCCESSFUL DRAMATIST, JUNIOR MEMBER OF 


in the episcopal carriage. THE INTERNATIONAL LITERARY ASSOCIATION, WHOSE PIECES, 
The above is communicated by WHICH HAVE HELPED MANY MANAGERS TO GET ON SWIMMINGLY, 
. ” 
our old friend, Ben Trovato. | SHOULD ALWAYS BE ALLUDED TO BY THEM AS ‘** OuR Buoys. 


| 
- MUD FOR MUDFORD. 


His Grace io, Dee of Mup- 
FORD appears growing 
very unpopular in the neighbour- 
hood of Mad-Selad ‘Market. "At 
a meeting of parishioners, held 


to organise an tion to a 
Phar pl Rate,” it was stated 
e appeals ra 
assessment for the “* Ket; 


i ey | mutt, parishioners 
erives a , on 
who are already too heavily 
taxed; and that he appoints the 
Rector of St. Paul’s, Covent Gar- 
den, but i Act 
of Parliament of the beautiful 
Grorces, and refuses to pay an 
share of the obnoxious r’s 
Rate, which is only a Church-rate 
under another name. These and 
other “7, offences have at last 
aroused the inhabitants of the 
district, who seem bent upon or- 
ganised mischief. It is probable 
that a deputation will wait upon 
Mr. PARNELL in h Gaol, 
Mr. Lirrrer, Q.C., and Mrs. Sure, 
to ask them if they will kindly 
gests the Seldom-at-Home- 
cretary time to look into the 
whole question of Mud-Salad 
Market. 





Mons. Marius is to be the 
| sng of the new Avenue 
heatre. Shakspearian chorus :— 
| Ban, Ban Ca—Caliban ! 
’ Ave-a-new Theatre, 
’Ave a new man! 


We wish him every possible 
success, and may we never hear 
that history has repeated itself 
by showing us MaRius weeping 
among the ruins, 








Tue Pistol that was discovered 
on the Brighton line was not 
found by the Police. But an 
Inspector took it up—to town. 











HOW IT HAS TO BE DONE! 


Telegram from Philanthropic Tourist, Constantinople, to Foreign 
Secretary, London. 

Have reseued thirteen English boys. They have no clothes and 
no home. Will you kindly order them to receive wearing apparel 
and to be sent to England. Letter on its way to the Daily Papers, 
describing my adventures. 

Telegram from Foreign Secretary, London, to Philanthropic 
Tourist, Constantinople. 

CONGRATULATE F pac heartily upon your rescue. Rather difficulty 
about clothing and passage money. ill see what can be done. In 
meantime, do what you can yourself. Shall look out for your letters 
in papers with interest. 


Note from Foreign Secretary to Home Secretary. 
Dear Harxy, 


| passage to England and some trousers. Surely this is your matter ’ 
Yours sincerely, 
(Signed) GRANNY. 
Answer to the Above. 
Dear GRANNY 
Bosu! It’s yours ! 
Harky. 





Yours sincerely, 
(Signed) 


Tere are thirteen boys waiting at Constantinople for a 


Note from Foreign Secretary to Home Secretary. 


Dear Harky, 


Don’t play the fool. I say you must do something. 


Dear GRANNY, 


ours sincerely, 
( Signed) GRANNY. 


Answer to the Above. 


I am not playing the fool. I won’t do anything. 


Yours sincerely, 
(Signed) Harky. 


Telegram from Philanthropic Tourist to Foreign Secretary. 
My thirteen boys are still waiting for their clothes and passage 


,money. Kindly remit both. 
Answer to the Above. 


I must refer you to the Home Secretary. 


Reply of Home Secretary to Similar Telegram. 


Pease apply to the Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs. 
Identical Telegram addressed to Home and Foreign Secretaries by 


Philanthropic Tourist. 


WI1t you kindly grant me an interview ? 
Identical Reply to the Above from both Secretaries. 
| Nothank you. Write a despatch. 
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Chatty Passenger (on G, W. Railway). ‘‘ How PLAINLY You CAN sk& THE LicHTs OF HANWELL From THE harLway !" 
Silent Man (in the corner), ‘‘ Not HALF 80 PLAIN AS THE LIGHTS OF THE TRAIN LOOK FROM HANWELL ! 
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[All change at the next Staion. 











Communication from Philanthropic Tourist to both Secretaries. 


I po not think the Public will be pleased fat the treatment my 
thirteen boys have received. 


Communication to Philanthropic Tourist from Home Secretary. 

I say, can’t you get some Private Individual to pay for the 
clothes ? 

Ditto from Foreign Secretary. 

Loox here, surely some one won’t mind defraying the passage 

money ? 
Angry Hint of Philanthropic Tourist to both Secretaries. 
I won’r stand any more nonsense! The boys can be provided for 


if they are brought over, and unless they are I shall at once place 
the whole affair before the British "public. 


Immediate Rejoinder. 

Our dear Sir, our — dear Sir! You are not in earnest, we are! 
Everything has been ordered to your complete satisfaction, so pray 
don’t say anything more about an exposure! We cannot sufficiently 
thank you for your kindness in this matter! Bless you! Bless 
you! Bless you! 

P.S. by Home Secretary. 

So much to do just now about Industrial Schools, or should have 
attended to your Arabs at once. Quite appreciate your efforts, 
Bless you! 








FenIAN PROSECUTION AT BRaDFORD.—Tosrn or not Tost, that’s 
the question. 





Wire From Natat To Lorp Kriweertey.— Send one better 
than S—enp—aLt.”’ 





Sien For A TAVERN rn Coram Srreet.— Coram Publico. 


THE CITY ARAB’S CHOICE, 


Lonpow Arab? Yus, that’s me. But I don’t percisely see, 

When they gives us rummy names, where the mighty use may be. 

Potry chaps and parson coves,—them as preach to us so fine, 

And wot sings us luvly hymns, which they gives out line by line— 

Talks a patter o’ their own, like a gipsy or a prig, 

But I don’t quite understand their pertikler little rig. 

Lambs and fountings, and all that, sounds astremely nice, ol), yus! 

But I can’t azackly see wot they ad an to do with hus. 

Simlar, why they calls us chaps London Arabs flummoxed me 

Till my chummy Scholard Mrxe, who’s a mark at A. B. C., 

Read me LirriEr’s little tale ; now I’m fly to it, in course, 

Which a Arab’s life all round seems.a game o’ pitch and torse. 

Wot’s we made for? That licks me. There don’t seem to be ro | 
room 

For such odd uns out as me, ev’n with lierghts or a broom, 

| ’Cept we’re game to take our kicks geist and ’umble, like a dog, 

|’ Long o’ wails upon our backs and black beadles in our prog. 

Wot’s the odds, I want to know, if it’s Arab blokes abroad, 

| Or them other leatherin’ lot wot they keeps at the Skool Board ? 

| Kicks is kicks, a starve ’s a starve, nor it don’t improve the fun 

| When yer aven’t got dog’s luck and can’t even cut and run. 

| Nekked feet and string-tied rags ain’t so lummy, s’elp me, No! 

N’ yet a snooze upon a step when them reglar North ’uns blow. 

Then to live upon the scout, no pe nowheres day or night, 

Not no snacks and not no sleep, whilst a ’elmet is in sight : 

To be down upon yer luck with thie fever or the cramp, 

And to ’uddle in a ’ole where it’s always cold or damp! 

No, a London Arab’s life isn’t Evvin, by a lot; 

But then wot’s a cove todo? Nothin’ better ’s to be got. 

Far’s J see. t Lrrrier party shows it ain’t no use abroad, 








And they roy A serves yer wus if yer copped by the Skool Board, 
So yer don’t ketch me, not willin, goin’ in for eether fate, 
Arab brutes nor ’Dustrial blokes,—I prefers the gutter—straight ' 
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FARIN’S FOREIGNERS. 


Lwvrrep to see “the Wonder of Wonders,” and “the Miracle of 
Mortal Marvels,” I went to the Westminster Aquarium. I found 
that ‘‘ Captain Groners CosrenTenvs, a noble 

k tattooed from head to foot by the 

ing in Rebellion 
exhibited in the 





plactrds pataide the, beilding, in the’ firs 
‘J in ’ 
‘the noble Greek” had been shown under- 


, 80 to ’ : 
ing at of an exception- 


o : WE 
etl fe tattooing fai 
——— air 
ally beautifal Indian maiden, in the second, 
‘the Leopard Boy” was in a sa’ mood about to spring 
upon an unseen intruder with all the wild of a wounded tiger. 
But this was not all. I was i with a pamphlet, purporting 
to be ‘‘the Life and Adventures of Captain CosrenTenvs, the 
tattooed Greek Prince, written himself, and translated from the 
original by Professor Demeret, Athens. : P 
‘Tt contains all the information,” observed a Gentleman in morning 
| dress, tastefully relieved by a large diamond solitaire shirt-stud—“‘ it 
contains all the information, but is slightl exaggerated ine 
| was sorry to learn this, as the Captain s adventures were 
certainly deeply interesting. I will y quote the passage in 
which the Captain sums up his career :— 
‘‘T am the only living man of a civilised stock that saw NawA Saurtn die, 
and it wae my bare hands, nerved by the desperate fury of a bereaved husband 
nd father, that rid the earth of that villain. Almost alone of civilised men 
I traversed the plains of Turkistan long before the Russians took Khiva. i 
alone stole the SHan’s daughter from Teheran, and married a princess in spite 
f all the power of an empire. I alone of all men have survived the torture 
if tattooing, and I am the only human being of my kind in all the wide 
world. But I am alone, and the last of my race. In me the blood of Con- 
®TANTINE THE GREAT, the first Christian Emperor of the Roman world, flows 
ite last drops ere it dries up for ever.” 


Under these circumstances I can only repeat that it is a thousand 
pitiee that the Captain’s adventures should be admittedly a little 
** exaggerated.” . ; 

I was gratified to hear that there was “‘ no indelicacy in the Exhi- 
bition, as theSChief had been shown to all the European crowned 
heads, princesses, and that sort of thing!’ My satisfaction was how- 
ever slightly decreased when I learned, that I “‘ must not pull him 
about, as he had rather a short temper.” This was attributed to the in- 
digo, which had not harmed him in any other way, if I except ‘a slight 
trembling in the right hand and a little weakness in the eyesight.” 

In the centre of the room was a scaffold draped with green cloth. 
Upon this scaffold a gentlemanly-looking person, wearing an Eastern 
shawl, gracefully mounted. He was very fat. He smiled and bowed. 
He then threw off his shawl, and revealed himself in a costume con- 
sisting of a few medals, three or four ribbons, a couple of bath- 
slippers, several rings, and last, but certainly not least, a pair of 
velvet bathing-drawers. He was purple from head to foot. I took 
him at first to be an obese acrobat, who had discarded ‘‘ The Variety 
Entertainment” upon making the discovery that “‘ the lofty tumbling 
business’ was a little too much for his weight. The corpulent but 
gentlemanly-looking person glanced at the wearer of the diamond 
solitatre, who immediately commenced to deseribe him. The purple 
covering turned out to be tattoo-marks. He had received 7,000,000 
penctanes. He had lost a great deal of blood, but, on the whole, so 

was given to understand, the tattooing had rather with him. 

“What is his height ?” asked a spectator. 

The Exhibitor addressed the ‘‘ tattooed Noble” in one of the 
thirteen languages with which his Lordship was said to be conversant. 
There was a great deal of gesticulation, and then the spectators were 
told abruptly that he was *‘ about six feet in his boots.” 

Then the Prince descended, and gracefully shook hands with those 
present. Naturally, I felt rather nervous about “pulling him 
about,” after the caution I had received, but some ladies were more 
courageous. He was very gracious, and seemed rather jocular about 
his tattoo-marks. A curious representation, a perenti of a Dutch 
doll, inseribed on the back of the upper part of one of legs, was 
wat It ie imaglaed thes there fe eriting round every object,” said th 

“it is i is ev ° sal e 
| Exhibitor, ‘* but no one has been able fo decipher it.” , a8 


The | ten or twelve seeming] 
co e. He was 


had upon the visi 





This was strange as the Prince in his adventures had asserted that 
the executioner was the brother of one “Captain Perrxies,” an 
Italian pirate who had fallen under his hand shot through the heart 
at a marriage feast! However, this little detail might have been 
* slightly e ted.” Then the presents that had been given to 
the Noble by the Emperors Narotzow and Writ1amM and the late 
Czar of Russta were pointed out, and the second part of the per- 
formance commenced. 

_The Prince returned to his scaffold and smiled. I imagine a little 
disdainfully. Then ‘‘ the Leopard Boy,” whose terrible it had 
frightened me outside the ium, was introduced. A lad of about 
nigger, half white, joined his noble 


ved with appla 
that it became n 


to request hi ee iS ney the bol” 
ecessary m “‘no e fool.” 
After this he subsided he was or tread 
tors’ toes.” 


ered severely “‘ not to 
was nothing savage about him. He 
looked more like an infant clown than a human tiger—and ‘* behaved 


as such |” 

After a while, the Crspeas of Case two curiosities having become 
SN Seatees, Ils . In spite of the strange adventures 
of the first, and the startling portrait of the last, I do not think I 
shall go to see them again! 





PISCATOR’S PAN. 


“Pustic Riots or Fisttrc tm rae Taames.—At Maidenhead on 
Tuesday, the adjourned summons taken out by Sir Rocsr Patmer 
against a man named bevy > water- bailiff, for fishing in the came on 

in for hearing before a full bench of Magistrates at the Police Court. Mr. 
1LpBY Wricut, instructed by Mr. Jonzs, of Maidenhead, prosecuted ; 
and Mr. Crump, solicitor to the ts Defence Association, appeared 


for the defence. After hearing the case the and seeing Sir 
RooEr Patmen’s title-deed to private rights of in the Thames, the 
Magistrates dismissed the summons, and gave £8 8s. . The case excited 
great interest in the neighbourhood, and the Court was crowded.” 

Hooray! Victorious ! Triumphant ditties, 

It’s grand, it’s glorious ! To think he bit his 

Sir Roger PaLMER Great greedy fingers, 

Has got it warmer, And fancy lingers 

Thar he — ; On the sweet notion 

And, though protected Of Patmer’s potion. 

By musty parchment, 


** You think a ’re great, 7 ? 
—_ an nt pounds eight, 


!”’ meant. 


Found out what ‘‘ marc 
Spite of the might 

Of Wirprey WRIGHT, 
Or the law-laden head 
Of Jongs of Maidenhead, 


He could not win his 


Such joy brings dizziness. 
I—save in business— 

Would never harm a worm; 
But'this—this Palmer-worm !— 


Bad case. Eight Guineas!!! Well, may he fail, if 
It’s really scrumptious ! A water-bailiff, 
Beshrew such bumptious Or other hearty 

And bloated codgers, Old angling party, 


Such swol’n Sir RoeErs ! 
He stop our angling 

By legal wrangling ? 

Oh, dash, drat, blow him! 
Our Crump will show him. 
Done like a dumpling ! 

A regular Crump-ling! 
Oh, worms and gentles, 

It warms one’s “ mentals ” 
More than much whiskey, 
I feel quite frisky ! 

Oh, perch and barbel! 

My lips must warble 


He ever stops again. 

I’m broom-and-mops again 

With joy. Good omen, 

Grit—splendid nomen 

For friend of fishing !|— 

Your health! Here’s wishing 

You sport, old codger ! 

And may Sir Rocer 

His gruel hot get, 

Who yet could not get— 

The ing willin’— 

His hook thts Gru in! 
Yah! 











NOVEMBER GOOSEBERRIES. 


Srer,—Here at Eastbourne,Swhere I let eligible furnished apart- 
ments at an exceptionally moderate rate, we are enjoying an 
exceedingly mild autumnal season. To show the salubrity of the 
atmosphere, exactly suitable for bronchial patients (who would 
receive every attention in my house), I may mention that I have at 
present in my garden several beds of ripe strawberries, as well as 
raspberries, nectarines, peaches, pineapples, cocoanuts, tea-plants, 
tobacco-plants (the latter yielding excellent cigarettes), besides a 
number of other delightful natural products, such as cloves, curry- 

wder, and nutmegs. I have also a vacancy for a few lodgers or 
enn only at two and a half guineas per week, and remain, 

Your obedient servant, 


Eastbourne. MaeGwnorra Frexrs. 








‘“‘THe Lazy Muxsrre.” writes to say——but we haven’t room 
for him in this Number.—Ep. 





G@ TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope, 
Copies should be kept. 
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BITTERS AT THE CLUB. 


MacStodge (Pictor ignotus), ‘‘ WHo’s THAT GOING ouT?” 
O’ Duffer ( Pictor ignotissimus), ‘‘OnE Ernest RAPHAEL SoOPELY, WHO PAINTED 
Lapy Mrpas!” 
MaeStodge. ‘‘Ou, THE Artist /” 
O’Duffer. “‘No. Tae Royat AcApEmiciaAn/” 





UNDER THE CLOAK, 
“ Charity covereth a multitude of sins.’’—O/d Proverb with a new Point. 


ScenE—<An Audience-Chamber. Present—Cuanriry, Jonn Butt, and 
Mr. Ponca. 


John Bull (effusively to Charity). Yes, Madam, my little island, I am proud 
to say, is your chosen home. Here Institutions—Temples I may say—are dedi- 
cated to your service in number and variety unmatched elsewhere. The treasure 
annually laid voluntarily upon your shrine is the marvel of other nations, If 
there is one thing upon which I congratulate myself-—— 

Mr. Punch (drily). My dear Joun, there are many—foo many, perhaps. 


All. It is! It is! 
Mr, Punch. In consideration of adequate salaries ? 

All (with less effusion and unanimity). Ye-es—no-o— 
ah-h—that is to say—ah !—— 

Mr. Punch. Well, at least you are all paid for your 
services. The charity which you administer is no more 
row own than the dog’s food is the gift of the man who 
ooks after the kennels. You need not trouble to assent, 
with or without qualification, because it is indisputable 
matter of fact, though haps, put plainly, it strikes 
you in a new light. Well now, do you consider your 
patients and potigers duly grateful—— 

Dr. Drivem. To us, for all our care and kindness ? 
I’m sorry to be compelled to answer in the negative. 
They seem frequently to be inspired with a very imper- 
fect sense of the favours they receive at our hands. 

Mrs. Matron Hoitytoity. Their lack of deference and 
docility is sometimes lamentable. 

Mrs. Nurse Naggem. Want as much waiting on as 
if they was ies and Gentlemen, and paid for it. 

Entry Porter. Orful job to make ’em stand in their 
proper places and wait their turn. ‘Ave to be down 
on ‘em batey ; worry ’em like sheep a’most, J can tell 


rr. Bumble, "Rar! ’Ear! A nasty wexing, wor- 
= illeonwenient, bragian lot, as arskes for wot’s 
give to’em free gratis for nothin’, as bold and howdaci- 
1s as if, they paid us to wait on’em, If I’d my way 


r. Punch. That will do, Mr. Bumare. You are paid 
to wait on them, , though not by them. That 
is precisely the little fact that you all seem to overlook. 

spirit in which you have all responded—the same 
varie whether expressed in the ¢ t periods of 
Dr. Drtvem, or the less refined idiom of Mr. Bumnte— 
is evidence, I fear, of the spirit in which you are apt too 
often to administer—administer only remember—the 
bounties of Charity {to |the objects of her care. I’ve 
heard unpleasant stories of needless harshness and very 
unealled-for haughtiness, of free indulgence in insolent 
suggestion and supercilious snubbing, of honest, and 
often gently born sick folk, kept waiting during weary 
hours in seatless rooms, exposed to the rudeness of 
churlish Jacks-in-Office, and the none too delicate 
dealing of bumptious Doctors. 

Dr. Drivem. These stories, Sir,— 

Mr. Punch. Are true, many of them, I know. There 
are many things in the inner life of Hospitals and In- 
firmaries, which need the Public eye upon them. Mine 
"\ Charity Coternly) Me itis menet t be marred in th 

. My gifts must no marred in the 
manner of giving. Charity churlishly administered is 
Charity degraded and defeated of her aims. The 
, like the opulent, need kindness and con- 

f , often | as much as they need drugs and 
diet. The paid Almoners of my bounty—the National 
bounty—are not to lesson or frustrate my purposes of 
help and healing, by any manifestations of their personal 


ce, 

Mr. Punch, Precisely so. Realise the fact, Dr. 
Daivem, that neither you nor any of your fellow- 
servants of the Public here, has more right to be rude or 
heoel: Wo & penile peunes ee 6 ital pallet than toa 

t in a Belgravian chamber—at any 


sick « 


John Bull ered). Why, what do you mean ? 7 i 
Mr. Ponch. 1 mean. that indiseriminate self-eulogy is one of your littl poet the public Gcdsts of peters wivie s - 
weaknesses. Indiscriminate, I say. You are apt to pat your own with port Aad bow nh for the purse, 
your eyes shut, and without considering with sufficient care the grounds of your John Bull. W Mr. Pox ch T don’t feel quite 
ay lacency. . E44 wb as 1 did prone? Sora ities. 
ohn Bull, But surely the service of Charity. s ’ ‘ h. They are wg oo hg —_— 
Mr. Punch. Isa holy one. But how about its Ministers ? Burt, pa - a to ’ ¢ fairly’ > Bat 
John Bull, Oh, I suppose they are all right. Officiali wr exten’ pret y istered 
Mr. Punch. Of course you do. Charity and I are not quite so comfortably cultured or ill ¥ callous Rat eruel in 
satisfied on that point. Suppose we have a few of them in, and question them, its deali ith the of po 
Enter sundry Doctors, Matrons, Nurses, and other Dignitaries and Servitore {OF Ot youth, unless y seting wn ing under the Public 
Srom Hospitals, Infirmaries, and Workhouses. eye. ped black even in 2, as o° 5 or, 


John Bull (surveying them as the leader of a Salvation Army might be 
supposed to review his mustered troops). Ah! a brave, benevolent, and highly 
respectable lot. Madam, you may be proud of your Ministrants, 

Charity. Humph!  * 

Mr. Punch, Well, Ladies and Gentlemen, you are all Almoners in the holy 
cause of Charity. 

All (Chorus a a song). Weare! Weare! Weare! Hooray! 
; Mr. Punch. Your duty is to minister to the sick, the suffering, and the 

estitute. 





poems Bull, You must keep you eye on them, Mr. 
CH. 
Mr. Punch (emphatically). 1 mean to! 





THe best way to afford instant relief to anyone 
prong og ee water on the brain is to give him a good 
tap on the head. 
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| guilt, yet he had a heart. 
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Volunteer Captain ( Acting Major first time). ‘‘ Now THEN! WHAT ARE YOU Boys STARING AT ? 


BEFORE ?” 


Dip YOU NEVER SEE A WAR-HoRSE 


Boys (who had followed expecting a ‘‘ spill.”) ‘‘ AYE—WE’VE WHILES SEEN A WAUR HorsE, BUT NEVER A WAUR RIDER!” 








THE CRIMINAL OF THE FUTURE. 
(A Chapter from a forthcoming Romance.) 


Strprery Dick hurried away from the scene of hiscrime. His 
knowledge of the law told him that his only chance of safety depended 
upon immediate flight. ‘‘ It is no time for idle remorse,” he mur- 
mured, as he rapidly disguised himself, by assuming a false nose, a 
pair of blue spectacles, and the smock-frock of an agricultural 
labourer. ‘* The deed is done, and if I am caught I must pay the 
penalty. Oh, would I were once again an innocent child!” 

And this strong man burst into a very agony of grief, and wept 
long and bitterly. Though his career was stained with the deepest 
Nay—more—he had a mother! He 


| remembered her at this supreme hour of his misery. 





**Take a drink of water, mate,” said a workman kindly. 
look pale, and I think it will do you good.” 

Dick drained the goblet, to the dregs. Then he hurried on. 

‘* Had that honest artizan known who and what I am,” he thought 
with a shudder, ‘‘ would he have offered me a friendly drink ?”’ 

Then he blushed all over with shame. For this guilty creature 
had once been a church en. He had been loved and respected 
in the days gone by. His name had fi in subscription lists, and 
he had a wife, children, and a happy home! 

‘* Ali gone!” he murmured with a sob, “All gone! I ama 
wretched outeast. Idare not take a man’s hand, for did he recognise 
me, he would spurn me for the miserable wretch I am!” 

yy this time he had reached the railway station. He assumed the 
diuleet of the country, and asked for a third-class ticket to London. 
It was given to him. As he hastily entered a compartment, he 
fancied he heard the porters talking dhout him. 

ve 7 they catch him,” said one of these officials, ‘‘ he won’t get 
much mercy.” 

**And he don’t deserve it,” cried another, indignantly, ‘‘ The 
brute should be punished ——” 

StupPeRY Dick heard no more. He rushed into a smoking carriage 
and muffling up his face in an old shawl, slunk into a dark 
corner. They were discussing his crime even there ! 


“You 





“They say that he’s escaped,” observed a youth, who had 
evidently been educated by the School Board, lighting his pipe. 
‘* It will be disgraceful if he gets away. Such py tery | 
not be at large for a single hour.’ 

‘*Nay, you are too hard upon him,’ remonstrated a venerable 
Clergyman, who was travelling third-class, apparently that he might 
be able to give more to the deserving poor. ‘‘ He may yet repent.” 

** Repent!’ echoed the youth, puffing away at his pipe. ‘‘ How 
can such as he repent? His wickedness is too great, wl” 

‘* Tt is never too late to mend!” replied the benevolent and aged 
ecelesiastic, looking at Strppery Dick, and raising his eyes to the 
ceiling. ‘* Believe me, even the most hardened may be won 
over by gentleness and mercy.” 

Strprery Dick felt inclined to fall upon Gog epee neck, 
and kiss him. With a superhuman effort he restrai his emotion. 
And then they began to talk of his awful crime once age. Oh, 
how they denounced him! He could bear it no longer. He had to 
open the window, to put his head out and shriek. At the very 
first Station he quitted the train. 

‘*This mental strain is too much for me,” he cried. ‘I must 
confess to somebody. y horrible secret is killing me!” 

As he said this a turned round, and found the aged Clergyman 
standing beside him. ‘ 

* Ah! you, Reverend Sir, shall know all my wickedness! ” he cried. 

“Stop!” shouted the other, suddenly throwing off a white wig 
and a clerical wideawake ; ‘it is my duty to caution you that any- 
thing you say will be taken down and against you at your 
trial. retched man, know that I am Hawxsnaw the Detective !” 

The instinct of self-preservation is implanted in every breast. 
Sirprery Dick made a desperate effort toescape. 

‘* No, you don’t !”’ cried HawxksHaw, seizing his prisoner by the 
throat, ** Your time is come. I have a warrant for your ap - 

‘** On what charge ?” 

Then came the awful answer— , 

‘On the charge of bribery and corruption at the last contested 
Election!” And loading his captive with gigantic chains, the 
Detective dragged off the miserable culprit to prison ! 
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THE BOY AT RUGBY JUNCTION. 
Ticket-Collector Punch. ‘‘ Now, younc GENTLEMAN, GOING To Starrorp!” 


Master Georgey Joey Goschen. ‘‘ OH DEAR, NO!—RATHER THE OTHER WAY. But I DO LIKE STOPPING ON THIS PLATFORM. 


Irs 
A NICE REsT, AND ONE CAN SEE SUCH A LOT THAT'S GOING ON, YoU KxNow!” 








A Shock to Glenelg. | Ir Mrs, Lawerry can sing, she should come out in Opera instead 


: of Drama. Mrs. Lanerry, and one song—the hit of the piece of 
a strange ods of = costioanalee, om rey slight, course—would be a great attraction. 
as, we read, at Glenelg felt one Saturday night ; “ daw ; inele air.” 
And what ’s more, as we read further on, it appears ee eo ae 
’Tis the third time an earthquake has come in three years. 
If the place upside down been turned, just the same A “‘pamPER” is a pretty heavy muffinish cake. Does an Austra- 
"Tw have as you'll see if you read o’er the name. lian ever think of whetting his appetite with a damper ? 




















| been honestly done. 
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FROM YOUTH TO AGE. 
A Confidential Correspondence between Eminent Personages.) 


« Immortal Age beside immortal Youth, 
And all I was in ashes.””—TitrHonvs. 


No. IV.—From Mr. Robert Lowe, M.P. for Sydney, N. S. W. (1849), 
to Viscount Sherbrooke, 


My DEAR SHERBROOKE, 

Lirrie did I dream when, thirty years ago, I sat in the 
Colonial Council of Sydney and rasped men older than myself, that 
| should ever come to address you seated in the House of Lords at 
Westminster. It is a far ery from New South Wales to the Peers’ 
Robing Room, from the Colonies to a Coronet ; but I don’t suppose 
that any will grudge you the advance. It is very remarkable, my 
lear Bon, (exeuse this lapse into familiarity, but when we’re among 
urselves, we’re glad enough to throw aside the trammels of our 
state)—a curious thing that, considering all the hard knocks you 
have given in your time, there are no people lurking round corners 
with the intent to fetch you one for your nob. 
| like to think of this, and so do you, dear Bos, cynic as you are 
aring, as you say, for no one’s opinion. It all comes of the general 
conviction, that whatever you ’ye done, whether right or wrong, has 
You’ve never crawled on your hands and knees 
for any man’s fayour, whether Peer or, that still more important 


mage, the Work- 





perso 
= = ing Man. You’d face 
| an angry mob in Palace 
Yard with as little fear 


as you have, in times 
past, confronted an 
angry crowd in the 
House of Commons; or, 
what has been 

bear, the reproaches of 


ood-will you value. 

ou’ve always been 
straightforward and 
plucky, standing to your 
guns even at moments 











1849 
when there was some danger that they might burst 


188i 








rst and make an end 
of you, with all your quips and er and classical oddities. 

in political life you never had but one ion, and that 
was animosity, not untinetured with contempt, or Dizzy. He paid 
you back in your own coin, and next to snubbing a deputation, there 
were few things that raised your spirits to the pitch of exhilaration 
reached in prospect of a tussle with Dizzy. It was, I know, a little 
sad for you to leave your old companions and the scene of many 
battles, for the gilded quietude of the Upper House. You’re a man 
of the people, Bos, with all your aristocratic tendencies, which have 
always been rather scholarly than snobbish. But, of course, 
you couldn’t join a Government pledged further to extend the 
suffrage, and it would not do to have you, old war-horse though you 


be, stalled on a back bench below the y- You took a Peerage, 


not because you  perceniany wanted it, but because it was, on the 
whole, the best possible for your friends. And now you sit 
mute, if not An | on the back amid a score of elderly 
mediocrities whose pretensions to be born legislators you secretly 
despise. 

_ 1’m sorry for you, Bos, but not ashamed, which is something to 
be said by so old and intimate afriend. You have fought your fight 
and have sheathed your sword. But as you sit in the dimly lighted 
chamber, you haye many memories of bright forays, and of a life 
well and honourably spent in the service of yourself and your 
country. That you may live long to enjoy the rest which you ‘ve 
earned if you don't enjoy, is the wish of your early and still devoted 
iriend, Roxpert Lowe. 


No. V.—From Vernon Harcourt, Q.C. (Home Circuit, 1866), to the 
Home Secretary. 
My pear Sm Wrii11aM, 

Ir is a little odd to me to address you thus, not so much in 
respect of the title as of the name. We began life as ‘‘ Vexnon,”’ 
and did very well except at the Bar. But we always were fond of 
an alias, and I dare say your new connection with the Police has 
strengthened the tendency. Whether as ‘*‘ Vernon Haxcovrt,” 
** Historicus,” or “* Sir Witt,” there ’s no mistaking our identity 
wherever it presents itself. The only time;I am in a little doubt 
about myself is when I find under your signature, or uttered in your 
voice, some personal pane ic on GiapstonE. Is it true what I 
hear, that, on being knighted, you elected to be known as “ Sir 
WiLL14M,” out of compliment to your great leader? If so, all I can 
say is that you are surprisingly . Why, my dear Vernon— 
1 mean Sir Wittiam—do you forget some passages, alike in private 





speech and'in public address, bearing on the same subject? At least 
you can’t forget, for it is written down in Hansard, how, when just 
after the,General Election of 1874, GLapstonz appearing hopelessly 
under the water, we —— - 
| = ——] turned upon him, as he 
sat in dejected retire- 
| ment at the end of the 
front Opposition bench, 
and belaboured him as 
in later days ye have 
belaboured PARNELL. 
Don’t you remember 
how delighted the Con- 
i| servatives were, how 
they cheered and 
laughed, and how Dizzy 
*| sat looking across the 
table to see how GiLap- 
STONE stood it ? Se . 
LOf course, we made a mistake then, generalising a little too 
nickly, after our fashion. We thought GLapstonE was played out 
that he was down, and might safely be kicked, which in truth seeme 
to be the case. He had a few months earlier taken us into his Go- 
vernment, and made us a Knight. If he had won at the General 
Election, naturally things would have been different, We acted then 
for the best, and I’m bound to say you’ve now boldly grasped the 
nettle. No one listening to you as, with tears in your voice, you 
protest the humblest devotion to our great and glorious leader, will 
think that you’re the same man who performed that little scene in 
the House of Commons, now seven years old. Some men with such 
memories would be silent on this particular Foint, but that would be 
at best a commonplace way of meeting the difficulty. Yours is 
characteristically bolder, and likely to be successful. 
What are you going to do next, Vernon? Is it the Woolsack or 
Gtapstone’s place when it’s empty? I’m much younger than 


_—-- 
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ou, and it’s only because I’ve passed off so far as one exceptionally 
vies that I buatene to offer you my adyice, which is to go for the 
Woolsack. I don’t think you would do for the House of Commons. 


You’re smart and clever, and amuse the House with sometimes 
admirable imitations of Dizzy’s style. The House wants to 
amused above all things, next to being guided. But that is an 
imperative distinction, and our volatile temperament and tendency 
to overestimate ourselves, sometimes lead us to guide parties into 
the ditch. 

I cannot conceiyé you Premier, or even Leader of the House of 
Commons; but to see you Lord Chancellor would be exquisite, far 
away the best and completest joke you ever made. How well you 
would look in the robes! How touching to see you repressing the 
youthful ardour of Lord Dewan, or hinting that SrRATHEDEN AND 
CAMPBELL was getting a little wide of the mark! And then to think 


of you presiding in the Appellate Court, nominally and actually the 
Chief Taetieesy | Do go for the Woolsack, Vernon. The 
House of Lords rises early, has long recesses, and in time you would 


be able, with your great quickness, to pick up a little law. 
Always yours ly, 
Vernon Harcourt. 





«ROUND THE WORLD YACHTING.” 


Drrecr.y we saw the following notice— 


OUND THE WORLD YACHTING.—Notice.—The latest oppor- 
R tunity for JOINING the steam yacht CEYLON at Port Baid is by 
Overland Mail, Dec. 9.—Apply, &c. 
_ ith a billet—it sounds murderous, but it 

ave Caneel ont ae isn’t. He shan’t embark on the 
Ceylon, and mix with the other 
illustrators and the pressgang on 


board. No. We have bought him 
a yacht all to himself: a twenty- 
tonner— 
A wunner 
Twenty-tonner— 


and provided him with a Captain 
~and Crew. A twenty-tonner only 
requires two men, so one is the 
Captain, and the other the Crew. 
If any dispute arises, our Corre- 

spondent must settle it ; butwe have 
suggested that they should take it turn and turn about, and so play 
fair. One man can be, Captain on, Monday, y and 
Friday, and the other on Tuesday, Thursday and y. Sun- 
day, as a dies non—both can be Captains, can be a Post- 
Captain, the other a Pillar-Captain, or any other term they like to 








~ 
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select. The Crew won’t be admitted to the 
Captain’s mess: the Captain will mess 
alone: so will the Crew: so will our Corre- 
spondent. On Sunday they can unite, and 
make one jolly mess of it between them. 

The vessel is completely ‘ found ””—we 
found her—in every respect. Not havin 
had time to christen her, she has gone o 
without a name, but this canbe rectified at 
the first port our Correspondent puts in at. 
The yacht is filled up with the very latest 
improvements, false keel (for disguise), 
slidi and jury masts (as required 
by law), implements for raking fore and 
aft, with a model of Plymouth Hoe, only 
to be used by the Hoe-ner; the deck is 
fitted with colney-hatches, hot and cold 
baths below, porter up all night, telephones 
for every part of the world to our office, so 
that only authentic news can be published 
in this paper, as we shall recognise his voice. 

The yacht is furnished with screws, 
auxiliary steam, boxes of compréssed force, 
and passports to enable her te pass any port 
any where. 

ur Correspondent just looked in at the 

office to say he had started half an hour ago, 
and to ask for further orders—Post-Oflice 
Orders; but we hadn’t _y by us, and so he 
is now off and away. He says he doesn’t 
know what to call the yacht, except rather 
small—but as he acknowledges he has not 
yet been all over her, his opinion is not 
worth much. We hope he’ ee with 
the Captain and the Crew, and we have half 
a mind to send a Policeman withhim. We 
await news with some anxiety. 

N.B.—Submarine Telephone just fitted 
up in our private room. 

More (we hope) in our next. 








BETTOR AND VERSE. 


In the case of Galloway v. Maries, last 
week, Mr. Justice LopEs asked :— 


“Suppose the person wore an enormous hat, 
with words ‘ Victoria Betting Club,’ would that 
be a ‘place’ ?’’ 

Mr. Bosanquet: “The hat being fixed to a 
ee wey person would not in itself constitute a 
‘ place.’ ” 

ALL round my hat 
I will wear a wide red brim, oh ! 
All round my hat, 
When I’m pong to a race. 
And if a Peeler asks me 
The reason why I wear it, 
I’ll say, it may look fishy, but 
My hat is not a “‘ place.” 





MORE APPROPRIATE. 


On Wednesday last week, as per an- 
nouncement, the Festival of the Patron of 
Scotland, St. Andrew, was celebrated at 
Eton College ‘‘ with the annual foot-ball 
— It ought to have been Hop- 





At THe Smoke ABATEMENT MEETING, 
Coxzs, of Kensington, blazed away on the 
burning question. He was interrupted by 
applause, but as no cold water was thrown 
on his suggestions, he was not put out. 
Vivat Corus! Live Cogs! 





Tuer say the pace of Foxhounds has 
vastly increased within the last quarter of 
acentury. Do the Foxes go any quicker ? 
They ’re sharp enough to move with the 
times. 





SanDwicu.—One of the Stink Ports. 





THE LODGER FRANCHISE. 


“ Tt is now laid down that a person who has the sole snd separate use of a room, and who has no 
service performed for him is a householder In many instances it will be found impossible to 
show that persons who present themselves as householders have not the sole and separate use of a room.” 
— The Times on Justice Denman and Bowen's decision in Bradley and Baylis. 


Scene from the new Operetta of *‘ Cox and Box; or, The Happy. Householders,” ‘£0 
Cox and Boz (singing together). Explain, Mrs. Bouncer! Explain! Explain! (Che-d' 
Mrs. Justice Bouncer (recitative). Oh, Gentlemen—(chord)—do not be violent—(chord)— 
listen, and be still! (Chord.) 
Both. To you we’ll listen, Bouncer. Yes, we will! (Zwo chords.) 


Soro— Mrs. Bouncer. 
Mr. Cox is away all the'day, 
And never comes in until night ; 
And at night I may say 
Mr. Box is away, 
And returns in the morning. 
Quite right! 
ox. : _ Right quite! 
All Three (ensemble), And returns in the morning quite right. 


SoLr0o—Mrs. Bouncer. 
Mr. Box has the room to himself all the day, 
Mr. Cox has it while Mr. Box is away, 
as, upon oath, 
It belongs to you both, 
I get from each gent 
Equal money for rent ; ta 
And so 1 may say by the latest decision, _ 
Of which there will not be, I think, a revision, 
You’re each of you— 
Both (anzwusly). What ? 
Cox (eagerly). Speak out bolder! : 
Boz (violently). Yes! bolder! 
Mrs. Bouncer (con spirito). You'll pay rates and taxes! You’re each a House-holder ! 


Trio. 

Cox and Box (apart, with concentrated fury)— 
irs. B. (asid on agree ee BT pture) 
iirs. B. \aside, wit culty repress rapture)— 

Oh ; Ay ious their bosom smoulders ! 
Cox and Box (apart).\ Weare! weare! We’re both House-holders ! 
Mrs. B. (aside) } They are! They are! They're both House-holders! 

(Grand finale. Curtain.) 





Pustisnens’ ANNOUNCEMENT.—NEW issue of several yolumes of Smoke, preceded by 
several strong puffs. 
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It’s ALL VERY WELL TO BECOME A RADICAL AND AN ATHEIST, AND ALL THAT; BUT A BisHop’s A Bishop! So AT LEAST POOR 
TODESON FINDS OUT, WHEN THE BisHop oF CLAPHAM (WHOM HE ONCE MET AT A GARDEN PARTY, LONG AGO) TAKES HIM FOR 80ME- 
BODY ELSE, AND FAVOURS HIM WITH A GRACIOUS WAVE OF THE HAND—THEREBY RECLAIMING HIM BACK TO THE BOSOM OF THE 


ESTABLISHED CHURCH. 








THE COURT OF BHADAMANTHUS. 
(A very long way after Virgil.) 


Tuese are the realms of unrelenting Fate, 

And aw!).1 Rhadamanthus rules the State, 
Sitting in banco, firm as free of fuss, 

With rigid Minos and stern Aacus. 

Tremendous triad! Terror of all those, 

How high soe’er each may have held his nose, 
Who trifle with corruption, striking awe 

Into all backstair breakers of the law. 

They hear, they judge each hole-and-corner crime, 
Inquire into the manner, place, and time: 

The conscious wretch must all his acts reveal, 
Loth to confess, unable to conceal. 

Nay, though by custom brazened and made blunt, 
And bold long-blinking Justice to affront, 

Is made to fear the bandaged One, and feel 
There ’s more than menace in her lifted steel. 
Long has the Briber bribed with placid glee, 
Assured of silence or indemnity 

For rank corruption, deemed a peccadillo ; 

But now, on many a soft and well-stuffed pillow, 
Uneasy lies the head that e’er a crown 


To bribe a beer-mused rough or cloddy clown 
Has slipped or passed, upon some fair pretence 
Of friendship or “‘ legitimate expense.” 


Alas! what wonder Party-hacks look glum, 
When even that divine Palladium, 
Respectability, has lost its charm, 

And denizens of Gigdom “‘ get it warm”’ ! 
Shrink at the fateful Rhadamanthine nod, 
And to hard, unmitigated “‘ quod” ! 
Ask Epwakrps, deft Solicitor of Deal, 


What Law’s smart servitors, when Law-lashed, feel: 





Ask Oxps, of Sandwich, how the prison-door 
Looks, from within, to a Town-Councillor : 
Question the Macclesfieldian May and Mair, 
How nine months’ chokee suits that piscenat pair: 
They bow their heads, we ’ll hope a blush to hide, 
And ghostlike from that dread tribunal glide. 
Thanks, Minos, thanks, grim A®acus, and thanks, 
Stern Rhadamanthus; so the swelling ranks 

Of cynical Corruption shall be thinned, 

So smart delinquents, who securely sinned, 

In chuckling confidence, shall know the State 
Flagitious greed will soundly flagellate ; 

That when Respectability goes wrong 

Broadcloth and beaver will not stay the thong. 
Stern lesson to the luckless culprit few, 

And to the many a grim warning too. 

Law down upon the dirtiest of frauds! 

The Public ’s pleased and Puncuivs applauds. 








The Defective Police. 


Tue behaviour of Scotland Yard is getting more amusing every 
day—to the criminal classes. In the Hatton Garden robbery, be- 
cause no one gave them a ‘‘ clue” within eight-and-f hours, they 
calmly announced their withdrawal from the case ; use they 
received no such clue, they assumed that the robbers must be Ameri- 
cans! What with a Post-Office which is secured against pecuniary 
liability, and a Defective Police System which discovers nothing but 
the office where Salaries are paid, the Government of London is 
nearly perfect. 





In Medieval times, the great Ecclesiastical Doctor 8. Tuomas 
Aquinas was styled ‘The Angel of the Schools.” Will later ages 
bestow the same title on Mr. MunDELLA ? 
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** Pat” Junior (in answer to inquiry by Saxon Towrist), ‘‘Taere’s Forve oF 
vs, YER Honour, AN’ THE Basy.” 
Saxon. *‘ AND ARE YoU THE ELDEsT!” 
** Pat” Junior. ‘I am, YER HonouR—AT PRISENT ! ! 


” 





LOVE-MAKING IN 1891. 
(When Women shall have obtained their Rights.) 


Edwin. Believe me, dearest—— __ nis 

Angelina. Pardon me, Epwix, but is that the best adjective you can use? 
The word “‘ dearest” implies that I have cost you a great deal—have been very 
expensive. Now when I prepared our settlements with my Solicitor I— 

Explains the Law lage 3 and Personal Property. 

Edwin. Thanks, darling, your lecture has been delightful. But see, the 
moonlight tinges the trees without — ; 

Angelina. Moonlight? I am glad you have mentioned the moon. 
know that our planetary system is—— 
Exhaustively ca the whole system of modern astronomy. 

Edwin. Wonderful! But the nightingale has begun her sweet singing —— 
Angelina. Really! That reminds me, you told me the other day that you 
knew little or nothing of Natural History. I have an excellent memory, 
and will recite a few chapters of White's Selborne to you. [ Does so. 

Edwin (awaking from his slumber). Ah, indeed! But, come, my own one— 

Angelina. Beloved one, as accuracy is to be more esteemed than affection, 
do not call me thine. Until I am married I am a femme sole, and even when 
we are united the tendency of modern legislation is to separate the parties. It 
was not so in the past—— [Gives a history of the world from the earliest ages. 

Edwin (yawning). Charming! Most interesting! Sweet ANGELINA, you 
so well, that I sho like to hear your voice mocking that nightingale. 
Darling, sing! 

Angelina. I would rather tell you what I know of Thorough Bass. 
let me correct you. I can scarcely rival the nightingale. The h 
differs materially from the frames of birds and animals. 

[Lectures upon Anatomy in all its branches. 

Edwin (in his sleep). Grand! Very good! (W se Ah! I must be 
off! Farewell, AncEtNA, the hours will seem years when I am away from you. 

Angelina. Then they should not. There need be no confusion of time in 
your ¢ase, as you are not about to travel round the world. Certainly, if you 
Were, you would find your watch losing as you moved southwards. In connection 
with the subject I may say a little about ‘‘ time.” You must know then that—— 

(Rapidly sketches the difference of the real and ecclesiastical equinoz, the 
Gregorian reform, &c., §c. 


Do you 





But first 
uman frame 


Geek | him to 


Edwin (tearing himself away). Farewell, dearest—I 
should say own one, or rather femme sole. Good-bye 
until I see thee again. 

[Exit to attempt to onape é 
damages for a Breach of Promise of Marriage. 

Angelina, Fortunately I have taken my Medical 
Degree, and can read his mind like an open book! __ 

[ Exit to her Solicitor to restrain him! 


to America, to avoid 





WANTED—ECCLESIASTICAL 
PATRONAGE. 


Bee where his Grace stands ’tween two Clergymen, 
Two props of Orders for Lyceum Stalls 
To give a tone of Upper-Crust Society ; 
. * * >. . 
Famous Professional, loquacious Mime, 
We do not ask to hear of your receipte— 
So pardon us the interruption 
Of self-devotion and artistic zeal. 
Richard the Third. Church-and-Stage-Guild Edition. 


Mr. Invrve is not accustomed to "a a little 
gentle gagging would be useful now. Won’t someone 
top r. lnvine from making speeches ? can’t 
he leave parrot-screechifying to the pretty polly-ticians ? 
Who cares to know what his receipts are or have been ? 
Whom does it interest to be informed that whereas he 
” to earn £75,” he now makes seventy thousand, 
or whatever it may be, without calculating the “few 
-crowns” which he thinks he may have borrowed 
in the earlier portion of his career, and which he now 
generously offers to repay? Mr. Irvine resembles one 
of those grotesque characters in Mr. W. 5. Gripert’s 
Bab-Ballad Operas—an Admiral, or a Major-General, or a 
Judge, who, directly he comes on the stage, insists upon 

ing everyone—in a song, with music by ArTuur 
SULLIVAN, thank ess, not in an after-luncheon 
speech—how he has arrived at his present position. To 
compare small people with great, imagine Mr. Grap- 
stow, or the Archbishop of CanTexnuny, or the Lord 
Chief Justice, in returning telling us how much 
his income is per annum now, and what it used to be, 
and we ye once impecunio ms iy by pep be 
very wey &) epey any tilling oan that might have 
been advanced, to him in Tocmmer days. 

It seems to us that Mr. Invine is frequently doing what 
he would be the last man to do were he only conscious 
of fact, and alive to the absurdity of the situation ; 

considered as a profes- 
Re Dee, compelled 

. say, “6 t 
c tistical,” that he at the present 
moment is about the ornament it possesses. 
We hope he ’ll mend his matter, or ever afterwards hold 
his tongue, to which course may be induced by 
remembering that “ Silence is Golden,” which will add 
to the sum in the of the Lyceum Theatre. If 

; enough!” he might retort 
upon us with the first part of the quotation from 
Macbeth's challenge—so we won't, but simply wish him 
safe back in Wellington Street once more. 








Ixtsn Locat Orriox.—Home Rule. 
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THAT TRADING 
CHINEE ! 
(By Truthful John.) 


[Chinese Merchants are coming 
over in the Meifoo to establish 
themselves in London. ] 


On, say what do I hear, 
What was read out to me, 
That a ship will appear,— 
Has been sent over sea, 
By those sad sharps the Mer- 
chants of China,— 
here by the trading 
Chinee ! 


“ my large China trade 
In the goods that I von f 
Will be lost, I’m afraid, 
To sue ¥ tricks there’s no 
end 
Though with opium grown in 


Sent 


my Indy 
I ruin their brains like a 
friend. 
Here ’s a steamer comes o’er 
Which they call the 
Meifoo, 


And it brings to my shore 
Chinese merchants and 


crew 
And they "it presently come 
in large numbers— 
I’m hanged if I know what 
to do! 


For these Chinese love tin, 
And it’s clear unto me 
That Cuts Lune and An Sin 

Will be dealing in tea ; 
ill I lose = my commerce 


with China, 
Andall through’ that trading 
Chinee ! 








Mas. RamsporuaM says her 
nephew ought to put on top- 
boots for hunting, as he com- 
plains of hurting his legs 
with those Anti-Necropolises 
he now wears. 








PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 61. 


MR. JAMES PAYN. 


Tue PAYN, QU! VAUT LA CHANDELLE TO SIT UP AND READ HIM BY, REPRE- 


SENTED AS THE Lost Sik MISSINGBIRD PRESERVED BY HIS OWN “ HicH 
Spirits.” WHEN HE WRITES A NOVEL, PAYN TAKES A LOT OF TROUBLE ; 


AND WHEN NoveL-READERS WANT SOME Books, THEY TAKE A LOT OF 


Payn’s. 





POET’S CORNER. 
Or Nonsense Rh 
known 
(Tu quoque.) 
Says JamEs to young 


CHURCHILL, 
“toad be from my birch 


Says CHURCHILL to JAMES, 
ell, you called me names,” 


(From the Black Country.) 


Co SeENDALL to KIwBERLEY, 
m up a chimberly ! ” 

Says KimBeRLey to SENDALL, 
‘* Stop there and mend all.” 


' (At the Cattle Show.) 


Gress to Srpyey, 
ey — re. fat down to mid- 
nee.’ 


mes on well- 
‘ames. 


i , ~ wd to Grsss, 
ou can’t see their ribs.” 


(Before the Pigeon Match.) 


yo hedy-n 8 to CaRv ER, 
ome, no palaver ! 
= CARVER to Worttey, 


on’t speak so curtly.’ 





Jounny Toore’s theatre, 
The Folly, to be re-chris- 
tened Toole’s Theatre, is not 
to be opened ‘till January, or 


Johnnywary. We ho this 
renaming notion will stop 


here, or we shall have 
Irving’s Theatre, Terry’s 
Theatre, Marius’s Theatre, 


amt St. John’s Theatre as 

balance to St. James’s. 
There’ s Wallack’s in New 
York, but that ’s in the family. 


Tue Grate EXHIBITION OF 
1881.—The Show of Stoves and 
Fireplaces at the Albert Hall. 








WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH HIM? 


“It is now definitely understood that Cerzwayo will visit England in the 
spring.’’—Durban Correspondent of Daily Paper. Nata 


How will he come tous? What will he say to us? 
Who is to board him, pak New Thad 9 Ad 
Will he for Kingdom and Li 
a Ags dine - raw dog in his neers one 
ill he revel in parties ons, an gaieties, 
Inspect a red ‘ a? 4 ey bait Downs ? 
and found a new hospital ? 
Call on Sir Bantam, and then ride to hounds ? 


Shall we lodge him in Newgate ? or feast him at Crarrper’s ? 


Help at the Boat- 


ear Sw, 


t = 
that fatally tempting name f 


“IMPRESSIONS DU THEATRE.” 
roduction of Mr. Oscan Witpr’s* play Vera is deferred. 


mlhy ino one would ox ct a Veerer to be at all certain: it must 
be, like a pretendedly > ag Ragrmg so very weather-cocky. 
Vera is about Nihilism : looks as if there were g in it. 
But why did Mr. O’WiLpE akon the Adelphi gi his first a ue 


as a Dramatic Author, in which career we ro 
success he may deserve ? Why did he not select ™ Savoy a 
where there’s a Donkey Cart+—we should say D’Oyiy Canre—there 
ought to be an opportunity for an ’Os-car ? 


* In answer to numerous inquiries, we beg to state, that, as Se a as we know, 
the Wilds of Scotland are no relation tothe W1ipes of Ireland. 
ve us this once, Mr. D’Oyity Carre (Oh, why were you ou gifted with 
—and we will ant = ey never, never, 


—not often.— Eb. 





G uard “ bbies ” him walk free ? 
Shall we a him fnehe of Her Me jesty’s carriages ? you Donkey Camrs again. “ What, never ?”—We 
What, as a fact, is his —_ ‘to be 
WwW i. he 'go to the ** eat up” the Rostestors, 
Do the Aquarium, veadl = on the crowd ? SEASONABLE ADVICE. 


Star as a lion in black ine 


Visit the Opera, nd thas powe abaa ? 


Treatment for an Enemy.—Punch his head! 
or a Friend.—Puncu’s ALMANACK! 





’*s the 





Treatment for 
Wie he cinad dar 0 Benenah Reape ese hie palities ? 
Has he heard of our Rawpotru? Prefers he our CHAMBERLAIN ? Ps eh, LE the Tatrated Chritimas Number, rk = 
1 bat pecaps hes seta Free Sale ? sertitield Cattle Show toe All the Christmas Animals coming 
Ls paseo he te comang © Se a out in the same week!” 
colt Zataland’s tee And wh should His Majesty 


Plague us again with a 


tale that is Dunn ? 





RETIREMENT oF Str Gronce BraMwELL.—Otium cum Wig. 
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ROSCIUS HOUSE ACADEMY. 


“ A school, where the education and training will be eeatedy devoted to 
the preparation of pupils for the Stage, will soon be an accomplished fact.’’— 
Weekly Paper. 

(Holiday letter from a sixth-form Monitor.) 


My Dear anp Honovrep Parents, 

For not having taken the prize in ‘‘ sudden apology ” busi- 
ness, thus, rather than as “‘ Lady and Gentleman,’ 1 am proud to 
address you. I say proud, for, as you know, my special training at 
this establishment has by your desire, not directed to the 
cultivation of that high-class Comedy which engenders a respectful 
filial bearing in the true Walking Gentleman. No, my dear Parents, 
yal Navy, the House of Commons, 
or the Bar, 1 am grateful to ee for your Lsterination that I shall 
bring what credit I can to the family in after-life as a Harlequin. 
And I do not think you will be disappointed. The way in which at 
last examination, I jum through a publichouse window, and 
returned with a double roll instantly through a play-bill underneath 
has, I am glad to say, won me the approbation of the whole profes- 
sional staff, and, in short, sec me the University Scholarship. 
But while having carried everything before me in my icular 
line, I have taken a good position in ary subjects. ould the 
taste for pantomime decline, 1 think that my knowledge of a _—y 
would enable me to do something with Hamlet that would mar 
an entirely new departure in Shakspearian business. : 

For the rest, I have enjoyed this my last term at school immensely. 
Our Cricket Match rehearsed to perfection, er our excellent 
Ballet-Master, has often been boisterously redemanded at Lord’s ; 
while wherever our Football Team has appeared, as it always does, 
with the full orchestra, enthusiastic encores, I need scarcely add, 
have been the order of the day. Astoour “trap, bat, and ball,” 
played, as we play it, with a vampire trap—well, as you know, that’s 
a thing that when once seen is not 7 deg cere Indeed, from 
the first day—how well I remember it—that I arrived with my small 
private box and was relegated to one of the upper dormitories, as a 
sky-border—to the time when I was allowed a green-room all to my- 
self, I may truly say that my life has been one of successive benefits. 

But, my dear Parents, I will reserve what I have to say on the 
subject of my dear old Alma Mater till I am once more tickling the 
Butler on the back of his head with a e-shift for a wand in the 
shape of an umbrella, and smacking the tet mm smilingly across 
its rosewood front expecting to see it transformed into a lighted 
kitehen-range. For the rest, as I said before, I hope, though my 
proficiency lies in another direction, that you will not find me want- 
ing in the dutiful bearing proper to a son who has uated in Light 
Comedy—or at least in Farce. You may count, believe me, on my 
assuming a gallant and sprightly bearing to the new Chambermaid 
(I trust she sings), and be quite sure t, in conformity with the 
best traditions, I shall be fully prepared to greet the sudden and 
unexpected approach at least of one of you with the proverbial— 
‘* My Father !—the devil! ” 

What can I say more, but that if you, whom I may truly always 
describe as my “ kindest friends in front,’’ are satisfied, no one will 
be happier than Your spangled, dutiful, and affectionate Son, 

Ricu Secunpvs. 

P.S.—By the desire of our worthy Principal, I enclose you one of 

the new Prospectuses, with his best compliments. 


ROSCIUS HOUSE. 
Established for the Education of Young Gentlemen destined for the Profession. 


The Parents of Candidates seeking admission to the Academy are respect- 
fully informed that the following is a list of Articles required in addition to 
the usual School outfit, to complete the equipment of each Pupil :— 

1 pair of fleshings; 2 wigs (one trick); 1 large pasteboard head; 1 ditto 
with winking eye; 1 tomime knife, fork, and spoon; 1 pair of ghost 
sheets ; 6 pocket-handkerchiefs marked “Desdemona”; 1 hare’s-foot, and 
rouge to match ; 1 pound of bismuth ; 2 pairs of false eyebrows; 1 Pantaloon’s 
crutch ; 1 cauldron. 

N.B.—The Committee of M: ent have determined that the Establish- 
ment shall be entirely unique of its kind. No expense or pains have been 
spared by them to render it a fitting preparation for the after-business of life 
of those who enjoy its advantages. 

With a view to this, in addition to the ordinary curriculum, which will 
consist of declamation, clog-dancing, pantomime business, banner-carrying, 
and Sh ian delineation, the Pupils will be instructed in the higher 
and more @ and refined branches of Dramatic Art. A special course of 
practical Lectures will be held, therefore, every Term, on one or more of the 
subjoined subjects :— 

1. On how to Quit the Stage with Effect in a Shower of Cats and Dogs. 

2. On the Best Method of getting through Macbeth, with Macduff removed 
early in Act II. by a Sheriff's Warrant. 

3. The True Attitude of the Leading Man on Saturday, in the face of an 
Empty Treasury. 

4. Allowable Liberties with the Text of Othello before a House of One Man 
in the Pit, supposed to have come in with an Order. 


instead of consigning me to the 








The above Theses will all be handled by Eminent Professors, possessing 
wide and large experience of their several Pi Pre Ny 

_To stimulate efficient school-work, in conformity with sound dramatic tra- 
ditions, proficiency in Class will be rewarded, not by the usual gift-books, 
but by participation in an imitation Stage Banquet. 





Tue Bap PLaYeER—PUNISHMENT. 


On the other hand, punishments and penalties for negligence will be meted 
out, as in the case of real melodramatic villains, by consignment to rattling 
chains, dungeons, and other appropriate contrivances of disgrace. 

Places in the Classes must be taken in advance. 

The Christmas Term will commence on Boxing Night. 

Parents will receive a Monthly Report of the Pupils’ progress, printed in 
two colours on eight-foot double-sheet posters. 


Goop Lirrtze PLayeERr—REWARD. 








A GLOSSARY OF INITIALS, 


An undesirable degree of looseness prevails in the public mind 
consequent upon the go? electric fashion of referring to public 
men by the initials of their Christian names. An ordinarily well- 
informed man suddenly asked for example, ‘* What is the name 
of the Rt. Hon. H. C. E. Carmpers ?’’—would be staggered. To 
obviate this, we supply the full orthography of a few names the 
initials of which are in commonest use :— 


W. E. G. ¢. e. W. (-onderfully) E. (-nergetic) Guapstone. 
H.C. E. , H. Cote) C. (-omes) E. (-verybody) CurmpeErs, 
W. V. H. ,, Sir W. (-aggish) V. (-agarious) OURT. 
W.E. F. ,, W. (-orthy) E. (-ffendi) Forsrmr. 

C. W. D. ,, Sir C. (-abinet) W. (-aiting) Drxxe. 

H.D. W. ,, SH. rm D. (-one) WoLrFrF. 

OX. , &. {-<t) O. (-ut) Morgan, 

A. M. 8. ,, A. (-dmirable) M. (-an) Sutzrvan. 

C4. os. ws ae j-efculating) 8. (-urly) Pannen, 

F. H.O’D. ,, F. (-atuous) H. (-aggler) O’Donnett. 

1. ws 2 freon G. (-rotesque) Biecar. 

T. P. O'C. ,, T. (-in) P. (-ot) O'Connor. 








ONE OF THESE FINE DAYS, 


The following forecasts for to-day were prepared last night at th 
: Meteorological Office, Colney Match. nets: 2: 


DISTRICTS. Wind northerly, becoming southerly 
0. Scotland, N. ............ Thunder, lig > heik-end tie. 
1. Scotland, E. ............ Fair to foul, and foul again to fair. 


Fog, and air very filthy. 
Wind southerly and northetty, moderate 
or fresh; fair and bright generally, 


2, England, N.E. «+. 4 put perhape some 1 = ¥, 
Ensland. E meteoric stones. 

3. England, E. ............ Netthetty wisi. te ‘ 

4, Midland Counties...... . y trong to a gale; un- 

Fe settled, then returning to the south- 

“ eal ward, and veering about. Red rain. 

Wind westerly, a hurricane ; then calm. 

6. Scotland, W............. «,Sevteh mit. ’ vA 

“ uth-easterly win ing to 

i Haglan, NAF. (ood \"“repyrs bright and ‘then dl dee, 

8. England, 8.W. (and‘) %24 sultry, becoming intensely cold in 
South Wales) ......... the afternoon. Sleet or snow, and 

showers of fish and frogs. 


Wind blowing from ‘iy a the 
com: ; strong and gusty to violent. 
Whirlwinds, Waterspouts. Very 
unsettled. Momentarily fair; mean- 
while lightning and thunder from a 
clear sky; then overcast again, and 
| raining cats and dogs, 


SR SE 
+ aoe 
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* CONDITION.” 


Drill Sergeant (to Reerwit). *‘THrow ovr your CHEST AND KEEP IN YOUR 
Sromaco! A SoLDIER SHOULD ALWAYS HAVE A Futt CuEst AND AN EmPry 
Sromacn !!” 











A CHRISTMAS STORY A LA MODE. 
(Written up to the Pictures of any Illustrated Paper.) 


‘“ Mane and Aenesos stood ae whe mistletoe The anaitt old hall, with 
its burning stained glass windows, mixing the Christmas pu see 
Illustration). They were supremely happy. As their faces almost me er | {ies 
a daydream, Mane as thinking Of the welding at Which she had se@euir 
assisted, with its pompous clergyman, aged bridegroom and lovely bride, She 
saw once again the ten bridesmaids in their blue and pink dresses, the beadle 
at the Ea 5 and the carriages driving up to the entrance of St. George’s, 
Hanover Square. It was a stirring scene (see [/Justration). 

ALGERNoN’s day-dream was very different. As he stood under the holly, he 
was irresistibly reminded by the red berries of the colour of the British Ensign, 
as it had floated over the deck of the Nancy Lee as that good ship, with its deck 
crowded with merry mummers, had passed over the line (see I//ustration). 

‘*Miss Marny—nay, let me call you Mary—you must have guessed my 
secret,” he said earnestly. 

She was about to answer him ¢oquettishly, when suddenly she started. She 
turned quite pale and hurried to the window. Opening it, and holding a candle 
in one hand which flickered in the night wind, while with the other she pointed 
to a shadowy form, which seemingly was floating over the snow through the 
leafless trees, she exclaimed, ‘‘ The Ghost! ”’ (see [7/ustration). 

He reassured her, He explained that he had frequently seen the spectre 
himself, and therefore was accustomed to its weird presence. He gently closed 
the casement, and to.amuse her, gaye her a description of the Meet held that 
morning at Squire Hazerton’s. She laughed heartily at his account of the 
pack breaking into the cucumber-frames, the alarm of the Parson, the merri- 
ment of the red-coated sportsmen, and the Peeey but pretended terror of Jenny 
HazeE.ton, the daughter of the house (see [WJustration). ‘ 

When was herself again, ALGERNON continued the conversation which 
the sudden appearance of the spectre had interrupted. 

** Mary, you will be mine!” he cried passionately. ‘‘ You know how I love 
you—surely my love is returned ?” 

** And so this is a declaration! ’’ thought Mary. ‘‘ Ah! it is very different to 
the mode adopted by dear Grand-papa! and-mamma has told me a score 

c Pump Epo at Bath, during a ball at the commence- 
ment of the wey century, for the scene of his appeal (see Ilhistration). 
Poor Arey! hat shall I say to him ?” 





Then he pleaded his cause. He briefly sketched his 
life. He told her how, as a boy, he had been to Eton. 
How he had engaged in many a game of football (see 
Illustration), and had often played at cricket. He 
laughed at the recollection of his many mishaps, but 
grew graver as he > the gathering of the 
| in the chapel on Sundays (see Illustration). 

he told her how he had entered at Oxford, how 

he been of walking in Christ Church Meadows 

ring Commemoration (see Illustration), and how he 
each term to get a few days in town, by 

his dinners at 


e had once, he 
(see Illustration). 
ed her from the 

a the 
ustration), and 
an earnestness 


emotion. 
ingly, ‘‘I 
e told 
been to a juvenile 
This had per- 
i or dancing, which had lasted all 
. As she said this, she remembered the delightful 
enjoyed with Lieutenant Vavassevr, of the 
—— Hussars, at the Court Ball (see I/lustration). She 
told him how she had never gone to school, but had been 
educated at home by governesses, how fond she had been 
of Lawn Tennis in the summer (see J//ustration), and 
how she had always decorated the village church with 
e assistance of the youngest of the 

icar’s fore Christmas (see Illustration), 
Then she confessed that she had lived a very useless 
life, and burst out crying. At this moment the old 
squire, wearing top-boots and an old-fashioned costume, 

entered the room (see Iilustration). 

“‘ ALGERNON, my boy,” he exclaimed, “I was prepared 
for this. I am it. I believe you will both be 
happy. But before I give my consent, come here.” 

e led the into the picture-gallery, and pointed 
at the portraits of his ancestors (see [/lustration), 

A Baron Percy, who onght at Hast (see 

Sir Cy who a constant ué 


Tllustration), to 
at Alm: i (se Huatration , not one of thése men has 
Boom “ 
GERNON bowed his head respectfully. 
, Jf I give you my daughter,” continued the old 


nire, ‘‘ will you be as good a husband to your wife, as 
y were to joe “ 
LGERNON seized the hand of the good old man, and 
promised he would. : . 
‘Then take her, my lad, take her! (See Illustration.) 
And now that matter ’s let us enjoy ourselves.” 
putting his arm affectionately on the shoulder of 
s future gig, w, he ore the pall of paeniee 
ase, ept Christmas ri merrily in the hear 
Hnglishi-fachioned manish ese series vf Tiustrations, 
and extra cut). 








Thée Crown Jewels. Paris. 
(Air from “ Les Diamants de la Couronne.”’) 
Gambetta (sings)— 

? sell the jew'ls 


Is 
T with them / 
A om poy ll pop, 


{ Dances to quick movement, and—exit. 





of} ‘* Nowe of coun ntlemen k to him now,” 
raid cr Mra Eivcihoreist © boenute he oa Velocipeds.” 
A what 


use 
” We asked. ‘A Véloctpede,” replied the Lady, 
‘*a person who goes about shooting Foxth, ot know.” 


= 2s FE pete ae eet laren tte 








VOL. LXXXI, 


De a ee ad 

































Wilde! 
25 





f 





re. sp ea : 
tiie 2 TF Jf \ de Wty 


( Whispers in the Senate House.) 


I’m A Marriep Man, wits Srx CarILpRen. 
Is THE ENGLIsH FoR Zriam!” 


I say! 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL — 


~ eee 
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POET’S CORNER. 
Or Nonsense Rhymes on well-known Names. 


(Sunderland Library Sale.) 


Says TecHevEr to QvaRitcH, 
**T yield as you’re more rich.” 
Says QuanitcH to TECHENER, 
** You ’re not a good reck’ner.” 


(From the Irish Bench. ) 


Says Barry to Morris, 

‘The Land e a bore is.” 
me Moruzis to Barry, 

** It’s playing Old Harry.” 


\ 1" 






(A recent Election, By a Sup-porter.) 
_— Derry to Porter, 
** We’ve done what we oughter.” 
Says Porter to Derry, 
** Yes, let us be merry!” 








At the Pavilion. 


‘*Four liqueurs of Kimmel” was the 
order. Great crowd, and consequent delay. 
‘* Waiter!” The Waiter was of a musical 
turn, and taking advan of an interval 
between the clever conj ir entertainment 


and ArTuur RoBERTs’s Family, 
sang out, appropriately, “‘ The Kimmels are 
coming!” But he didn’t add, ‘ Oh dear, 


oh dear!” as the price was as usual. 





A NUTSHELL NOTICE. 


Tue Author of that very funny article in 
the Zemple Bar Magazne for October, 
called ‘‘ A Capital Farce for Snoole,” has 
scarcely succeeded in producing a capital 
Comedy for JepHson at the Imperial. 











ROBERT ON MUNICIPAL REFORM. 


As | pesoems who nose no more about it than I do about the 
Irish Land Bill, seems to be torking and writing a lot of nonsense 
about the Reform of the Copperation, praps a few eyedears from one 
as nose a great deal, from being pretty offen, if not behind the 
scenes, certainly behind their chairs, may be of sum service; and I 
hereby presents ’em with my complemens free gratis for nothink, to 
Mr. Giapstong, who | us all so sewerely at Gildhall the other 
day, coz we didn’t give him no dinner, to Sir W. Arcourt, who 

the owdacious imperance to chaff even a Sherrif, and on Lord Mare’s 
Day too, to Sir AntHur CHopHovuse, to Mr. Borromiess Frorn, and 
to Mr. Hasnem Brxx, and all such people, be they who they may be, 
whether M. P.’s, or J. P.’s, or P. C.’s. 

Well then in the fust place, I don’t see, and none of my Paytrons 
don’t seem to see, that we wants any Reform at all. 

I quite agrees with the extinguished Common Councilman who 
made that wey te speech the other day, in which he said, ‘I 
loves the grand old Corporation as I loves my own! Don’t touch a 
brick of it! Don’t change the name of the Firm! Some'people talks 
about abuses, then why the deuce don’t they pint ’em out ?” 

Ah, it taint every day we gits speeches like that, more ’s the pity. 
It amost brort tears in my eyes as I red it. 

Sut if there is to beac , let us see what ’s best to be done. 

Well then the Ist. thing the Copperation wants is more money. 
More money means more ES more Horspitality means more 
Poppylarity, and more Poppylarity means more Power. 

I’m afraid the Copperation’s a gitting poor. I offen sees ’em 
dining without no Turtil, and that I calls one of the saddest sights I 
ever sees. It don’t seem natural, and if they ’re a going to be what 
some folks calls egocomical, but which I calls mean, I think they are 
beginning at the wrong end. Besides, who ’d care for a Copperation 
that didn’t spend its money freely. Money makes the Mare to go, 
and no Lord Mare could go far without it. 

In the nex place they wants more Dignity. More splendid Sherifs, 
more scarlet Aldermen, more gorgeus Footmen, more Swordbearers 
and Macebearers, and such like useful persons, and more brazen Men 
in Armour. These are what strikes the Mob with Haw! and raises 
the smile of pride in every true Citizen’s manly busom. 

In the nex place they wants more Currage. Let ’em laugh at 








what ’s called Public Opinion, and the ignerent Press, and the wulgar 
Rabbel, and do as they likes. Look how everybody abused the 
butiful Griffin, where are they now, and where is it now? They are 
nowheres, and he’s where he was, and where he will ever remain for 
the delite and admiration of ar Bis 

I don’t see myself that there would be much objection to ’em 
taking in Westminster. Its a werry respectable pare is Westminster, 
and got plenty of money, but, as I herd one of our oldest Deputys 
say, | sets my face against having anything to do with such a poor 
lot as Be Green and Ackney; no, not at any price. We ain’t got 
many poor of our own, and at are gitting thinner and thinner, so we 
don’t mean to be bothered with other people’s, not if we can help it. 

So they wants to make all the Streets of London alike, do they ? 
All like Cheapside I suppose! P’raps they;’d like to make all the 
houses alike too, one’s about as likely as the other. Why when I 
was having a drink the other day with one of the Inspectors, he told 
me it costs about £700 a year to keep the Ashfelt pavement of Cheap- 
side nice and smooth. I wonder how they’d like that sort of thing, 
say in Whitechapel Road, if they had to pay for it ? 

What a deal of fuss too they make about the Water. I can always 
git quite as much as I wants for washing, it doesn’t take much, and 


I don’t suppose it can be wanted for any other puppus, except of 
course for Prisoners and Workusses, r fellows! — : 
The whole question seems to me to be somethink like this. 


Here’s the old City, with its grand old Copperation, and its grand 
old Gildhall, and its Lord Mare and Sheriffs and its old Charters, 
whatever they may be, and its own Police, each weighing about 14 
Stun, and its lots of money; well and And outside and all 
round it there’s a lot of poor devils of Westrys, all as hungry as 
hunters, who ain’t got no Copperation to speak of, and no Lord 

and no Sherryifs, and no Police of their own, and no gorgeus Footmen, 


and, wust of all, no yon pO : . 

And the one haim and hobject of Muneci: Reform is to enable 
these outsiders, without paying one shilling for ’em, to get a share of 
all these good things that the City has had for Sentrys, and paid 
twenty shillings in the pound for, and has as much right to, as the 
House of Lords has to its Wheato ! : 

If sitch things as these is to be aloud, then I says with the 


hindi t Cabman when he was told as how as Penny Saveloys was 
ised to tuppence, ‘“* It’s quite time then as we a sanguinary 
Revolution !” RoBEkrT. 





— 
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THE ROYAL BIRTHDAY-BOOK. 
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Tae CHRISTMAS VOLUMES WELL DESERVE THEIR GAINS, 
Or CaLpgcotr’s, Karz GREENAWAY’s, AND CRANE’S. 
‘* Farr BEATRICE, WE THANK YOU FOR YOUR Pains.” 
Much Ado About Something, Act I1., Sc. 3.—( Mr. Punch’s Version.) 


wins . . Yet one can scarce regret the deed, for every book will make 
THE SUNDERLAND LIBRARY. Its fortunate + antier others for its sake ; 

In ancient halls of Blenheim, where the CuurcurIt’s palace stands, The volume the Collector buys and adds unto his store, j 
There was a wondrous Library, that’s famous in all lands ; A cherished prize, will surely make the owner long for more : 
Joun Spencer, Earl of Sunderland, sent out o’er all the earth, And so the books of SunpERLAND will in the acer 4 give birth 
Through England and the Continent, to gather books of worth ; To other noble Libraries, the treasures of the earth. 
And there he stored them in the halls of national renown, a 
Within the palace that uprears its head near Oxford town. Shakspeare on ‘‘Griffiths’s Valuation.” 


But now the books he gathered there must all afar be spread, Yes, the Immortal Bard knew all about even this. The first 

By many an eager bibliophile be purchased and be read ; | instance of Grirrrrus’s Valuation, was when he gave his estimate of 
e olla val missals whereon ancient monks would paint, | Cardinal Wotsey’s character, and how highly Queen KaraeRtne 

With loving care, the countenance of martyr and of saint, | prized this Gurrvrrus’s Valuation is known to every Shaks 

The wonderful editions of the Classics, and each tome \student. She could only wish for such an honest chronicler as 

Of Aupvus and of Exzevrr, must seek another home. | Garverrus.— Henry VIII. Act lV. Se. 2. 

















220 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[December 17, 1881, 








IRELAND’S ADIEU TO THE EMPRESS. 


[Huntrine in Meath being “ Boycotted,”” the Empress of Austria will not 
me to Sunnyhill, as was arranged, but has just written, through her 
Chamberlain, to take Combermere Abbey, in Cheshire, again. ] 


Oa, sad is the news, and our hearts are full sore, 
The “‘ Kaiserinn ” hunts in ould Ireland no more ; 
The Sunnyhill walls shall no more as a t, 
Receive the great lady who rides with best ; 

The Meath Hunt is ‘‘ Boycotted,”’—where is our sense ? 
The Empress will come not to fly o’er the fence. 

And England will win what we lose ; ’tis with pain 
We hear that at Combermere Abbey again 

The Empress will hunt, all Cheshire rejoice 

At the light of her smile and the sound of her voice ; 
She ’ll ride as of old, well and straight as a man, 
And we can but dream of her leading the van. 


Oh, Irishmen, tell us, whate’er be your creed, 
Or politics, do you not blush for the deed ? 

Is this the old chivalrous spirit that made 
Historic renown for the Irish Brigade ? 

But still we shall hope to wipe out such a stain, 
And welcome the Empress to Ireland again. 





FROM YOUTH TO AGE. 
(A Confidential Correspondence between Eminent Personages.) 


** Immortal Age beside immortal Youth, 
And all I was in ashes.”—Tirnonvs. 


No. Vl.—From Mr. Knatchbull- Hi n, M. P. for Sandwich (1857-80), 
to Lord Brabourne. 


My Lorp, 
Ir is with feeli of proper that I venture to 
address your lence. know my place, or perhaps I should sa 
my places, for I was always glad to get anything that turned up. 





knows pe well to 
po le in thus ap- 
Tited I desise to impose | 
upon earlier acquaint- 











ance or f service. 
I at least your 
Lordship we ugh to 
be convinced that such | 
sade, woudl be quicktt 
e, uick 
and properly rebuffed. 
But, as your Lordship 
knows, I have too 








deeply-rooted a rever- 
ence for rank to indulge in any impertinence. There’s a 
couplet from a pen which might have reached eminence greater 
even than my own if other pursuits had not interfered to distract 
attention. I allude to the rhymed remark— 
** Let laws and commerce, arts and learning die, 
But spare, O spare our old nobili-tie ! 


I humbly apologise for mentioning Jouw Mawyenrs in a letter to 
your Lordship. He is, I know, merely ajcommoner ; but his alliance 
with a ducal family may do me needed service in excusing me in 
your Lordship’s mind for this pooes vulgarity. 

If one so cone as myself might express sympathy with your 
Lordship, I would like to revert to the pain I have felt at observing 
the reception which your Lordship’s recent noble efforts in public 
life have met with. It appease to the vulgar eye as if by the course 
it has pleased your Lordship to adopt, you have earned the contempt 
of your old friends, without gaining the recognition of your new 
associates. Herein, however, your Lordship shares the common fate 
of great minds, some of whom are known, in common parlance, by 
titles of really respectable antiquity. 

It is not for me to criticise, or even to characterise any steps it may 
have pleased your Lordship to take since you were elevated to a 
sphere for which you were born. But if I venture a remark, 
it would be to say that your Lordship has done exactly what might 
have been expected of you, and that you have taught a wholesome 
lesson te persons like Mr. GLapstonx, whose father, I believe, was a 
Liverpool merchant, and who, for this and other reasons, cannot be 
expected to_enter into the feelings of personages gifted like your 
Lordship. It is quite possible that the assiduous court paid to the 
coming Prime Minister at a time when your ip’s career was 
yet unfulfilled, may have led to misapprehension ; whilst the sturdy 
Liberalism which I always professed scarcely prepared people for the 





antique Toryism which your Lordship has assumed in common with 
the heads of some’of our oldest Houses. It may suggest to some minds, 
as it is said to do to the genial one of Lord SHerBrooxg, that simile 
of a bottle of thin claret, which on being decanted, declared it was 
fruity old port. These are the slights of envy, the stings of malice, 
the venom of vulgarity. Your Lordship not only earned a 
rage, but at the outset has endowed it with attributes rarely 
ound in the House of Lords. A cgntemplation of your career as 
far as it has gone fills with sincerest admiration 
Your humble and devoted Servant, 
E. Kwatcusuti-Hueessen. 


No. VII.—From the Marquis of Lorne, (1842), to the Duke of 
Argyle. 


My pear Doxe 
I TAKE advan of your comparative leisure and surcease 
of care of the Universe, to write youa short letter. Writing letters, 
not always short, has, as you know, been a great solace to me through 
a well-spent life. It is close upon forty pea} since there appeared 
my famous Letter to the Peers, from a Peer’s Son. There was, I 
remember, a little murmuring and groaning at the time. I believe 
the Duke of Wettuveton offered a few heated remarks on what he 
ventured to call “‘ the presumption of a pri young man.” Of 
course, the Duke was a privileged person, very well in war, but a 
nuisance in times of 7 
_I felt it my du’ den to lecture the Peers, as I have since, from 
time to time, felt it my duty as well as my privilege, to lecture other 
people. In I think there ’s some truth in what SaLisBury says, 
that if I had not been born a Duke, I would have made a fair living 
as an itinerant lecturer on controversial topics; whether religious. 
social, or political, would, of course, not have mattered to a man of 
my attainments. Sa.is- 
BURY didn’t {mean to 
be complimentary, but 
I take the remark as 











been I | ; 
made a fair living with 
my pen; but Heaven 
made me a Duke, 
I have done the best 
under the circum- 
stances. When I say 
“1,” my dear Macut- 
tum More, of course, 
fi ingula cosnaltbialal te a, ically it’s all th 

rst person sin comes na me, y it’s e 
same. You would neyer have been what you are but for me. 

You did quite right to leave the last year. It wasa 























dreadful blow to them, and it remains a marvel w the have 
survived it. Time was, as SHaxsPeaRe, I think, observed 
before me, when the brains were out the man would die. "When the 


prop of a house was removed, the premises came down. But every- 
thing is changed now ; and though you ve withdrawn, the Cabinet 
goes on just as if nothing particular had ._ Nevertheless, 
{oe pak eeP, Sue Gora Kapfhing ta the way of slaty or Minis 

t long, was W an ig in wa. 8a or = 
terial : ition. If you had remained on the fA eh and de- 
livered an ordinary Ministerial speech, the House would have been 
moderately empty. As it I am told, there was scarcely sitting- 
room, and SaLispury himself off the cheers from the Opposition 
benches. It was a good speech, though I think I could have made a 
better one myself. Your phrases are nicely composed, though a 
little reminiscent of the lamp ; and, besides, with your fine gestures 
and imposing appearance, a good deal is lost when you speak from a 
back bench. The floor of the House is the place for you; and I 
would advise you, till you join the next ay | to sit on the front 
Bench below the Gangway, where you won’t find the companionship 
of Dersy too exciting. : 

As for style, let me recommend you to read again the Letter to the 
Peers from a Peer’s Son, and that other interesting work, On the 
Duty and Hosea of Immediate Legislative Interposition on behalf 
of the Church of Scotland, as determined by Considerations of Con- 
stitutional Law. have always thought, and have been sw 
in my view by eminent authorities, that the title alone stamps this 
work as a jece. To perode a misapplied saying, let me con- 

d 





clude with the injuriction that if you would become a master of 
Seottish-English, you must spend your days and nights with 
Your good friend and patron, Lorwe. 





NEW BOOK. 


Sinners and their Drums. By the Author of Saints and their 
Symbols. 
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MORE IRISH MELODIES. 
Tue Payin’ or THE Renr. 
Ou, have you heard the shameful news that comes from 
Ireland’s shore ? 
The noble sun of Erin’s set—and set to rise no more. 
The land is filled with skulking curs, on sneaking mis- 
chief bent, 
Who maim the harmless cattle if their owners pay their 


rent. 
If honesty dares show itself, and struggles to do right, 
These cowards shoot behind stone wale at feeble girls at 


~anight; i 

Tis the most disgraceful country that e’er to ruin went, 

For there’s a curséd law against the payin’ of the rent. 
(More to follow—** The Harp that Once,’’) 


Tue harp that once through Tara’s halls, 
The soul of music sent, 

Is buried ‘neath the rotten walls, 
Of farms that pay no rent. 





WHO KILLED COCK PIGEON ? 


Tose who Journ ed to Little Chickenden yesterday, 
in anticipation winsesing the long-expected match 


between Dr. Curren Mr. Doorr Hugttey, did se in 
miserable weather. This was much to be regretted, as the 
match between these magnificent pigeon-shots was looked 
forward to with immense interest by a number of 
pigeons. Those, however, who braved the elements were 
rewarded by one of the finest and manliest contests on 
record. e noticed among those present at this almost 
historic tournament, Cabinet Ministers, Bishops, Diplo- 
matists, all the ing members of the Society for 
Cuperessing Creat “ most of our eminent philanthro- 
pists, whe been attracted by the placards promising 
‘'A Happy Day at Little Chickenden.” Unfortunately, 
the damp atmosphere had the effect of making the bir 
fly sluggishly, so that they did not seem to leave the 
trap with that amount of “dash” which might reason- 
= have been expected from them. 

he ‘‘ sport ’’—for a contest involving such an amount 
of fatigue and actual danger amply justifies that title 
being applied to it—was happily free from all mercenary 
considerations. It was pure, manly, legitimate ‘‘ sport,”’ 
and ‘‘nothing but it,” as Mr. Samuel Weller once 


remarked on a different occasion. The mere fact that || 

£500 a-side was thrown in, does not in any way alter the | | 

real character of the peg oP assimilate them | | 
0 


in the slightest degree to a skill for a wager. 
All, we are glad to say, went merry as a Passing Bell, 
and gave universal satisfaction, especially to the pigeons. 
Mr. C-1-m and the Archbishop of C-n7-nB-ry kindly 


consented to act as referees in case of any dispute arising, | | 


but, fortunately, their services were not required. 


Exactly at 12°45 a commencement was made to an|' 
accompaniment of a flourish of trumpets and a salvo| 


of artillery. Mr. Doorr Hurtzey led off with a very 
satisfactory kill from the left-hand corner trap. Dr. 
Currer at his first missed a bird with a bad shot. 
At the 15th shot Mr. Doorr Hurtiey was five birds to 
the good, but, unfortunately, he failed to score his next 
bird, though hard hit with both barrels. Dr. Curren 
grassed his 16th. Then the great American marksman 
made nine splendid kills amid immense enthusiasm. 
He was unfortunate with his 27th bird; he brought 
it down apparently settled, but recovering itself, it got 
over the hoarding. What happened to it there is, of 
course, of no interest whatever. Poor Mr. Doorr Hurt- 


LEY then had a bit of bad luck with his 33rd pigeon. | * 


It was hit very hard, but managed to get over the fence. 
“Who saw it die?” “I,” said the Fly, “with my little 
eye.” All then adjourned to luncheon, which was im- 
mensely enjoyed. 

fter the interval, both marksmen, though naturally 
much fatigued by the terrible exertions of the morning, 
continued to exhibit the heroic endurance which makes 
English sport so deservedly famous. At his 60th shot 
Dr. Curren was fairly beat by a low-flying rock, and 
Mr. Doorr ‘Hurtrey mi his 65th, a straight-awa 
clinker. The latter sportsman ba just touched his 89t 
bird, while Dr. Currer considerably touched up his 93rd, 
which, however, had the bad taste to fall, in a dying 





PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. 





Medal struck in commemoration of modern Murderous Lunacy Theories. Dedicated to 


Humane Hanwillian Protection Society. 





Medal to commemorate the Smoke Abatement Exhibition. Dedicated to the Grate 
ington. 


Coles (without smoke), of 








condition, just outside the enclosure. Ninety-three each was now the score, and 
the excitement became intense. We noticed one Eminent Philanthropist stand- 
ing on the shoulders of aStilliMore Eminent apeaatiat, to catch a sight of 


the shooting. Dr. Currer’s 99th bird fell ou 


e,the boundary, amid much 


hooting ; and as both killed their 100th bird, this memorable contest ended in a 


ie. 
noble and chivalrous nature of lish Sport. 





Explanation of Phenomenon. 


concerned may be congratulated on so splendid a yindication of the 


“*Lare Breps!’ All my eye and Betty Marten!” exclaimed our Young 
Man about Town when somebody read to him the recent newspaper article 
on the subject. ‘‘ But,” he added, after @ moment’s unusual reflection, ‘* if 
two late birds were seen at Windsor on the 7th of December, they must have 
been a couple of ‘ Windsor Strollers’ who didn’t leave after the performance.” 





Tae Mareriat or Marentarisu.—Dynamite. 








Fv a em ee 
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QUALIFYING A SWEEPING ASSERTION. 


Sophie (afler hearing about Frank). ‘I DECLARE I SHALL NOT BELIEVE A WORD A MAN sAys TO ME. Taey’RE ALL Liars!” 


Beatrice. ** For sHamME, Sopuiz!” 


Sophie (regretfully). 


‘* AT LEAST ALL THE Nice ONES ARE!” 








THE IRISH “INFERNO.” 


Dream of a Perplexed Premier, after long pondering over the pages 


of the grim Florentine. 
Iw the mid-hours of Night, when visions throng, 
I found me ina Mournfal isle, astray 
Where no path lightwards led: and e’en to tell 
It were unwelcome task, how savage wild 
That region, how distressed and desolate, 
Which only to remember doth renew 
In waking thought the. bitterness of sleep. 


There had been little all to the care 

That in my heart's recesses deep had dwelt 

All that long Session perilously pass’d ; 

And as a man with difficult short breath, 
Forespent with struggle, ’scaped from sea _to shore, 
Upon the unknown and before him stands 

At gaze; e’en so my spirit, that failed not 

When conflict called it, turned to view the straits 
Ww he reto long toil had rough t me. 


On my way 

My pale Guide led me, far from air serene, 
Into a climate ever vexed with storms. 

** All hope abandon ye who enter here ”’ 
Seemed its fit welcoming. wameting tongues, 
Outeries of injury, and wails of woe, 
Accents of anger, voices harsh and hoarse, 
Made up a tumult that for ever whirls 
In that wild region. 

Then I question made 

Of my grave Guide: ‘‘ What doth aggrieve them thus, 
That they complain so loud?” He straight replied : 

‘ Wild hopes long entertained, and their blind life 
4 poorly passing, that all other lots 

ley envy. 





The loud anguish of that race 
With pity paled my cheek: What here avails, 
Our utmost wisdom,—we so alien, 
So execrated e’en by those whose debt 
To us but moves fresh hate, who wrongfully 
With blame requite us, and with evil word ? 


red leader stay’d, and something wanly smiled, 
A smile of many meanings, which, to me, 
Though wordless he the while, seemed eloquent 
Of mingled memories: Of historic hate 
Unwi edly fostered, and of secular ota 
Blindly inflicted, borne impatientl \y 
And vengefully remembered : Of the tongues 
Of poisoned strife-engenderers’ stirring wrath, 
In souls dark moving ‘neath the dual curse 
Of ignorance and suffering. And I gazed 
With will-dividing thought on the wild rout 
Of wicked strife and ro conten arene 
From error’s dragon-teeth, ud long 8 
Assiduousl ee 4 —A woeful sight 
To darken ’s clear eyes in anger stern, 
And urge mile a em to the penal stroke. 
_ hate and sk malice ; murder armed 
t the helpless, ity e-grin 
With wndbesned. triumph 
Law mocked, evaded pone be nee, _ thrust 
From the fray’s forefront, gaoled & tion lord 
And throned Authority — 
O blind lust ! 


O foolish wrath! that so does goad them on, 

In spite of reason’s ban and in despite 

Of ary he —_ and remedial aid. ic 
What though old wrong yet rankles, w ugh greed 
Of dead despoilers leaves bad legacy 

Of bitterness ? Should living love urned, 

And instant justice flouted, the long to 

Of the past-hampered present set at nought, 
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THE IRISH “ INFERNO.” 


“ DEATH, VIOLENT DEATH, AND PAINFUL WOUNDS 
UPON HIS NEIGHBOUR HE INFLICTS; AND WASTES, 
BY DEVASTATION, PILLAGE, AND THE FLAMES, 
HIS SUBSTANCE.”—Danre, Canto XI. 
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Baulked of its healing, baffled of its balm, 
By blindest enmity and the fierce tongues 
Of murder-fostering ministers of hate / 
Not currish spite, not viperous virulence, 
Invyeterate vindictiveness, the blow 
Thrust like a brayo’s dagger inthe dark _ 
Through helpless innocence or dumb brute life, 
Against long patient Law, shall right old wrong 
Or serve in aught save hideously to brand? 
The secret stab with the assassin’s shame, 
And urge stern Justice to a sharper stroke 
Of her avenging steel. 

Alas! what hope, 


What help in this Inferno of mad wrat 
When patient right hath toiled its uttermost ? 


I, letting fall my gaze, remained as one 
Assailed by mute despair. My guide replied : 
“Tf thou, O thwa: helper, couldst not hope 
Aught better or beyond what here we see, 

Thou ne’er again in aid mightst lift thine hand : 
But I, because such bodings pass belief, 

Prompt thee to further labours, which e’en now 
Thy thought rojecteth ; yet, e’en yet, perchance 
Thou may’st for all this wrong make full amends. 
In the upper world whereto thou dost return ; 
Win love of these, long vainly laboured for, 

And in their hearts thy failing fame revive!” _ 
Then flushed my cheek with fresh resolve. I cried,— 
‘* So shall I strive, so hope, so may it be ! 

Some happier omens greet us. Order wakes, 

And Civic Spirit stirs itself in aid 

Of sorely shaken Law,—unwelcome need, 
Auxiliary most welcome, gladly hailed, 

If with some touch of shame. It shai/ not be 
That hate and anarchy at last shall triumph 

O’er love and firm legality.” . 


I awoke, 
And seemed‘to hear, loud-swelling through the land, 
The sound of many voices, calling me 
To shape in act the urgings of my dream. 








CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 


Tales from gens. Illustrated by Sir Jonnw Grizert, R. A. 
The pet Lambs’ tales, of course. Good for daily reading, with 
knightly illustrations. 


Little Wide Awake. Thisis edited by Mrs. 8. Banxer, with illus- | dra 


trations by quite a merry family of Artists. Don’t be misled by the 
title: it is not intended to teach the young beginner how to turn u 
the ~~ at écarté, or do the three-card trick, or to name the thimb 
where the little is, or to spot the sovereign in the garter, all 
which ‘* Little Wide Awake ” may come to know in time, if he or she 
is very good. Apply at Rovr.eper’s for further information. 

Three Wise 
G. Horxrs. Pictures are funny. And worth all the money. 
Inguire at CASsELL’s. 

hat Shall We Act? (2nd Edition.) A hundred plays. ie 
pays your money and you takes your choice.” Brxi & Sons. e 
publishers leave the question unanswered. 

Gertie’s Sunflower, Old Arm Chair, Sugar Plums, &c., &e. All 
good for a resents. Published by Wakne—and who said 
they warne’t ? , if you warne’t anything in this line, here are 
several novelties. Covers fresh, though labelled Warne. 

The a By the same Firm. Evidently an appropriate 
Christmas book. 

Comic Insects. As a rule we detest comic insects. What more 
comic than a Daddy Longlegs f Yet we own to being nervous when 
heis in the room. But Mr. Rerp’s insects are drawn by G. and 
F. Berny—they very often are drawn by the berries—and describe 
themselves berry amusingly. 

Ivy: a Tale of Cottage Life. Very pretty story, No ghosts, 
though Ivy is su tive of the creeps. 

Alps and Sanctuaries. By Samvet Butter. Published by A. Davip 
Boevz. Rather dry—but then this is a good thing when You ’ye far 
to fe. No umbrella required - 

en here’s a lot 
already got them should be Caldecotted. 
can’t at any more. Christmas, ! 
come but once a year, and so let us enjoy there books whil 
before the a ce of the Butcher’s k, ye Baker’s 
come in an may we htain mare ne tg bp we expect a 
care el great wor. ear—our Banker's 
Book. Plaudite et Valeté! Curtain. 5 : 







Ye're exhat 


of | tives Ha! here they are! Well, my acute 


Couples. By Mrs. Consett, illustrations by | had 


CaLpxcort ; ‘and eyerybody who t| ~~ Second i 
id Sy hare n Pa you wos a- : tS say "s 
about the size of it. I’m yore mba.” Ae tie A eer ht t 


HUNTING. 
Illustrated by Dumb-Crambo Junior. 





do Bot add much to the ur Artist has got some beautiful 
of a pack.” — Vide Tops, and taken a house near a 
in * Field.” mey. 





A Btiffish Bulfinch, 








THE BURGLAR’S HOME. 
Ratepayers’ Little Light Comedy—adapted from certain current reports. 
ARGUMENT. 
“The value of the property stolen is estimated at upwards of £80,000. At 
present the Police have obtained no et ois a 3 
“ £60,000 of jewels were abstracted. The Police have investigated the 
ir, but without any result.’’—Daily Paper. 
outrage has been effectively carried out with an audacity that is little 
short of a The Police confess themselves utterly at a loss to under- 
stand how fen ve been perpetrated.”—Daily Paper. 
Interior of a Belgravian mansion during the progress of an ordinary 
dinner. Enter a Duke, in evening dress, agitated, followed by 
Butler, Servants, Guests, Policemen, and 4. 


Duke. Bo the whole of the family jewels, together with the 
clocks, plate, forty dozen cf a superior brand of champ ‘ ang the 
we have 


-room piano, have been carried off wh 

been siting heedlessly over our udiling Is this so ? 

Butler. \t is, your Gracc. 

Duke. Then send for the wetectives. (<A couple of } obltied Detec- 
iends, wha’ 


carefully - 
trained friends, t et you? 
First Detective. Wot do we say? Well, that we ought to have 
a good month’s notice of a job like this. Took away the jewels 
and the drawin’-room grand, have they? Then they must have got 

t by the attic chimbley. There ain’t much ce. They must 

a couple of ’ouses off by this time if they ’re a inch. 

Duke. Then, mY acute and carefully-trained friends, can you do 
nothing to me ? 

Second Detective. Ob yes, we'll ’elp you. All you’ve got to do 
is to lock up your servants, have a Division or two of Police in the 
area, offer a reward of £10,000, give all your guests into custody, 
chalk the people as passes the house, and have a watch set over 
yourself—and then we shall begin to know something more about it. 

Duke. Thanks! Thanks! A thousand thanks! All shall be 
done promptly and at once. (Gives the requisite orders.) Ha! what 
was that ? 





[The gas is suddenly turned out, as a couple of Burglars, hitherto 
concealed under the dining-room table, seize their opportunity 
and darting between the legs of the Duke, upset him, as they 
make their escape by the front door. 

First Burglar (lighting a pipe outside). Come along, JIM, we can 
e the pianer in the cistern to- and fetch "im to-morrow. 
‘nat Mi re ool off to some g gent 5 wane where WP 

ere orks, 
yore (leisurely). Bog: and the quietest 





[They do s0, and drive off, while Detectives rush out and seize 
pening Arson ihm dhe carry off to Bow Street, 
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George (to his Friend, who had been fishing this year in the Highlands). ‘‘Tuz SUN HAS BURNT 
your Facer, my Boy, BUT IT DOESN'T SEEM TO HAVE TOUCHED YOUR HANDs ; THEY 'RE As——” 
Alec. ‘‘ By Sove, 1T HADN'T A CHANCE, OLD Man. THEY WERE ALWAYS IN My Pockets ! 


| ScoTLAND ’s BECOME AN AWFUL EXPENSIVE PLACE! I’M REGULARLY CLEANED OvuT!” 








A WORD OF WARNING. 


Newmarket Races. The attendance Guing, Se Houghton Week was enormous; and the 
East-End of London, the Seven Dials, and the purlieus of Westminster must have been 
completely deserted. Robberies were rife. With the increased facilities afforded to ready- 
money betters, ticket-snatching and welshing were largely indulged in. Fights were, of 
course, plentiful; but, as far as we can ascertain, only four have proved fatal. Fortunately, 
however, very few respectable were not, the higher class of sporting men having 
long given over practice to Newmarket. It will be remembered that in 1881 the Surrey 
Magistrates granted the lessees of Croydon Racecourse their licence solely on the understanding 
that they kept their racecourse in order. And some of our may remember that at 
the Croydon Meeting held that year in the month of November, welshers were vigorously 
excluded, and that visitors were as safe as they were in t Street at that period. The 
example of the Surrey Magistrates was followed out the country, and all the 
meetings became safe to attend in 1882 with the exception of Newmarket. ‘We hear that 
the Jockey Club have some scheme of reforming their own property, the head-quarters of 


the Turf; but inasmuch as the Bill to be 
introduced in Parliament next Session, 
taking the powers of the Jockey Club away 
from them, and en i them into 
Government hands, is certain to be carried 
we are afraid that even the promise of 
reform comes a little too late in the day.— 
aioe From all the Sporting Papers 
of 1892. 





LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL.” 
AN ANTI-CRINOLINE CANZONET. 
Atrn—“ The Wearing of the Green.” 

** We are now about to start an Anti-Crinoling 
Society, in order to impart to the feebleness of 
individual resolution the strength which lies in 


unity.”—Eztract from Letter signed “ Sylvia,’ 
Daily News, Dec. 5. 


O Enetisu Ladies, list to me,. 
é And give = -! your votes 
gainst the hopeless mane 
Of puffed-out petticoats ! 

I trust that we all agree 

When a I convene ; 
To scout the wild absurdity 
Of wearing Crinoline ! 


With hoops of steel don’t swell your 
size ; 
I earnestly beg you, 
Don’t emulate the fearful guys 
Girls were in ’Sixty-Two ! 
For, damsels with a figure good, 
Who like it to be seen, 
Disguise it now they never should 
By wearing Crinoline ! 


Then, Maidens dear, I pray you pause, 
And don no Crinolette ; 

For, yield an inch to Fashion’s laws, 
She ’ll take an ell, I bet! 

Wear each a neat, close-fitting frock, 
Of unaggressive mien, 

And do not Art and Nature shock 
By wearing Crinoline. 


Speak up at once for ease and truth, 
For elegance be ! 

And never be by silly youth 
Or milliners cajoled : 

Though all assure you ’tis ‘‘ the rage,” 
Put down each small bottine, 

As Yar that you a war will wage, 
’Gainst wearing Crinoline ! 


* Delighted at hearing from him—no we mean 
at receiving material for publication from him— 
once again. We can hear from him by tele- 
phone, but we can’t stand for an hour or two at 
one end of it, while he is inventing and dictatin 
his verses: besides, we don’t like being dictate 
to. Whata thing it is to be Lazy ! !—Ep. 





A PROPOS OF THE WESTMINSTER PLAY. 


Dramatic History sigedte itself. From 
an Ancrent Roman Praypiti: —“ Jo- 
night, First Representation of a New 

‘omedy entitled ApgLPH) (founded one 
M. MEenanpEr’s ’ ), written by \ 
Terence, Author of ‘ Eunuchus,’ §c. 
Incidental Music composed specially Sor 
the occasion by Fiaccvs.”’ 





Lapy Harserton’s Cry on THE OvT- 
SKIRTS OF THE FasHIONABLE CRrowD.— 
“Divide! Divide!!” 





New Provers FoR THE RECENT MILD 
swallow does not make 





Weartner.—‘‘ One 
a Christmas!” 
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REAL POLICE INTELLI- 
GENCE. 

Scene — Criminal I; 
tion . Various dis- 
guises hanging about—false 
noses, spectacles, wigs, mous- 
taches, §c. Detectives dis- 
covered seated in solemn 
consultation over the latest 
** Mystery.” Enter to them 
Somebody. AU start. 


Somebody. Criminal Investi- 
gation Department, I believe ? 

Detectives (ambi ly). 
Well, if it is, what then ? 

a Then—I have 
come to offer you all assist- 
ance in my power in 
=. hen 8 my card. s 

tectives (recognising t 
name—to one another, aside). 
It’s him! It’s the man we 
were going to arrest, and then 
didn’t. (They sing, softly)— 
“ First we would, and then we 
wouldn’t, 
Then we thought we could, but 
couldn’t.”’ 

Somebody. Well, Gentle- 
men, what do you say ? 

Chief Detective. Well— 
really—um —we—in fact 
don’t quite know—such a very 
unexpected—in short, you ’ve 
taken us so by surprise—but 
if you’ll kindly wait while 
we telephone to the Treasury 
to know whether we’re to 
arrest you or not, we shall 
indeed be very much obliged. 
Will you have the ess P 
Thanks. Very kind of you, 
I’m sure. 
(Scene closes.) 


ots, 





a ~~ 


SS ~ 





. : : of the - 
culty of wa efully 
in the Divided art. Can 
there be more — as a 
lasting fashion for a divided 
skirt than for a divided house ? 
But let that pass. Give ita 
locus standi, We have had 
the ‘*‘ Alexandra Limp,” the 
**Grecian Bend,” and the 
‘“*Tie-back Totter”—why 
not have the ‘‘ Harberton 
Hobble ” ? 


LADIES — 
£& 


Go on, Perer ! 
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MR. PETER GRAHAM, R.A. 
(Elected Dec. 8.) 


“Tis true, tis Peter, tis Perse, 
And Pzrer ’tis, tis true.’”"—Hamlet. 


See THE Evecr! Tue new R.A. 

Provision THIs For ‘‘ A Rarny Day;” 
Known as *‘ Wee Peter’ 
‘* LaucH Perer” now, *‘ Wex(P) PeTER” NO MORE! 


Chorus. 
Go on, Perer Gra-HAM, 
Now you can say, ‘‘ Yes, 1 P. G. ‘R. A.’ am!” 


’ HE WAS BEFORE, 


PORTENTS AT WEST- 
MINSTER. 


Canon Prothero quotes after 
dinner— 
** To stupid cchecibey 
Yield the site !—’Tis plain 
Ashburnham House 
Will come to dunce inane !”’ 





Tue King of Hottanp has 
conferred on the Duke of AL- 
BaNyY the Grand Cross of the 
} ae of me, yen ne It 

oesn’t sound complimentary 
if Dutch Lion be associated 
with what is Pcie | 
known as Dutch . OF 
what material is the - 
tion made? Dutch metal? 
It was well intentioned, as 
probably His Majesty thought 
not could 80 appro- 
priate for a Duke as an orna- 
ment, which in itself was a 
little Dutchy. 


Racy Mutton. 
Visrtors to the Cattle Show 
haps noticed certain shee 
escri as the ‘“ Suffol 
black-faced breed,” animals 
with ‘‘ black legs and faces.” 
These black-legs do credit to 
the Suffolk turf, instead of 
disgracing it. 


FROM LLANDUDNO, 


He may make a mull, 
He may be all right, 
But he never is dull, 
’Cos he’s always bright. 





Mas. RamMsporHam is under 
ae elation 
min sare going 
on the Adelphi , Aad | 

hopes they will not make 
too much noise, and disturb 
the inhabitants. 

Avcrion-Room Nympnus,— 
Hammer-dryads. 





Le Premier PAs,—ApdDam. 








OUR BIBLIOMANIACS, 
(Or what they’ll come to. A glance ahead.) 


Tus was the thirty-fifth day of the great sale, and the marked 
excitement with which the proceedings were watched showed no 
signs of abatement. The main attractions in yesterday’s catalogue 
were the celebrated copy of Whitaker's Almanack ; an almost per- 
fect specimen of this rare and choice work, printed in fairly legible 
type, with handsome crimson back, and green cloth sides wx of 
silver, supposed to have worn off with age, wanting); and the 
world-renowned Railway Guide, known from the circumstance that 
a salad-bowl must have once been inadvertently set down on it on 
some refreshment counter, as the ‘‘ Oi! and Vinegar Bradshaw.” For 
this it was anticipated that a very great struggle would be made 
though it is not too much to say that no one before the sale had 
anticipated that it would go for such a remarkable sum as £14,700. 

The qomneee® however, for this rare and beautiful example of 

gible nineteenth-century-work was keen and well sus- 

bid of mce-halfpenny, made by some outsider, 

. QuARITCH, amidst waving handker- 

8 5 deafening hurrahs, with a sudden leap to 

£7,000. This was soon followed by a spirited increase of 10s. 6d., 





offered, amidst almost insufferable and breathless excitement, by 


the representative of the Colney Hatch Library Trustees; and 
this point the serious work of com 
in good earnest. 


have commenced 
instantly tacked on 


shower of catalogues and 


denly took the room completely by 
and frantic enthusiasm, the 


rings, bringing up the price, 
wile too eae on bomen 


at 
tition may have been said to 


pt. r. Sm, nothing daunted, 
5,000; and his opponent, again cau- 
tiously advancing another 10s. 6d., this time in 

inkstands, the great Collector sud- 


storm, by a succession of £500 
ed, to the 


the face of an angry 


final high figure at 
hammer 


ultimately fell. Indeed, so spontaneous was the excitement that 
thrilling 


arose over this 
tioneer was 
on the shoul 


of the crowd, and 
was hurriedly heaped up on the spot 
should have been taken in the day’s sale. 


contest, that by common consent the auc- 
itched out of window as Mr. Quaxitca was borne home 
a bonfire, to celebrate iy ys 


from th t 
This unexpected incident 


bringing the proceedings to a cheerful though abrupt conclusion, this 
sale terminated. 


| great and remarkable 





Humane Soctery’s Onper.—In future pigeon-matches, in order 


to prevent all suffering to the 
pigeons be used. Mechan 


winged and wounded, let only wood 
ical of course. 
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MUCH PLOT AND LITTLE PASSION. 


Plot and Passion was written by Tom Tayrtor to suit the pecu- 
liarities of a certain company—present company at the Haymarket 
excepted, of course—and to afford scope for the display of Rosson’s 
eccentric genius which shone on the border-land ’twixt tragedy 
and comedy, and which, being neither the one nor the other, was, 

n reality, the very quintessence of unconscious burlesque. He was 

perpetually taking his audience by surprise, always startling but 
never disagpeinting their expectation, for the simple reason that 
they never knew what next to expect. 

The character of Mazimilian—we had very nearly written Mac- 
urnzay, and confused him with the publisher—of Mazimilian 
Desmarets (pronounced De Marry or Murry, so that had Mrs. 
ItAmspoTHaM been describing him she might easily have fallen into 
the mistake of su ing him to have been connected with the pub- 
lishing interest, ‘‘ because his name was MACMILLAN DE Murray”’), 
was doubtless written expressly for Ronson, and, therefore, as one 
of that actor’s “ creations” carries with it a Robsonian tradition b 
which it is almost impossible for an Actor not to feel himself fettered. 
By the way, the expression “ created” in such a case as this of 
Desmarets can only be truly applied to the combined efforts of both 
Author and Actor ; for the practical dramatist’s work is incomplete 
without the Actor who animates the it, and who, by trans- 
ferring it from the manuscript to the stage, places it a living, 
breathing, speaking person before a mixed audience, many of whom 
may be unable to read, but all capable of hearing, seeing, and 
judging for themselves. 

A modern-comedy-company, such as exists now at the Haymarket, 
taking up a play like Plot and Passion, must necessarily use 
their intelligence to re-create,—as their public go to them for intel- 





How Act II. ought to end; or, sudden apparition of Fouché Fou chez Lui! 


lectual re-creation. But the Haymarket company is hampered by 
the Robertsonian tradition, which includes vee pe that is neat 
and nice in acting, strict attention to detail, and a disposition to 
underdo rather than to overdo every impersonation. The Art is 
perfect of its kind, but it mainly contributed to the failure of the 
Merchant of Venice, weakened iplomacy, and did not tend to add 
to “‘ the —— of the Company ” in other skilful English adapta- 
tions of Frene plays, which however achieved great success in spite 


of this “‘ tradition.” 


That Mr. Arravr Crcrz, if freed alike from Robsonian and 
Robertsonian fetters could have created a Desmarets for himself as 


remarkable for its finish, as the Ee was for its broad and 
powerful effects, we have not the est doubt ; but that he has 


| not done so we can conscientiously affirm, as he has only succeeded 


| not abbé!”’—reminds us forcibly of Lxecn’s picture of a ve 


in producing a Desmarets who is, in appearance and ordinary 
manner, something between Penn the Quaker, and a chastened Paw/ 
Pry. When the plot_of the piece calls upon him for passion, he 
only shows us what Paul might possibly have done, had he 
been called upon at short notice to give an imitation of some dis- 
tinguished stagey i melodrama, 

Mr. BANcrort as ise of an abbé—“ Yet = > 
Oratorian in full costume—one of the Brompton Brothers—being 
received by the frightened Buttons at the door with, ‘‘Oh, please ’m, 
here’s Bogie!” Bogie Fouché is always supposed to hiding 
somewhere or other; and as the secret door which he mostly affects 
in this piece is only about four feet high, Fouché has to stoop con- 
siderably every time he condescends to secrete himself,—a bit of 
stage-business evidently intended to point a moral while Mr. Bay- 


P 
ina 
hé in the 








crort adorns the tale, or rather the tail (a black one of considerable 
length) adorns him. 

hen in that charming scene of the Second Act, painted by either 
Mr. Jomnstong, Mr. Harrorp, or Mary Hawn—no, WAttER Hann 
—we saw a gigantic sarcophagus on the left hand, we made up our 





Flop and Passion. 


eae that that Ry dog Fouché was hidden away in it somehow, 
overhearing plots, and would at the end enpets when 
preg” , and frighten Paul-Penn-Pry-Macmillan de Murray 
into A 


oes 4 ie ye of the Act rived, _o psa vind Hid, Wis 
open: e Ee ogie not a ’ 

asta i= Fiore should ave teen re-sonstrabeal San this effect, 
a ‘ e- turned on. 


t 
Mr ) is cay 
a trifle : 









iminy fool, though perhaps 
perfect as the impulsive 


young Keyhole,—no, no, Creole, which rhymes to Key’ole, and on 
constant Crs sounds remarkably like it—through whom eyery- 
one seés; but he is hard and unsympathetic, though not more so 
than the lady with whom he is in love, Marie de Fontanges, as repre- 





sented by Miss ApA CAVENDISH, who is as irritatingly disappointing 
as a horse that rushes and then refuses, for 
she works up to a point within measurable 
distance of an effect, stops short, and— 
does nothing. Whether it is from her 
American experience, or not, we cannot say; 
but the ‘‘ Mems ” by which Miss CavENDISH 
seems to regulate her dramatic actions seem 
to be—First, Position is nine points of the 
play ; Secondly, When in doubt, flop. 

A Lesson is not Lolotte, any more than 
Mrs. Bancrort’s ‘‘ Miss Kate Reeve” is 
the ‘‘Low Lot” as represented by Mdme. 
Cfétmve Cuavmont, a character perfectly 
impossible on the English stage, with an 
English public which brings its young 
daughters to the theatre, as the Parisian 
public do not and cannot do to most 
theatres in Paris. Young Parisian ladies 
are not taken to see such pieces as Lolotte, 
Divorgons, and so forth; but our English 
young ladies can take no harm, and will 
probably derive much amusement, from see- 
ing Mrs. Bancrort giving Lady Duncan a 
lesson in acting. By the way, will Mrs. 
Bancrort be a Lady Professor at the New 7 
Dramatic School which is to be started—as soon as it is ready? 
Mr. C. Brooxrreip, as Sir Thomas, is admirable. 








THE TWO XSTHETIC POETS. 


Wuen Morris thought his Oscar ve i 
He wept and meurnéd, and was ‘o dumb. 
HOW HE SETTLED IT. 


‘‘ Laprgs complain””—began an elderly. -making Mother 
an ungunrnsed Tectelen, ae erie ook ecatte . Bs 
one AGSTAFFE; “* they, \ . 
rine a Bachelor’s T.ass-hopper’s feast, there 
farther complaining. 





to 


i 


and a was no 





G@ TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope, 
Copies should be kept. 
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THE OLD AND THE NEW. 
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Christmas (New Style), *“‘ We ane THE MopgeRN Caristmas CARDS—WE ARE! WE ARE! WE ARE!” 
Christmas (Old Style). “You REPRESENT CaRisTMas! Poon! WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY COMING OUT LIKE THAT AT THIS TIME OF YEAR?” 
Sars the Old-fashioned Christmas to the New-fangled Christmas, ‘Tomfoolery’ ? Why, what do you call all this here modern fad,— 
***’Pon my word, boy, I don’t think much of you.” — Sending gimcrack cards by dozens, dauby, glaring, good, and bad, 
Says the oedema Christmas to the Old-fashioned Christmas, Nymphs—and what not? Why, between you, you drive friends 
Well, with tastes like y I don’t paper you do. and Postmen mad.” 
ef, Says Young Christmas, ‘‘ When it’s over, they can rest.” 


For, to celebrate a season, very ps aad adi a t beef 
eer ae es on the Old-fashioned Christmas to the New-fangled Christmas, 


At your age too,—with an orgie of 4 
Crowned with holly, in a te b. g-gown! The thing’s past all Says lone 
ar Sap es er tagied Cstans 12 tt GE ahione Cis 
Says Old Chri , with i " . on" 's the New- e - istmas, 
pagaiy 9g peat A-ha dain x How on cathe new, do you think that J should know ? 
For to-day, with Art and Culture’s dainty trifles by the 1 
s a bore ; 


Says the New-fangled Christmas to the Old-fashioned Christmas, 

* Vor tomfoolery like yours we have no zest.” We just m to serape through the time, confessing it 

Says the Old-fashioned Christmas to the New-fangled Christmas, But, by Jove, if you camebadeanai. ’*twould soon be something more!” 
“What now! You to talk like that! Well, I am blest! Says Old Christmas, ** Well, I really call that low.” 
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Says yw aint Christmas to the Old-fashioned | 


mas, 
“*T don’t see the day a bit, you know, like you.” 
Says a Old-fashioned Christmas to the New-fangled | 
istm: 


as, 
** Never mind, my boy, there ’s something you can do. 
Have fads ; but copy me, my boy. Goon asI’ve| 


gun. 
Remember, when your table ’s spread, the thousands that 
have none. 
So, get your cheque-book out, my boy. Show you’re 
your father’s son.” 
Says Young Christmas, ‘* Well, I don’t mind if I do.” 








FUN FOR TOMMY’S HOLIDAYS. 


The Remarkable Clock.—This is easily managed. A 
convenient opportunity being taken advantage of in the 
course of the afternoon, the dining-room clock is 
removed, washed in soap-and-water, and then replaced, 
eare having been used to destroy entirely the spring- 
clip that controls and restrains the striking pres. 
Wound up fully at the last moment, and timed so as to 
commence on a half-hour stroke, it is now started in 
the middle of family prayers, when, to the surprise of 
everybody, it does not cease till it has given, in rapid 
a, Ss eaptive hours an — - 
the next fortnight. is is : especially for 
Tommy—at the moment. There is another and 
easier method.* 

The Laughable Cistern.—The Cistern having been 
emptied, if possible, on to the stairs, some dozens of 
holes are quietly drilled with a good stout fifteen-inch 
gimlet, in the four sides and bottom. The instant the 
water comes in, the cistern immediately assumes a 
laughable appearance. 

he Irrepressible Bolster.—This is a simple but most 
effective and mirth-provoking experiment, and is gene- 
rally practised with best results at a country-house, on 
any nervous invalid who happens to be paying a short 
visit at the time, The Bored having previously pro- 
cured, from any zoological friend, a chimpanzee, a full- 
sized constrictor, and a couple of young hyenas, 
reduces them toa state of temporary coma by adminis- 
tering a dose of chloroform, and, seizing his opportunity, 
takes them up to the bed-room selected for the jeu 
d’esprit. He now rapidly unrips the bolster, and 
emptying out the feathers, stuffs the case with the still 
comatose animals, taking care to refasten the end, and to 
ut it back neatly in its place. The invalid retiring to 
is repose, and, by his restlessness, eventually disturb- 
ing his now wakeful bed-fellows, an amusing scene 
follows. The coiling, straggling and yelling of his 
bolster in the dark, causes him the live jest surprise ; 
and, when finally lighting a candle, he discovers it 
rolling violently ro the room, upsetting all the fur- 
niture, and rousing the startled household, he is obliged 
to confess to himself that it is quite ‘‘ irrepressible.” 
oF treehunly sediieg al teases ant then engfulp 
y previously striking all the matches, and then carefully 
vealed them in their usual box. 

The Peculiar Guests.—A house where an evening 
party is in Le pre is selected, and the operator, per- 
smating one of the waiters, having provided himself 
with a few clean towels and a basin of water (in which 
two ounces of nitrate of silver has previously been dis- 
solved), takes up his position in the hat-and-cloak- 
room. His accomplice, now outside, throws down the 
arriving guests, being careful to splash their faces well 
with mud. Thus — they readily fall into the 
=~ laid for them in the chemically-prepared water ; 

being glad to cleanse their complexions, are ushe 
into the drawing-room, where, under the action of the 
heat ond oS ir faces become a bright blue-black. 
What << additionally amusing is that the colour 
is y permanent. 

The 7 scing Dean.—Having hired, at Wapping, an 
Indian Chief who has eaten nothing for three days, 
make him put on his war-paint, and then select a quiet 
and social party at which it is known that a Rural Dean, 
of rather strict and sober proclivities, is to be present. 
Leaving the Chief locked up down-stairs, go round to 


* See 4 Hundred Ways of making Uncle jump. New 
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DISTINGUISHED AMATEURS.——THE PIANIST. 


Grigsby. ‘‘I TRUST YOU WILL FAVOUR US THIS EVENING, Mr. BetmArns?” 

Mr. Belmains. “‘ WRLL—ER—NO—HARDLY! THEY DON’T CARE FOR SERIOUS 
PIANOFORTE-PLAYING IN THIS HOUSE, YOU KNOW. I HOPE YOU WILL GIVE Us 
‘He's cor gm on,’ Mr. Gnricssy.” 

Mr. Grigsby. **‘ Wett—I—er—THINK NOT—SCARCELY/ YOU SER, IN THIS 
HOUSE THEY DON’T APPRECIATE sERIOUS Comic Sinoina!” 





all the — and bet them, one by one, that before the evening is out the 
austere Church dignitary will dance. When they have all—as they will—in 
turn scouted the idea, make the poker red-hot in the fire. Now fetch up the 
Chief, having previously informed him that the Dean is for supper, and that 
the company a o a warrior to carve. As you say this, at the same time 
hand him the red-hot poker. In a very few seconds the Dean will dance. 





PROGRAMME FOR A WILD WAGNERITE. 


** A Fesrrvat Play for Four Nights.” (See Advts.) Quite alittle Holiday !! 
Of course, who want to keep the entire argument in their heads—what 
a mental strain !—will not allow anything to distract their attention between 
the feng oe oe ** Not at home ”’ to anyone: stop in bed till time for Theatre. 
} Rheingold, First Night. Speak to nobody. On parang. make signs to 
linkman. Whisper address to cabman. If fine, walk (Die Walkiire) in order 
to avoid distractions. If married, go alone, and if wife insists on hearing the 
Cycle, she must go alone, too. Return severally. ae apart. Silent system. 
Next day: stop in bed to think over the story of the Cycle, and hum from 
memory. potty Vay gt up in time for Die Walkiire. Night and day 
da ad Siegfri ird Night. Hair turning grey. A prematurely. 
Bent back ; but still sticking to the Cycle. Fourth Night—(Gitterdimmerung. 
Sounds either like horrible swearing or first cousin to a Dutch Opera Rotter- 
dammerung, but is neither one nor the other. Crawl from the front-door to fly. 
Exhausted. Assisted by stall-keepers to seat. Batteries in the lobby to gal- 


vanise the audience into attention. End of Fourth Night. Collapse. [f instant 
restoratives, applied immediately after the last ‘ormance, fail in their effect, 


then patients to be at once conveyed to Colney or Hanwell, unless those 
establishments are already filled with the purchasers of Grand-Tier Boxes at 
£48, and Orchestra Stalls at £7 per Cycle. Vivat Vagner ! 
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ANTICIPATORY. 


Sociable Old Lady. ‘*Wuat you says, Mrs. JINKINS, 18 QUITE CORREC’. 
Bur WITH ALL THESE ’ERE TROUBLES, AIN'T IT A COMFORT TO REFLEC’ THAT 
BOTH ON Us 18 IN A Goose CLUB AGAIN’ CoRiIsTMAS? AND WITH ANY SORT 0’ 
LUCK, Mo’M—(with a chuckle)—Wk’'LL HAVE A BOTTLE OF ‘OH, THAT'LL BE 
JOYFUL!’ ’sAME TImE!!” 








FROM THE BOULEVARDS. 


I nave let myself to be told that the day of the Boulevardier is not to you 
known. You vaunt yourselves that you travel; you do but wander—which is 
the good word of a Vaudevillist who devoured in butssons d’écrevisses and 
punch Grassot des droits d’ auteur archi- lens. 

Myself I was one fat liver other times. They were your own times, which is 
money. I spent my times and my money boulevardisant entre les plus boule- 
vardiers. Ah, 1 was only a bon garcon then. Now I am garcon tout court—te 
whom no cour is paid. They knew me at the Helder—when I was younger. 

[am without the sou. But Iam frank. ‘‘ Monsieur the patron,” I explain with 
the sweetness of a man of whom a mellifluous Maraschino has just crowned the 
dinner, ** You behold adécavé. Tout est mangé, sauf l’honneur. If 1 cannot you 
pay, | will youserve. I am your debtor, I will be your garcon.” Ainsi fut-il. 

Nothing is changed on the Boulevards: i/ n’y a qu’un Boulevardier de moins. 
I see my days repeated in the lives of the others; and I know that to boule- 
vardise only is eternal ; all the rest is mutable. 

Lundi.—I rise myself of hour, as all good boulevardiers must to do; 
and I take my tod after my thé, after the true habitude Britannique. Déjeiiner 
chez Brébant ; Brenon for breakfast is horribly out of the movement. GouTRan, 
of the “* Bébés,” and Pavt, of the “Mirlitons,” at the same table. : Interesting 
discussion d propos of the diamonds in the boots of Tufo last night. Six or 
eight: that is the question, comme dit'ce cher GuILLAUME. To the Champs 
Elysées—but in morning tweeds, for the fashionable hour is not arrived—to 
look at the pouliche of Sir JonatHan Pogram; et puis les pogs-dogs of Milord 
Ssure. To the Bouleyv to the Café Riche, or Napolitain, to look at the 
journals. Only *‘ Le High Life,” “ Le Turf,” and “ La Co ise,” par exemple ! 
Tiens, AnTuuR has had his little finger écorché in his duel with the Comte. 
To the Bourse, and ordain my courtier to sell Venez Hardly in time to 
hire une avant-scene for ‘‘ Odette.”” The Bois; and une heure délicieuse d 
coté de thédtre: tout le monde nous a remarquts : Natuayn will renew that 
bill now. Dinner at Pférer’s. She is iful—we promenade ourselves in a 
voiture. Baccarat till three. 

Mardi.— Méme chose. 


Mercredi.—Peu de changement. Déjeiiner at Pérun’s, and dined chez Bienon. 








Opera this time, and Lansquenet till five. Venezuelans 
up; Les Misérables ! 
eudi.—Changement terrible! Went to the Chamber 
to see uncle invalidated. Missed Bois; absinthe at the 
Véron—quel nid a ganaches! and positively dined at 
the Madrid! Quelle journée ! . 
Vendredi.—Méme chose que Lundi. Cirque le soir ; 
et pas de Baccarat. 
medi.— Toujours le méme. . 
Dimanche.— Changement complet ; La Famille. Ouf! 
deux tantes a diner, et un whist! Aurevoir! J’attends 
le jour de Van et mes étrennes. Bonne poignée de main 
a votre ‘‘ Robert.” ‘‘ Robert, toi que j’avme!” 
Le Garcon pu Movuxin Rover. 








“MERRY CHRISTMAS.” 


RoMANCE. 

Hat! season of peace and of plenty, 

Plum-puddings, and pantomimes rare ! 
When my landlord forgets all the rent he 

Has sworn he will sue for—the bear! 
Gay erates of beef and sna: 

crackers, and mottoes, and cake, 

When the Baron is roasted—the flagon 

Is emptied for somebody’s sake. 


REALITY. 
Out on this gorging time of beef and turkey, 
f | er and of doctors’ bills, 
When all the world, without, is cold and murky, 
And every home is full of pains and ills! 


RoMANCE. 
Fill high the Love-bowl with good wassail ! 
Let us drink to old customs, begat 


When every man’s home was his castle, 
Be it town-house, or cottage, or flat. 
Ring out the glad bells from each steeple ! 
asp hands and pledge hearts for a year! 
Send a Christmas-card, sure, to ‘‘ your people,” 
With robins ’mid snow and cheer ! 
REALITY. 
Will you forgive each stricken sister-sinner ? 
If not, call not this time by oy names ! 
What will you give the poor for i dinner P— 
They have no smoking feasts nor yule-log’s flames! 





SCHOOL-BOARD PROGRESS. 


BEFORE pponegading to the business of the day, a lady 
member, . BusyBopy, said she wi to call attention 
to the New Education Code. Mrs. BLUEBoDY said she was 
clearly out of order, and ap to the Chairman. 
Mrs. Busybody (warmly). I am quite aware, Mr. 
Chairman, that I am not strictly in order, but I think 
I am justified by the importance of the subject—— 
Mrs. Bluebody (interrupting). I must again # to 
the Chairman. I protest against this most pro- 
ceeding. There is enough business in to-day’s paper to 
occupy us for a week, and I don’t see much chance of 
any progress being made to-day, if Mrs. Busynopy is 
allowed to enter upon matters that are not before the 


Board. 
_ An Hon, Member. I should wish to make one 


observa- 

tion, —— Cries of “‘ Order! Order!” Uproar. 
Mrs. Bluebody (violently). I say Mrs. BusyBopy 
is out of order, and it is not the first time. I again 


ey 
airman ly and a ly). If you me, 
must say that you yourself are outoforder. Any remark 
on the ‘general conduct of a Member of the | is 
i , and I must request you to withdraw it. 
wart of “* Withdraw, withdraw!” 

Mrs. Bluebody. Well, 1 will withdraw it, although it 
happens to be true. : Xe ; 

An Hon. Member. This is not a withdrawal, but an 


vation. i 
verybody (yumping up at once and shouting), Mr. 
i —I protest—— mm 
At this point, thinking it might become an affair of é 
t privene Lame phe oe ean oh the 
best hat he could find. Debate still . 
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FROM YOUTH TO AGE. 


(A Confidential Correspondence between Eminent Personages.) 


“Immortal Age beside immortal Youth, 
And all I was in ashes.” —TiTHONUS. 


No. VIIIl.—From Lord Randolph Churchill, M.P. (1881), to John, 
First Duke of Marlborough (1704). 


I say, old Cockalorum, I’ve a crow to pluck with you. On 
mature consideration I have come to the conclusion that you are a 
nuisance in the family, overshadowing with your fame worthier 
members, whose chief failing is that they come after you. To 
my mind you appear 
decidedly overrated. 
Blenheim was all very 
well in its way; but 
what is it com 
with Braptaven? In 
some respects the cam- 
paigns have points of 
resemblance. You 
commanded an allied 
army, and so do I. 
But whilst you found 

ls read 


the too! y to 
ae hem, 5 











have 
to shape them. 

It is no slight work, : 
I can tell you, to keep in hand a frisky young fellow like Gorst, 
a profound diplomatist like Wourr, and a self-opinionated colle 
like Batrour. I have done it, and in command of these allied 
forces, with occasional volunteered assistance from Warton and 
Alderman Fow tr, I have kept Brapiaven at bay during a whole 
Session, and mean to do it again next year. Now you, with all your 
battles and pensions and og and intrigues, never did anything 
so altogether big as this. Yet, forsooth, you are the famous Duke 
of MariBoroveH, and I am simply RanpotpH CHURCHILL, with, by 
courtesy, a prefix of nobility. 

This withstanding of BrapLaven is, like Blenheim, ‘‘a famous 
victory,” only we know what we fought each other for. But I have 
achieved triumphs in other directions not less glorious. Have you 
taken note of my absolute victory over the decencies of Parliamentary 
debate and = controversy ? Everyone is agreed that modern 
— life nishes no parallel to this. There, my Lord Duke, I 

ecidedly have the pull over you. You don’t shine in history as a 
very faithful man. Your notion of patriotism apparently was sub- 
serviency to the reigning power whilst you were in secret correspond- 
ence with the bantshed eg You got all that James THE Seconp 
could give you, whilst you arranged for the glorious coming over of 
Witt of Orange; and whilst Wizt1am and Mary were on the 
throne, you were coquetting with the Srvuarts, whom you had 
already betrayed. You made a good thing out of it all round. But 
yo were always courtly in your manner—not to say sneaking, for 

hate to use strong . You never dared to be abusive, lest, 
peradventure, the man you attacked might some day be in a position 
to refuse you a favour. 

That is a slur on the family name which I have done something to 
remove. I go at them all round. GLapsronx of course, but scarcely 
less StarForD Norrucore. If a man is older than myself, and, in 
the estimation of a silly world, wiser, I discover the greater pleasure in 
abusing him. I don’t find that it brings me personal popularity, or 
seems to raise me in the public esteem. There is a general impression 
abroad that my principal steck-in-trade for political advancement is 
impudence. Iam not a graceful speaker ; scarcely better read than 

ourself ; have never done anything except get myself returned for 

oodstock ; and whilst I have attacked the Bills of everybody else, 
I have never brought in but one, and that, dealing with Small Debts. 
raised such a commotion among the tailors, bootmakers, and uni- 
. wroviders, that I had to drop it. Yet look at the place I fill 
in public estimation. wasp in a crowded room would scarcely 
receive more attention. But for yor au’ your pompous, overpowering 
fame, I might found a house myself. As it is, I can never be any- 
thing but a scion of the house you established, partly by back-stair 
influence and partly by a people’s gratitude for victories which, as I 
have shown, are compared with mine. 
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There is nothing vexes me more than to see men thus grasping at 
honours which better disposed elsewhere. They want 
taking down a peg or two, and I’m the man todo it. If you suppose 


that because you are an ancestor who won for us a title, a palace, and 
@ pension you are exempt, you will find you are mistaken. You are 
not the first to discover that nothing is sacred to the political sapeur 
who signs himself Your disgusted descendant, 

Raypotru CHURCHILL. 


»|}such a wonderfully 
times 


No. [X.—From Lord Stanley, ” Lynn (1850), to the Earl of 


Dear Densy, 

. Wuar’s this I hear about the probability of you joining the 
Liberal Government? I don’t know that there is anything in such a 
conclusion that I have any right to resent. I have myself always so 
strictly kept the middle path, and have so frequently in the violent 
conflict of ies found or other side come up to me, that I have 
critical with any position in which you ma your- 
you came to leave Dizzy’s rnment. 
you left as when you entered : only they, 
ing violently on one side, left you isolated. Then, of course, 

to “leave the Government,” as it was put at the time, 
ws more exact rendering of the fact was, that the Govern- 
ment 

But, ad tao Dersy, there is a vast difference between your being 
left in the middle of the road by the Tories, and your deliberatel 
taking a step to the other side, officially to join the Liberals. It 
won't suit you either mally or politically. You are all very well 
as you are, which, as I before hinted, is equivalent to being ‘‘as you 
were.” In the to and fro of ies, you may again find 
your in a Conservative Cabinet. ether that comes to pass or 
not, you must not think of joining a Liberal one. You were just 
the thing for Dwzy when he formed a Government. He knew 
exactly your value and your place, Our t name and influence 
were of value to him and being a good fellow at heart, with stron 
personal affections, he never orgot the friendship our father 
extended to him at a critical time, and was pleased to seem to 
ne a Be age to a SraNLEY. Bin Le DL a + coe! 
0 with your growing convictions. g3 

ttn Gan to held, be played you Of equines that fire-tater 

ALISBURY, that drummer-boy, Garmonne Haxpy. He stuck 
to ree as pt could, . the tease be dropped in the)House of 
rds over your were uine. 

But all this would be different in a Li Sat Government with its 
present prospects. You'and Grapsrone would get on very,well;to- 
. gee. and, of course 

ARTINGTON would 
suit you exactly. 
You know as well as 
I do that there are 
other forces in the 
Cabinet, which are 
backed by strong and 
growing powers in the 
provinees. You would 
get along swimmingly 
at first. Presently 
wi come a_ time 
when you would find 
= could not go any 

urther with CHam- 
BERLAIN and Druxe—who, by-the-way, will not long be out of 
the Cabinet. It would not do for you, having deliberately taken the 
step of associating yourself with a Liberal Ministry, to retire. You 
have seemed to change about enough now, and, as you know, too 
long-continued a process of this kind of gymnastics is ruinous in 
English politics. We all get a chance once; but having recanted 

we cannot go in. Stop where you are, and as you are, an 

you will be both prosperous and anne. If there ever be,—as is by 
no means improbable—an attempt to form a Coalition Ministry, in 
which moderate Liberals, gon | Whigs and Conservatives of our 
kidney combine to resist the of Radicalism, then your turn for 
office will have come again. The fact et yon have joined 
Coalition Ministry won’t count in the record of your career. 1 
then, sit below the Gangway in P dg favourite corner, and from time 
to time balance arguments for the House of Lords. 

Of course it is known only between you and me that you are not 
wise man as you look. But you are what is 
some better, and may be more powerful. You are as nearly as 
possible the embodiment of the ordinary common sense and the some- 
what phlegmatic intelli of an Englishman. You are often, by 
reason of experience in public affairs, so far in advance of public 

inion, that what you say to-day k to-morrow. 
But, as Dizzy do y admitted when SaLissury was girding at 
you, you “ have not much goin you.” You shine more in summing 
Zp the results of s catastrophe than in yeveeens eqns Ser cons 
it. You have your place in English politics—an honourable, an 
honoured, and a safe one ; and don’t you go perilling this by tying 
yourself down as a Liberal Ministry. ; 

Yours, in sober wisdom, 
SraNLEY. 
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Tit Schoolboy’s Favourite for Christmas Cards is of course—Tucx. 
Rapwaxt Tucx’s are “ Art-full Cards” with a vengeance. First-rate. 
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NORTH LONDONERS 


PREPARING FOR THE SEVERITIES OF THE ComING WINTER. 


(After Du Chaillu.) 











BURNING QUESTIONS. 


Op Frotssart said the English were a people who took their 

| amusements sadly. The recent catastrophe at Vienna, and the com- 

ments thereon, will make us take our amusements timidly. On the 

first appearance of fire in a theatre, we behave as they did at 

Nice, and stab each other in the back, or as they did at Vienna, and 

| fly at each other’s throat? The Managers have a msibility to 

face in these burning questions, and so have the Public. A bewil- 

| dered, undisciplined, and savage mob may come to grief even at a 

| meeting in Trafalgar Square, where the whole place is one enormous 
exit. 

Because gas has exploded, shall we abolish gas, and go back to oil 
and candles, with a double chance of fire ? use staircases have 
| become crowded, shall we abolish staircases, and substitute external 
ladders, in obedience to several suggestions? Shall we weakly call 


are secretly aware that the ture is in such a condition that it 
cannot even help itself? we look to Bumbledom, which is 
silent, and has no real power over old buildings or “‘ vested interests” ? 
Shall we look to Officialism, and get a mild and gentlemanly, not to 
say a feeble circular from the Lonp CHAMBEBLAIN, who fails to tell 
the public that he has no authority over the two great Pantomime 
houses, Covent Garden and Drury e, which are just about to open 
with their Christmas entertainments ? 

Shall we ask sume Government Department to indemnify the 
Managers who fly in the face of the 35 & 36 Vict., c. 94—(dis- 

respectfully described by the Manager of the Gaiety Theatre as a 
| piece of ‘* Molly-Coddling islation’’) and knock down the walls 
which separate them from **licensed” buildings? Shall we 
| ask, more or less weakly, what Department would be the proper one 
| to apply to, and what chance there is of such applicant, with such an 
application, being, kicked into the street ? we echo the Lorp 
CHAMBERLAIN’S ery, and insist that every theatrical door shall ‘‘ open 
outwards,” and then ask why a Metropolitan Building Act exists, 
which forbids such a regulation as to outer doors under a heavy 
penalty ? Shall we ask any more weak questions, or confess our 
1elplessness, and sit down with the assurance that in England, at 
least, for nearly sixty years, although more than twenty theatres 
have been destroyed, there have only been, as the M r of the 
| Gaiety asserts, ‘two deaths from fire—a Dresser, and a Manager?” 


upon the Legislature to assist us, as many have called, though we | 





IRELAND’S CHRISTMAS STOCKING. 
(A Wish and a Suggestion. ) 


Wov tp Ireland at her outer door 
Just hang up her Christmas stocking, 0! 

Joun Butt with will that stocking would fill, 
And he ’d quietly leave without knocking, 0! 


For good he ’d do that country, though 
Its troubles so sadden and fret him, 0! : 

His help he would give, saying ** Live and let live! ” 
If only some “‘ Parties” would let him, 0! 

** Defence of Property Fund ! ’—that name 
To generous hearts is shocking, 0! 

But call it the ‘‘ Mansion House Fund ’—that same 
Joun Butt will drop into her stocking, 0! 





Thankful for Small Mercies. 


Tue following announcement appears in the fashionable intelli- 
gence of the week :— 

‘The MackinTosu has arrived at Claridge’s Hotel from Netherby, Long- 
town, Cumberland.”’ 

We are very glad to hear it, and it’s not a bit too soon, for the 
wet weather has evidently set in in earnest. Only, the allowance 
seems ludicrously inadequate for a population like that of the Metro- 

lis. If one swallow does not make a summer, still less does one 
Mackintosh make suitable provision for a winter. 





Punch’s Christmas Prizes. 


Iw acknowledgment of his having produced the handsomest, most 
decorative, and most ogee Album for Fhatographe, we hereby 
decorate Mr. Marton (of Marton & Co.) with his own Patent Clasp, 
and create him Duke of St. ALBUMs. Public will send him 
Orders. Re-Marks.—For painted Cards on Satin and Silk,—the 
best ‘‘ Marks,””—ALBEeRT Marks. 

There ’s Rue for you,”—we mean Dr 1a Rue, whose Cards the 
Ladies say ‘‘ are simply lovely.” 
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IRELAND’S CHRISTMAS STOCKING. 


(4 WISH AND A SUGGESTION.) 
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PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. 


for all!” 


— 
Commemorating the decision in re Mud-Salad Market’s Rates and Tolls. “ Dooky pays 


PATHETICS FOR THE PLATFORM. 
~~ ry yes fas from cheery, 
u gales y they strode, 
A batch of Coun i 
4% try Cousins, 
The day was far from cheery, 
As I’ve remarked before ; 
But they were far from dreary, 
And well the journey bore. 
They came to view the Lions of London (on the sly). 
“ Delightful—lightful London!” the Country Cousins 


cry. 
The day was far from cheery, 
cuse the same old rhyme, 
I’ve used it till I’m weary, 
But ’tis the last, last time.) 
Now, on the road from London 
Our Country Cousins jog, 
And all they say, in chorus, 
Is, ‘* Oh, that nasty fog!” 
Oh, dirty fogs of London! if lamps your mist could 


We'd all electric, oh, fogs of London Town ! 





The Amateur Government and Irresponsible 
Ministry Company (Limited). 
Tus Company has been started for a purpose which, 
in homely vo heme is described as teaching Grand- 
to suck eggs; and the first list of Directors (with 
power to add to their number) is a proof that the work 
will be conducted with praiseworthy vigour :— 
Chairman—The Duke of BLuNDERLAND. 
Directors—The Duke of Buckatem; the Marquis of 
wos; the Marquis of Heapsrrone ; Srir- 
ForD; Lord Gzorck Hammenrtones; Lord 0; Lord 
up Hammertones; Sir Ropert Antrut CARDEN. 
The Company will commence its operations in Ireland. 








Tue Intsn Dries Nox.—Rent-Day. 








‘ SHE STOOPS ”’—&ec. 


(Performance in aid of the Royal General Theatrical Fund, at the 
Haymarket, Thursday, Dec. 15.—Something about ‘‘ Odette.”’) 


HE event of last week in the 
theatrical world was the ap- 
pearance of Mrs. LaneTry as 
Miss Hardcastle in Gotp- 
smirn’s farcical comedy, She 
Stoops to Conquer. The débu- 
tante certainly stooped a good 
deal—’tis the fault of almost 
all amateurs—and she did not 
exactly conquer. A wn 
much less a triumph, co d 
searcely haye been expected 
from a raw recruit in a first 

engagement. Mrs. Lanerry has nearly everything to learn, but she 
is evidently an attentive and intelligent pupil. She is far better in 
repose t! in action, and at present the Sleeping Beauty would 
perhaps be her most effective impersonation. Neither of Miss Hard- 
castle's costumes became her, and her hat was a decided mistake. 

Mrs. Lanerry intended, we suppose, by this performance to put 

herself up for hire to the highest managerial bidder in the theatrical 

market, and therefore we are justified in strongly and honestly 
reminding her that, without positive genius, there is no royal road to 
eminence even in the histrionic art, which, as ‘‘ holding the mirror 
up to Nature” is, at its best, oy the perfection of mimicry, and 
that a novice must stoop to pick up the rudiments, and master 
them, before she can place herself at the head of any class, much 
less before she can conquer its difficulties and qualify as a professor. 

“My face is my fortune, Sir, she said,” will not alone serve Mrs. 
LANGTRY as a pas to public fayour, any more than it availed 
Mrs. Rovssy or Miss NEILson ; the former of whom never could have 
been a Freat Actress—it was not in her—while the latter, by per- 
sistent work, overcame certain natural defects, and established 
herself as the leading Actress of her short day. 

Mrs. Lanerry is of too solid a physique for any light skittish 
movement ; her laugh not yet being under control, appears for 
and ; and her action is as constrained and mechanical as 
that of an Eton sixth-form boy on “speech day.’’ Her line seems to 








hiet . 
ced | as he likes, if he 





be the impersonation of some character to which serious interest is 
at and which enlists the sympathies of the audience rather 
by its silent i by its demonstration of grief. Such a 
character, whi make no great demand on the novice’s powers, 
tep. Then, in time, what a magnificent 'y Mac- 
beth she would look! ‘What a figure in a classic Tragedy, for which 
Nature has si ly fitted her, if she will only give true Arta 
chance of ecting what Nature has so evidently co 
Here is a line in which she will probably be unrivalled; but let her 
beware of the advice of those gushing friends who would rush her 
into Lady Teazle, and ruin her future career for the sake of some 
present notoriety. An Actress must look not to a small biassed 
clique, but to the general Public—the Public of stalls, pit, boxes and 
ery—for her support. We most sincerely wish . LANGTRY 
success in her new profession, and if she be only thoroughly dis- 
satisfied with herself as Miss Hardcastle, she will have already 
made the first advance towards ultimate success. 


In Paris, M. Vicronren Saxvovu, who never loses an 0 pestuntiy of 
ys 


loudly complaining when a foreign Author lays one of his own p 
under such contribution as has been customary among tists 
from the very earliest times of the Drama down to the present day, 
has himself been collared by a M. Manto Ucnanp, Author of Fiam- 
mina, who writes at in the Figaro to show that the plot of 
M. Sarpovu’s Odette, some of its scenes, and of its are 
Teese hes qovalterty sepiods tous, 60 Odete & Cains parioenen 

. BARDOU eavalierly repli at, as is bein ‘orm 
and Fiammina is blished. the public can purchase a beak of the 
latter and a seat for the former, and so “judge for themselves.” 
M. Ucnaxp refuses the arbitration of the Dramatic Authors’ Society, 
observing that this special case is a question of property which 
should be decided by a civil tribunal, At t there has not been 
much that is “civil” between them. M. Sanpov, however, is an old 
hand at the , having skilfully taken his Pommes du Voisin 
from a ‘story by CHartes py Berwarp, and his Pattes de Mouche 
from the work of two other Authors. P 

Le Figaro, summing up the case, and far from inclined to be 
unfavourable to M. Saxpovu, pertinently asks—‘‘ Et pourtant, M. 
Sanpovu edt-il écrit ‘ Odette’ si la‘ Fiammina’ n’avaut Hé 


ys does it 
de grace, qu'il soit aussi is aux autres d' adapter!” And English 
Smeges’ enausly take 1. kanmow ob tas boat ahaatien | Bless ’em ! 
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POET’S CORNER. 


Or Nonsense Rhymes on Well- 
Known Names. 


( Scientific.) 
Says Owen to Hvuxtrey, 
‘Oh, where does the Crur 
lie?” 
Says HuxtrytoOwer, | 
|“ The Missing Link’s| 
goin’.”’ 
(Confidential, ) 
Says Laney to BRaDLAveH, | 
- - 're kept out by bad | 
aw;” 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
Says Braptaven to Lassy, | 
‘ Yes, isn’t it shabby ?” 
( Asthetic. ) 
| Says WitpE unto Swin- 
BURNE, 
‘How sweetly does sin | 
| burn !”’ 
| Says SwinBurneE to WILDE, 
| Pooh! You ’re mawkish 
and mild.” "~ ‘| 
( Sporting. ) 
Says Bass to Frep Grert- | 
TON, 
‘* Bad races you bet on;” 
| Says Grerron to Bass, 
‘*Oh, don’t be an ass!” 
(Seasonable Reciprocity.) 
Says De ta Rue to Mr. 
WARNE, 
| ““T’ll send you cards on | 
Christmas morn.” 
| Says Mr. Wanwe to De 1a | 


Rvg, | 
|  That’s just what I shall | 
do to you.” 
The Recent Tunisian Trial.) | 
| Says RocuErort to Rovs- | 


| 
} 


| TAN, 

| * Your jacket I’ll just 

tan.’ 

| Says Rovsran to Rocus- 

FORT, 
“Dis I pay de ma poche | 

for.”’ 


Potice setting betting- 
— » are guilty of ‘aiding 
and a-betting.” Beware of 


the ** Police Trap ’— Black 
Maria.— (Signed) E. H. 





FROM MEATH. 
(To Mr. Punch, M.F.H.) 
In your last Number you 
allotted 


To describing our hounds 


as y , 
Which, as a fact, 
Is not exact, 
For our foxes are good uns, 
Our sportsmen are true. 
The pack’s love to Toby ; 
And ditto to you 
From all who consider Boy- 
cotting beneath men. 
And love a good run, like 


Yours truly, 
Tue Meatu Men. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 63. 





Tue Recent Case of Den- 
man vy. Cripps goes to show 
that our schools have not 
so Vv much improved 
since days of Dothe- 
boys Hall. As tothe School 
Board, the members of the 
Committee, both ladies 
and gentlemen, seem to be 
slinging mud at one an- 
other, and making “another 
jolly row down-stairs.” 
But in the meantime what 
- being — ad the. ». 

py boys and gir 

ere’s the Seldom-at- 
Home Sec., who sits up 
aloft to keep watch for the 
life of r JoE in the In- 
dustrial School ? ' 


Commissions sore 
Long time he bore, 
And School Boards wos in wain, 
Till the Home Sec. 
He came direck 
To ease him of his pain. 


A 4 
tay, 
“Tigh /taw, 
Teg Oe 
4 _—_ - 


TOF FTEL 





‘*“YouTH WILL HAVE ITS 
Friine.”’—It is said the 


SIR JOHN HOLKER, Q.C., M.P. Drury Lane Theatre Com- 


mittee are so pleased with 
‘* JACK WITH MY FAMILIARS, JOHN WITH MY BROTHERS AND SISTERS, their present , that 


AND Sir JoHN WITH ALL Evrore.” they are about to erect his 


i ae ; Statue in the vestibule. 
Second Part of King Henry the Fourth, Act I1., Sc. 2.—(Our Version.) The legend ed on its pe- 
**Goop Sir JoHN, HOW LIKE you ——!” destal will be ‘‘ Pro Harris 


Merry Wives of Windsor, Act V., Sc. 5. | et focis” (or jocis ?) 








r 





Three whole minutes for a 


Sits down on 

Time-Bo 
Well, it’s 

| torsien 
|—Hullo! Time’s up! 

Jack (waking). Come 

Bill. No—not yet. How 





| Passenger isn’t more than twenty minutes late! , 
I believe I am still a-dreaming. 


| Jacek. To be sure! 
| signal is heard.) Hallo! 
| bells. We ain’t got no ten 
Bill ( proud of his 


of the day.” 


| 
| 


DEATH IN THE BOX! 


Signalman (looking at his watch). Now, I do call this luck! 
Quite a little holiday, my lad 
rather envious 
ristmas time, an 
in book, and looks at cloe. 
that’s something like a rest! Any signals ? 


knowledge). Oh 

Loamshire, ten bells used to mean, “Wish you aes 
It was a sort of private pind ¢ we 

Station-Master on his birthda 


Jack (looking out), And here comes the train! (Bothered.) What 


Crh = for ay py vn | know nothing oe o 7 

: Savented ; : This ard. ere ! now they are a-w g down the 

(4 Christmas Game invented by the Railway Companics.) —=—| i a1! (Scratching his head.) Hanged if I know whether I ought 

Scene—Interior of a Signal-Bozx at Mizemup Junction. Telegraphic to her ! [ Whistle repeated. 
Apparatus, Electric Bells, Cranks in all directions. Hard- |” Bill (coming to his assistence). Who’s the cove at the other box ? 
Worked Signalman and Intelligent Time-Boy on duty. _ Jack. don’t know. He belongs to another 


Company. (Whistle 
im ly repeated.) Well, I can’t keep ’em pony a ol I ~ 
it’s all right. At any rate, here goes! (Works cranks, and the 
Train is heard to steam away into the distance.) But I wish I knew 
what they meant by ten bells. é 
Bill (resuming his writing). Ain’t it on our Company's Code ? 
Jack. Well, Brxx, I haven’t had time to look regularly into it, but 
I’ve a sort of a notion as how it means, ‘ Pass the train, but mind 
your eye.” (Signal repeated.) Hang it! There it poe again! 
Bill. P’raps it means something different at the other cove’s end ? 
Jack. Just as likely as not. Whistle heard.) Another train. 
lessly.) Now what’s to be P 
ii, Can’t you ask the other cove what he means? 
s got time to wait? (Whistle hurriedly repeated.) 
| Why, you see they are backwards clssady, ant the express will be 
on the North-East | due in a jiffey. (Whistle again heard.) re, you see they won't 
happy returns | wait either. Well, here goes—the more the merrier ! 
to send to the | orks cranks, and the second Train steams away. 
| Bill (suddenly). I say, Jack, let ’s have a look at the Code 


before there’s another train due! 

. Wake me up when it’s over. 
chair, and immediately falls fast asleep. 
ly). He’s having a _ time of it! 
bf r chap, he deserves it! (Finishes 
my Three minutes up ! i, vomt 
8 him. 


rest 


Why, the 9°30 ( 
(Electric | 
What was that? It sounded like ten 
bells on our Code. 
when I was 


could you ex one ? 


y: 
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A BLANK DAY. 


The Keeper (to Brown, who rents the forest), ‘‘ Doon wt’ ye! Doon wi’ ye! Get AHINT A Sranc!” 
Brown (out of temper—he had been ‘‘ stalking” about all the morning, and missed several times), ** Yes, IT'S ALL VERY WELL TO SAY 
‘GET BEHIND A Strong.’ But sHOW ME ONE !—SHOW ME ONE!!” 











Jack. Which Code? There’s such a lot of ’em! and what’s CURMUDGEON’S CHRISTMAS CARO 


stuck down in one, is upset in another! Who’s to tell which is 
right? Oh, hangitall! How’sa _ chap to know what they all} Tus sharp but genial season, whilst a tear of pity flows 


means? Why, they might as well be written in Greek! On my Paper o’er Appeals for coals and blankets, food and clo’es 
Bill, What Company does the cove at the other end belong to ? — Preis a swell of hearty sympathy I feel 
Jack (out of humour). The North South and East Western ! “4 our my chest expand, 
; an + never was in that Company. But, I say, ain’t we got | ja |< CuRGTMS «And a generous impulse urges me to give 
a copy of their Code? cLys with open hand. 
Jack (irritably). I don’t know. Perhaps we have, and perha an. 7 uces 
we haven’t. (Electric signal heard once more.) Well, I’m hanged! b ie we (ey - The prom ting of benevolence, ah, why 
There’s them blessed ten bells again! What do they want this ; | must I resist, 
time ? [ Whistle heard. | ¥ ; ‘ And when [ fain my hand would ope, be 
Bill. Hadn’t we better look it out ? forced to close my fist ? 
Jack. This is a nice time for looking it out, when the train’s Semi) Other Appeals, alas, there are, which first 
overdue and wants to be moving! (Whistle impatiently repeated. ) have to be met : 
There, you see how they are a going on ! ; My quarter's rent and my Christmas bills 
Bill ( picking “p book). Law! Here’s the North South and East ee —as far as I’m in debt. 
Western Code, I do believe! My fell ie , 
Jack. Well, look out ten bells as fast as you can (More whigtling.)| 79," ow-beings’ woes I do most feelingly bemoan, , 
There they go again! Blessed if I don't think they will smash all| But =. ae — be nag age oo 
’ J 
the panes of glass with their row ! [ Whistling continued, Is more, much more, than I am blest with half the means to do. 


Bill. Here we are, (reading from book), ‘Ten bells, means a 
voluntary ll . Oh, that I were a Lord of land, and had my rent all paid, 
Jack, ** Voluntary stoppage.”” What’s that, Bri? Plenty to apends and plenty left to lend another aid ; 
[More whistling.| Or else a Millionnaire possessed of wealth exceeding bound, 
Bill (with uncertainty). Well, can’t say I exactly know, Jack.| My money how I’d scatter in munificence all round ! 
They learned | me at the School Board that “voluntary” meant| y had I but a fairy gift of pocket so far full, 
permissive. : om ie 4 Therein I should but need to put my hand as much to pull 
Jack, Oh, did they? But who’s to “ permit” it? Me, or the Thereout, as ever I required to squander or bestow 
chap at the other box? (Whistling exciiedly repeated.) And there,| About how gladly doing good should I for pastime go! 
you see how impatient they ’re a getting ? hat’s to be done ? : Pini in 
Bill (giving it up). I don’t know! It’s a pity they don’t make| That og | of doing good, oh, why is it so dear ? ; 
these here signals plainer. How little could buy with some lew thousand pounds a year ! 
Jack. Right you are, Brix, but that ain't our business. (Loud In vain I lon and languish for that happiness intense, P 
primes veers | = I can't keep Ne ony a. So here| Which don’t I wish I could enjoy r of expense! 
goes—(moves cranks),—and all I can say is, 1 hope as how we ain’t} At Christmas in icular, though gushing with good will, 
made a hash of the word ‘“‘ permissive ! o I own, my con Putions to’ Appeals” oupunt to nil ; 


(Train steams rapidly off, and the scene is closed in by a fearful| Theh and the naked I ’ve a will to clothe and feed, 
** accident,” a a Ao § eae Bat the naked and the hungry too must take it for the deed. 
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TRIO OF PRINCES. 
Sung by the Royal Al -Edinbro'-Christian Combination 
ung by ‘oya — ' 


We are Three Musical Boys, 
wm eoreT and Albanee. 
We sing, play and lecture in the North Countree. 


| Who sing, play and lecture in the North Countree. 


| MEDICAL MEMS. 
Br Dvmb-Crauso Juxror. 













97/4"! \\\ 


Au-Topsy ! 





An ’Atter, me! 





CHRISTMAS “ MOTTOES.” 
(By Eminent Hands.) 


A Curtistmas Resotve. By A. T. 


’T1s Christmas—though with wild amaze 
I hear the shallow critics say, 
My dramas don’t precisely pay, 

I mean to go on writing plays! 


Tux Morro. By R. B. 


| A Motto! Just a catch-word such as lies 
Betwixt Imprimis and the colophon ; 
French mot, Italian motto : for the rest 
Latin mutire. Body o’ me—the Greek 
Gives »i@es. So this poem I write and leave 
To Jansenists, to lie i’ the brains o’ men, 
I sell you for a lira, eightpence just, 
Then nt to Casa Guidi, by the Church. 
And, British Public, ye who like me not, 
I think i’ faith I’ve got the best of it ! 


Ovr Lapy Cuampacng. By A. C. 8. 


A Maiden makes moan, ‘‘ Oh, my Motto 
Lies lost with its love-litten lay : 

’Twas something on ‘ green in a grotto,’ 
And ‘sad seas were sweeter than spray.’” 

O theme for the scorn of the scoffer, 
I hear my own verses apis 

And she ogles me well as I offer 
My Lady—Champagne! 

Tse Broomine Damozet. By D. G. R. 


The blooming damozel leaned o’er 
The station bar at even, 

And she was deeper than the depths 
Of water at Lochleven : 

She kept my change within her purse, 

It came to one-and-seven ! 


Tue Vorsune Tate. By W. M. 


| Oh, fain for the wine was Sieurp, and wild were the songs he sung, 
| Like the words from the Halls of Music, for glamour was on his 
tongue, 
And hedropped the Sword of the Branstock, that trembled in hisclutch ; 
And said Gopaox, **Son of the Volsungs, methinks thou has ta’en 
too much.” 
Then uprose the King of Men-folk, and vowed he had drunk no ale; 
And that was the story of Sigvrp—lo! that was the Volsung tale! 








MODESTY REWARDED. 


Tove there have been no Cabinet Councils of late, there were, 
previous to Mr. GLapstone’s departure for Hawarden, several inter- 
views between Cabinet Ministers. What these may 02 gee has 
greatly exercised the daily newspapers, which have various 
more or less official-looking paragraphs purporting to explain them. 
We, who know everything, are able to give the real explanation. 
They had, ih brief, no other object than to arrive at some means of 
making a sui acknowledgment of the kind and ising care 
manifested by Mr. Anraur Arwnotp during the as it was 
jy cir Session. One of the acts of the Member 
for ord on eve of the Prorogation was to give notice that 
next year he will move a Resolution on the subject of the County 
Fran ; 7 * subject which the Government came in 
plosees to deal with, Mr. Annoxp’s interposition was at the moment 

y resented by some Members, who thought they saw in it evi- 
om , a ne tie, determined to keep itself 

ore the pu | impervious to ridicule. 

jinee the the Hon. Member has conferred a fresh 


e, owing to peculiar qualities of the atmosphere, 
n i ; whilst a Real proposal to desipeteh him to Burman’ 
with a perempto to the Emperor, met with much favour. 
A mem signed by the Editors of various in London and 
the Provinces was received, setting forth the elevances er which 
they labour at Sam of Mr. agen eres putin _ 
8 own an g the 
Member for Salford. The yo, that in the choice of 
residence, attention might iven to the desirability of selecting 
one where p was dear, and must be p’ id. The petition was 
ordered to lie on the table, and further consideration of the matter 
was adjourned till it could be ascertained what sort-of humour the 
Emperor of Burman is in at present. 


promotion is 





CHRISTMAS CRACKERS, 


Wuewn Christmas is come, and the girls 
—bless each heart !|— 
Seem to think it a proper and regular 


ape 
Of the programme, to pull with a shriek 
tart 


and as 
The Crackers that garnish the dishes ; 
We know how those things, in our 
juvenile time, 
4) Contained a queer sweetmeat, a motto, a 
rhyme, 
That was not what the critics consider 
sublime 
But served to express lovers’ wishes. 


But now come the new Crackers, lovely to see, 
Each one in itself a complete jeu d’ esprit, 
In gold and in silver and fair filagree, 
In all sorts of shapes and of sizes ; 
Some filled up with wonderful musical toys, 
Some chaffing the modern esthetical joys, 
Some yielding, to dress up the girls and the boys, 
New costumes, as splendid surprises. 


And when we remember that these, poe the year, 
Are made by r women and girls, it is clear 
They should above all other presents be dear,— 
Tom Smrru should have thousands of backers ; 
And good boys and girls, when these playthings allure, 
Will know what less fortunate children endure, 
And give more than a thought—let us hope—to the poor, 
When pulling these capital Crackers ! 











Self Help, by Smiles. 
A yew line is open for the Ladies’ Employment, Association, ride 
the following in the Sussex Duily News :— 
LADY Reads, Writes Letters, or Walks Out with Invalid or 
Elderly Ladies or Gentlemen ; 2s. per hour.—Address, &c. 
Two shillings per hour is cab fare by time. The cab or the lady ? 


Which? We are not walkists, and it won’t run to two shillings; 
but up to sixpence for a quarter of an hour we’re there. 








G@ TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 
Copies should be kept. 
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FEMALE EMIGRATION TO CANADA. 
Miss Leprancer (reading Lord Lorne’s Speech on the subject). ‘Tam vortumn | Papers like the Landseer 


West THE Youna WoMAN WENT, THE MORE Orrers sHE GoT!’ On, MAMMA, 


LET US GO TO CANADA, AS FAR WEST AS POSSIBLE!” 





ST. THOMAS’S DAY IN THE CITY. 


Mr. Puncn received last week a formidable-looking 
document, signed by Field-Marshal Pontrrex Maxrwvs, 
requiring him, by virtue of a precept received from the 
Right Honourable the Lorp Mayor by the Worshipful 
James Fieerns, Esq., to make his personal 
sprearence on the 2ist of December at the Sessions 

ouse, Bailey, and “* Hereof he was not to fail!” 

As Mr. Punch’s personal appearance is somewhat 
striking, and not usually seen at such places as the Old 
Bailey, although his historical association with the Jack 
Ketch of a former period is well known, he naturally 
hesitated to obey the somewhat peremptory mandate in 
question ; but > { knowing what penal consequences might 
attend his absence, he went. 

of the important matters in which he took part 
was the election of no less six Ward Beadles; and 
as these expectant Bumpies were arrayed in the gor- 
geous robes of their useful and important office, the effect 
upon his eyes was of course somewhat 
bewildering. 

The Court was densely crowded, and the excitement 
and agrees something to remember, when twenty respect- 
able, but not strikingly intelligent-looking Gentlemen, 
were p for the Office of Common Councilman, from 
whom sixteen were to be elected. 

The chaff and fun were fast and furious, especially 
when one rash man ventured to state that one of the new 
Candidates was not coming to the Election ‘‘ through a 
7 of ee !” but upon the whole the yomne _ 
not partic ny oy except as a memorial of the 
bad old times ladere the ot c rived Elections else- 
where of their rough and somewhat brutal character, and 
Mr. Punch returned to his hospitable dwelling neither 
a wiser nor, of course, a better man, but wondering how 
much longer the Corporation Elections would be allcwed 
to continue merely as examples of what to avoid. 





‘* 4 DEPRESSION IS LIKELY TO BE EXPERIENCED.” * 
War are the meteorological predictions in the daily 

Ficns in Trafalgar Square ? 
use they are four casts. 


* After reading this Conundrum. 














FIDDLING WHILE ROME IS BURNING. 
To the Seldom-at-Home Secretary. 


Srr,—The ‘‘ Catastrophe at Vienna,” as it is now familiarly called, 
is an event of such European importance—so far removed from any 
suspicion of parochial pettiness—that it will probably excite the 
attention of The im t department over which you have the 
honour to preside. In the fulness of time an official report will 
doubtless be made, and the British taxpayer will be the richer by 
another Blue-Book. There are people, however, in the world, be- 
longing to the class who provide the blood and sinews of Government, 
who think that we are already choked with Blue-Books, and grossly 
misgoverned by injurious and conflicting Acts of Parliament. 

Without waiting for any without waiting for the return of 
the multitude of talkers to Westminster, who are practically under 
the thumb of Mr. Pagnwett, you have surely heard and read ae 
to convince you that our present Licensing Chaos is a disgrace to the 
country, and a greater disgrace to those who profess to govern the 
pewy | If we spent our money niggardly, and paid our Ministers 
and Officials like German Princes or American Presidents, we could 
hardly expect to be better treated ; but one hundred and twenty 
millions a-year, more or less, ought certainly to provide something 
better than higgledy-piggledy legislation. 
_ The only official who has shown a desire to do his duty, accord- 
ing to his limited lights, is the Lorp Cuampertam; but who 
is the Lonp Cuampertarn? A Court functionary, irresponsible 
to Parliam whose duties and sibilities are now par- 
tially shared by the Associated Bumbles of Spring Gardens, and 
whose authority hardly extends to one-tenth of the places of 
amusement opened and crowded every night in London. Covent 
Garden and Lane Theatres, under the gift of Cnanres 
THE SEcoND, are ond his jurisdiction, and four hundred and 
twenty-five music-halls, concert-halls, and theatres, besides these 
owe no obedience to his mandates. They are feebly—very feebly— 
| aren | by four or five separate authorities—Meddlevex Magis- 

ates, Divisional Magistrates, Kent and Surrey Magistrates, the 





City of London Magistrates, &c.—but no one troubles much whether 
they have proper entrances, extra exits, oil lamps, firemen, double 
gas supplies, or no gas at all. And yet in these numerous places of 
amusement, under many authorities, but no Lord Chamberlain, 
nearly two hundred and thirty thousand poopte—inetading children 
and idiots—assemble every night to be probably entertained, or pro- 
bably burnt, or probably smothered. In four hundred of these 
places the entertainments given are probably illegal, as the stupid 
and brutal Act of Parliament (25 Geo. II. cap. 36 under which t ey 
are licensed either withholds dancing where cing cannot be 
avoided, or grants daneing without knowing whether it is licensing 


floor-dancing or cing. 

Another beautiful of pot-house legislation—the ‘‘ slap-you- 
and-put-you-to-bed Act ”’—to Plain-English Hottixcsneap— 
of Lord Neverpare—does all it can to make many of these places, 
and some of the Lord Chamberlain’s theatres, as unsafe as pos- 
sible, by bricking up the best and most obvious extra exits 
because they may communicate between a theatre and a tavern | 
And yet, in the face of under an Act of WILLIAM THE Fovrtn, 
there is nothing to prevent a theatre being flooded with gin, while 
the Water Companies put every difficulty in the way of its being 
flooded with water. One authority orders doors to ‘‘ open outwards,”’ 
while an Act of Parliament orders them to open inwards; and 
generally the muddle and chaos would disgrace a tenth-rate island 
governed entirely by red-tape, sealing-wax, and folio-foolscap with 
a margin 


It remains to be seen, Sir, whether you can spare time from the 
regulation of the Universe, and bring your acknowledged intellect | 
to bear on what one day will turn out to be a ‘' burning question.” 
Be warned before This pestilent jungle of half- 
blind authority, no sepoity and divided authority must be cleared 
at ay one and it will be for those to clear it who are paid 
for work, than to leave it to an enraged public or the irrespon- 
sible Ministers who are now sitting at the Munching House. Do 
something to show that there is still some vitality left in the creaking 
bones of the Liberal Party, and that Government is not a lost art in 
your bewildered country. Poncu axp Jumivs. 


it is too late. 
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SCARY BLAINE. N 


Arr—“ Mary Blain.” (Elongated Version.) 


’Twas in connection with Peru and Chili 
That we met with Scary Brave, _ 

As the propounder of a pen-and-ink policy cf exag- 
gerated spread-eagleism as hifalutin as it was 
awfally silly, — : 

And as vaunting as it was vain. 

If anybody (not a Yankee) should take the most 
unwarrantable liberty of “ complicating” the 
virginal purity of ‘‘ Peruvian questions” with 
those adulterate devilries known as ‘ Euro- 
pean polities,” 

Why, Creation would “ bust,” said Scary, _ 

Which plainly proves that the great Clock of Time to 

e tune of the cap-bells of capering Colum- 
bian Chauvinistic folly ticks 
In the ears of the ex-secretary. 
But fare thee well, oh! Scary Brauve! 
A sensible wy bids you adieu ! 
Fare thee well, oh! Scary Brarne! 
We ne’er would meet again. 


eee 


ee 5 





“* Avt that will be henceforth necessary for the manu- 
facture of votes,” read Mrs. RamspoTHam’s niece out of 
the Morning Post, ‘‘ will be either to run up new houses 
or to utilise old houses for letting in separate tenements 
to the great ‘residuum.’” ‘‘ Yes, but,” sagaciously ob- 
served her Aunt, who had followed the argument closely, 
‘““who is the Great Residuum? For it is clear, my 
dear, that if he resides in the house, there’s no one of 
the lodgers can vote.” 





Vice Versa; or, Lines on a Pullman Car. 
Ain—“ My Johnny was a Shoemaker !”’ 


Og, riding in a Pullman Car! 

To Brighton by the sea 
In an hour and a qua-ar-tar! 

Is the thing that just suits me. 4 
There’s a drawing-room, parlour, smoking- 


room, and bar 
For Mocha and the best Bohea-ea-ea ! 
Oh, don’t I like a Pullman Car! 
Lighted by electricitee. 
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Choleric Old Gent. ‘‘Canistmas Box?! 
Sweerrr !” 


Arab, “‘No, Sim; wut I minp THe Ge’rLeman’s Broom, Sin, wHice ue’s 






A \ i 


/ 


“LOCUM TENENS.” 


Way, you Aren’r THe Reovitar 





GONE FOR HIS ’ALF-Pint!” [Zzit Old Gent, storming, with symptoms of Apoplexy / 








SEASONABLE CONVERSATIONS. 


The Public and Confidential.—Not ’a met you before! Well, I 
thought I knew your face. I sup it is because you are so like 
one of the best friends I ever had? Well, as I was saying, my 
Unele, who was a curious old gentleman, has just left me twenty 
thousand out of which I have to give five thousand to an 
honest man. Now, I have such confidence in you, although I have 
never seen you before, that I will place this brass pin and these 
twenty Hanoverian medals in your hands while I go out of this 
public-house for a quarter of an hour, and then—— 

Untradesmanlike.—Of course we should not think of troubling so 
old and valuable a customer for a minute; but you can unders 
that we have a great many heavy bills to meet just now ; and, really 
if your account is not paid by next Monday, we shall be compelled 
to put the matter into the hands of our legal—— 

Economical Christmas Carding.—My dear, there is no use waiting 
for the day itself. Take Time by the forelock, and then, if people 
neglect you, why it is their fault, and not yours. Now, where tid 
you put the we received last Christmas? Those that were 
not written on will do perfectly well to send out this—— 

Turfitical.—Oh! all you book-makers talk like that; and yet I 
never knew one of you to have a really bad year, As for the five or 
six hundred—what, 970 was it? I knew it was a paltry sum I lost 
at Sandown. That can stand over. I’ll see you at Lincoln next 
March, and then-— 

Good Resolution Pavement.—W ord of honour, dear old chappie. 
Iam goin to knock ’em off at the end of the year. Spirits are 
the very ; and I should advise you ‘to follow my example. 
But, of course, till then——. Here, Waiter, bring me an 
brandy-and-soda; and don’t Rut all the soda in ; and will you—— 

Ditio.—8o, Baby, we had 
be twenty-one in a fortnight, and it is time for me to settle down. 
I shall probably marry my cousin. That’s the fourth decanter—— 

Ditto.—I quite agree with you, Doctor, and to tell you the truth, 


tter say good-bye. You see, I shall | criminal 





I am sick of knocking about, and of late hours. Last week I spent 
soutr every —_ at ie ; oh yes, | was at the Gaiety Theatre on 

and Wednesday, and at: the Royal on Tuesday, and on 
Thursday I was at the Pavilion, and on Friday, oh, I went to the 
Royal again, but no, I was not at the Pavilion on Saturday. They 
wouldn’t let us in; and I certainly was not at a dance at the Lotos 
till four on Wednesday, because there was no dance, we were only 
—— a quiet little sup and whoever says that on Monday and 
T ay I was at the eigh till three tells falsehoods, for | was 
home each morning by a quarter to, and on Thursday, I was at the 
Lotos again, and so I was on Friday. Well, we were the last there, 
and I forget where I was much on Saturday. But no man enjoysa 
quiet evening at home more than I do, — year—— 


ETIQUETTE AT EXETER. 


* Last evening the Society established at Exeter ‘ for the promotion of good 
manners’ was inaugurated.” — Globe, Dec. 20, 

Wuar’s up in ancient Exeter, say what ’s the matter there ? 

Do people i their aitches, use language, rave and swear, 
That such a strange Society is started in the town, 

To bring good manners to the front and put bad manners down ? 

Do husbands there fling teacups at their unresisting wives, 

And make a noise when taking soup, and eat with their knives, 
Go out to evening ies in red shirts and hobnailed boots, 

And scratch their as though they'd pull their hair out by the 


roots ? 
They must have had bad habits there that made their neighbours fret ; 
So let us hope they ’ll now improve, and study etiquette. 








Hus a Bor aay ag he on! Not bonliatont evidence fer 
iminal prosecution ‘aul’s Industrial School-managers. t 
Boy-gones be Boy-gones. all snug end comfortable. Say no 
more about it. aes Christmas. Royal Commission, &c.,&c. No 
more at present from Yours, V. Haxcovrt. 





*- 
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FROM YOUTH TO AGE. 
(A Confidential Correspondence between Eminent Personages.) 


‘* Immortal Age beside immortal Youth, 
And all I was in ashes.””—Tiruonvs. 


». X.—From Mr. W. E., Forster, M.P. (1862), to the Right Hon, the 
Secretary to the Lord- Lieutenant. 

My pear WILLIAM, 

_ lL cawnor think you have had a merry Christmas, and am 
afraid it will seem moekery to wish you a happy New Year. Never- 
theless, 1 will chance it, and send my best wishes with these few 
lines. Whatever others 
may say or think of 
you, you cannot doubt 
the fulness of my ap- 
preciation. I may say 
that in whatever cir- 
cumstance of life and 
whithersoever drawn, 
the heart, untravelled, 
fondly returns to W. E. 

You have had a 
hard time of it of late, 
and doubtless wish 
you had resisted the 
natural impulse of the 
moment, and let some- 
one else try Ireland. But at the time nothing seemed more natural 
than that you should undertake the work. It was the most difficult 
post in the Administration, and had wrecked the reputation of many 
men, even wiser than Jemmy Lowrner. You knew something of 
the difficulties and much of the failures. But these were the very 
reasons that commended the office to you. You felt, with that 
modesty that belongs to our Quaker parentage, that if there was 
any man in the Ministry who could undertake it, it was W. E. 
FousteR. The greater other people's failing, the more glorious your 
triumph. You went at it with a light and a certainty cf 
success. Ireland had proved a thorn in the sides of many Adminis- 
trations; but why ? use no Statesman of the first rank, no 
man of great force of ¢ Tr, — abilities, and wide 
experience had undertaken the post of Chief Secretary. Hicxs- 
Beacn had trifled with it, Jemmy Lowrnesr had joked with it. Now 
we should see something. Do you remember how your naturally 
kindly heart was touched by the prospective discomfiture of 
Mr. Brogan? It was all very well for Fim to crack his low jokes 
with LowrHer, and direct the barbed arrows of his wit against the 
stolidity of Hicxs-Bracu. But he would tremble in his boots when 
you rose from the Treasury Bench to answer an impertinent question. 
PARNELL would grow pale, Heaty would draw into the background, 
and Mr. O’DonNELL would laboriously prepare antithetical compli- 
ments instead of atrabilious jibes. Somehow or other, all this has 
not taken place. Your very greatness seemed to draw upon you a 
more violent shower of contumely. Mr. Biacar was never so vitu- 
perative, and the worst of it was, the House of Commons, always 
ready to seize a humorous point, openly laughed as the Member for 
Cavan lectured you with a grave iciousness irresistibly reminis- 
cent of our pre-Adamite parents. 

All this is depressing for the body, and sore tothe soul. But it 
suggests to me, and 1 would mention it only in confidential corre- 
spondence, the thought whether we are that t and infallible 
personage we thought ourselves. I sometimes think when dwelling 
on your career, my dear WILLIAM, that, after all, modesty is the best 
policy. You somehow succeed in impressing mankind with so full 
a sense of your appreciation of your own ability that the world, 
not unnaturally, feels relieved of pleasing duty of sharing in that 
frame of mind. There is a wise and old established principle of 
division of labour, even in so simple a matter as making a joke. 
One man makes the joke, and chuckles atthe humour. Now, 
you know, my dear WILLtaM, that you constantly disregard this 
wholesome principle. You not only Bean ve after you have made a 
joke, but you shake with searcely silent laughter during the process 
of incubation. 
angie the humour itself too often escapes the 
audience. 

This is a small thing in itself, but it is characteristic of a mental 
habitude, which grows upon you with advancing years, and is 
pues ble for your failure as a Being a small matter it 
is therefore easier to be remembered. Next time you are addressing 
the House, and a humorous thought oceurs to you, don’t prelude its 
utterance by chuckling all down the backs of your legs in that 
aggravating manner. ait and see what other people think of it, 
and then perhaps you will find there is nothing to laugh at. is 
bit of apparently trifling reform, will lead in time to others. You 
will begin to think less of your own opinion and more of that of 


on 
| 












1862 














perception of the 


the worst of it is, that in the multitude of | the 





others, and in time may win back a multitude of friends, estranged 
by an unfortunate manner that covers a clear head and an honest 


heart. So no more at present from Yours truly, 
W. E. Fonsrez. 
No, XI.—From Sir Charles Ditke,M.P. (1870), to the Under-Secretary 
of State for Foreign Affairs, 


Dear CHARLES. 
Wai! how are thin working now ? Comfortably I hope, 
and usly as they should if there be any sequence in 
events. You are, on occasion, a light-hearted youth ; but youdon’t 
leave much to chance. If anything happens in a particular way, it 
may be safely taken for granted that you have made due arrange- 
ments beforehand. You are, if you will exeuse my saying so, one 
of the hardest working, and most methodical of men that ever gained 
a character Yor occasio brilliancy. Some People wonder why, 
whenever there is an election in Chelsea, you come in at the 
head of the poll. The reason is clear enough to you and me, who 
know all about your unostentatious labours with the ps gaeed and 
your intimate acquaintance with the private history and personal 
redilection of every voter in the Seconae You are not above 
earning, and you never forget. If the History of Sandford and 
Merton is no longer successfully disseminating wholesome lessons, 
let someone take your life (I don’t mean murderously, but with 
biographical intent) and record for the benefit of the youth of 
this country its struggles and its eine, You are now in the 
full tideway of fortune, and will go a long way before you stop. 
But don’t we know, my dear CuaRes, how hard we have wor 
for this, how we’ve scorned delights and lived laborious days? 
Sometimes the House of Commons has been amazed at your perfect 
mastery of any question on which you have disecoursed, whether it 
were the minutie of iniquity in unreformed boroughs, or the imperial 
troubles in South 
Africa. ‘‘ Sharp fel- 
low, Dizxz,” some of 
them say. ‘* Every- 
thing comes quite easy 
to bim: can make a 
speech right off about 
anything you like, 
from Cuneiform In- 
scriptions, to the Me- 
tropolitan Meat Mar- 
ket.”” That is their 
way of excusing their 
own incapacity. We 
know that no success 
is acquired without 
honest toil, and if you have the art to hide the marks of labour 30 
much the higher your credit. . ; 

You are not forty yet, dear Cuartes: a glorious age at which to 
stand so high. It seems but yesterday we were scampering all over 
the world, Lckiag at Greater Britain with eyes that reflected some- 
thing of their youth and brightness on the page of our record. A 
little later we stood up in the House of Commons with only AUBERON 
HERBERT on our side, against us five hundred gen in 
various states of physical excitement. That was the night I moved 
for inquiry into the Civil List, and CavenpisH BEenTINcK went out 
behind the Speaker’s chair and crowed thrice. A good deal is 
changed since then. The dear old CavenpisH has grown a little 
stouter, a little more rumpled as to the shirt-front, and a little more 
disorganised in the matter of his hair. AvBERON HERBERT, too, 
has become quite respectable, and writes letters in the Times 
revolutionary projects. But to none has time brought such marvel- 
lous transformation as to you. It is just ten years since I, with the 
ingenuousness of youth, publicly avowed my preference for a repub- 
lican over a monarchical form ot Government ; to-day you, with- 
out sacrificing any of your principles, are a t servant of the 
Crown, with the prizes of higher office ripening and waiting for the 
proper moment when they shall fall into your mouth. What I take 
chiefest pleasure in contemplating is the fact that all this has been 
done openly, and that whilst your personal advancement is one of 
marvels of the day, no one envies your prosperity, and all look 
with kindly interest to the certainty of its further improvement, 
This is better than stars and garters, or rank and ribbons. What 
you ’ve gained has been acquired by dowaright BES work. What 
you ’ye won you wear modestly. t you shall be, is a possibility 
limited only ty time and the maintenance of health. 

Au revoir / as you say in France. How is the garden-wall getting 
on down Toulon way? Nearly finished As Any w 



































0 
ting at this season? Kind AMBETTA. You are a 
oe 4 couple. There has been nothing neater in recent diplomacy 
than your mutual little game about the \seomaoeiel Treaty. 


Yours always, C. W. Dixe. 
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A RUN WITH THE BERKSHIRE. 
By Dumb Crambo Junior. 





We made the acquaintance of a Fox 
early in the Day. 


We started with a Rush,—— 
(To be ith « Rua, 


THE COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON—TO 
MR. M. OF DOVER. 

“ At a meeting of ee sy Young Men's Christian Associa- 
tion on Wodnesday MowLt, wr presiding, it was 
proposed to exclude Tat from the list —— but the 
proposal was rejected by a majority of three.’ ess. 

Dm he hear of 0 party onlied Mow ? 
The Owl! 
Who loves to indulge in a growl, 


And scowl! 

A Ma-joritee 

Voted for Mr. P 
So at Christmas let MowLL 1 go and howl, 

OWLL 
Won't sit with old i. cheek by jowl.* 
* We'll be “‘ cheek,” and he shall be “jowl,” as he must be 
a very jowlly party.—Ep. 





French Modesty. 


Tue of Honour is the most widely distributed 
and of all Orders. It has been well called 
for the Masses, for it is computed that about 

52, in France possess it, 4000 strangers, 
while i has also been presented to successful manufac- 


Goverament wi as it were on a mustard-pot. aged | + 
poze, to Gietzibate more ccsenee, gad 
Armpit = =p Tei TS 
only thousand applications for on 
have been received ed by th authorities 
in Cretkie f Midleton te Yoense 
not to be decorated at all. 














MR. IRVING ON HIMSELF. 


“ Mr. Invine is above advertising himself.’’— Vide Lord Coleridge’s Speech 
in Scott y, Sampson. 


Isn’t he? Haven’t we seen two or three advertisements iz diem 
lately about the re-opening of the Lyceum? And if the ollowing 
—_ has not already appeared in a morning paper, that’s not 

ault :-— 

“To tHe Natroy.—On the return of Mr. Inve to the Lyceum 
Theatre, it is felt to be a public oy to briefly chronicle the brilliant 
and unp ——— result of his triumphal march age ¥ 

rovinces. illuminated balance-sheet, with gilt ed 
ed, KB of charge, to every visitor at the Lyceum Theatre ; bare 
no-fee system being, it is hoped, strictly adhered to on the part of 
the pub 

** A leading Belfast newspaper sa 

‘*** Mr. Invine is the greatest fo a ‘that has ever trod the boards, 
judged by the standpoint of his profits, by the side of which the most 
sublime efforts of GARRICK, BLE, and Racuet sink into in- 
ag maa p The three kingdoms have vied with each other in noble 

to do substantial h to him who has undoubtedly 
himee at the head of that trade which he is never tired of uphold 
ing, and which—if persevering in the course he has recently taken— | ™ 
he will undoubtedly succeed in placing on a level with that of the | onl 
es Se poy and advertising Tea-dealer 
< the lavish nature of Mr. vues 8 genius, we may 
mention the foot, that two special trains are necessary in order to 
meet the requirements of travel—one train being set apart for the 
distinguished Tragedian himself, the other conveying the costumes, 
which are the most expensive that can be procured for the money, 
~ we" being d y Royal Academicians at immense out- 
ay, the 


gaged to support th a. chief, the properties, and 
me Acting Manager, o may be deseribed as the most courteous on 


te, ae. Invine will shortly return to the scene of his former 
triumphs—newly decorated and calculated to hold considerably more 
money. Bearing ever in mind that his motto that “‘ Art is to conceal 
artfulness,’ va Mr Igvine t Benen, © y constant attention to b to 
merit that mupert © hich he is undoubtedly entitled. e 
vr add that for the above particulars we are indebted to the courtesy 

e great Tragedian’ ~ Axting- Manager himeelf 

“Norn mg eon told oft allot the > 
opening nig ousands must necessaril isappoln’ 
but Mr. Irvine cinoorel hopes that no block will cause any inter- 
ruption of the cma e-traffic in the Strand. 

** Mr. Irvine will do his eT t to provide seats for every 
the course of i only th ~ | really must wait their turn. he 


placed grey Gevempess hap 





Lyceum has been re-decorated and re-ceipted—no, re-seated,—onl. 
. InviNe couldn’t resist the allusion.” 


POLITICS IN THE NURSERY. 


Is this advertisement culled from the Morning Post a sign of what 
we may shortly have to expect, if the qulery ter women’s political 
freedom continues ?— 


LADY birth and association is most earnestly and highl uly 
RECOM DED for a superior position as GOVERNESS-C 
PANION in the Family of a Nobleman or Gentleman. She is of amiable 
disposition, deeply cultured mind, refined manners, and strict high principle. 
She has had great experience, and is very skilful in mental training, and 
S~ ng be a most -_ and invaluable friend and guide to motherless or delicate 

uirements: Thorough English, French, German, Italian, Music. 
Fin, —~ st of haat political principles, Conservative ; Teferees, 
of 


A Lady who is not only a Lady by birth, but also by association, is 
of counss most‘suitable not for a Governess, but for a Governess- 
Companion. And when she possesses an amiable disposition, a deeply 
julteeed mind and refined which one would ex some- 
bow in « Lady whe is ne only 6 y by birth but also by associa- 
tion, we feel sure that this is a paragon who wpa mauls oat Teqvertorked. 
the acquirements of thorough English, French, 
perman, Italian and Music, so that we are nots to find them 


a Governess-Companion. And when we find that the Lady, not 
y a lady by birth but by is imbued with Conservative 


association, i 
tical pine, we cay feel it her due that her referees should 
be families of rank. We can the scene in the school-room of 
a Nobleman or Gentleman :— 
Lady by B. and A. And who is Mr. Grapstowr ? 
Dougan at 2 of N. = G. An evil who is endeavouring to ruin 


his country both and abroad 
Lad B. af A. Quite right, my dear. Can you tell me for 
what Capepess 5 is eter syns ym ? 


papers = 
Lady nd A. Pertectl » Lat to 
rath, Hand 4. Frtaly correct ob iteies _ 





LE COMBLE. 


Wuew will the Bernhardt bubble burst? Read the extracts 
from Mile. Coromsren’s book about the Divine Sanan’s Ameri- 
can tour, given in the Pall Mall Gazette of Thursday last. The 
liberties this Actress as Marguérite in La Dame aux Ca- 
mélias took, at Mobile, with her Author, her Stage Companions, 
and her Audi , may be set down to the “ vagaries of genius,’ 
but ey dang uncommonly like ill-bred impertinence. Such conduct 
might ve been in keeping with the assumed character of such 
an Aventuriére as Marguérite at Mabille, but scarcely worthy of 
an artiste of Mile. Sanan BeRgwHarpr’s reputation at Mobile. 
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A DISCUSSION ON WOMAN’S RIGHTS. 


Algernon (to his Sisters, his Cousins, and his Aunts). ‘‘ My DEAR CREATURES, IF YOU WANT EQUALITY AMONG THE SgxEs, YOU MUST 
LEARN TO BE INDEPENDENT OF Us, AS WE ARE OF You. Now we MEN LIVE CHIEFLY TO PLEASE OURSELVES FIRST, AND THEN EACH 
OTHER ; WHEREAS You WOMEN LIVE ENTIRELY TO PLEASE Us/” 








a 





Good bye! Will Posterity guess, 
What our queer waxwork show a la Jarley meant? 


ONE MORE! OR, TIME’S WAXWORKS. 


Turre! One more is on the shelf, 
Ticked off on the roll of Chronology ! 

Old Year, you should be much ashamed of yourself, 
And retire in a blaze of apology ! 

Each figure we add to the Sho 
So little for Progress and Pax works, 

So trifling the gain as the years wax and wane, 
That Old Time must be tired of his Waxworks. 


We hailed you with hope and with joy, 


(Always do each ear—whilst a youngling one) 
But your life, as we think you ll acknowledge, old boy, 
Has been but a bad and a ing one. 


Do not cock your old nose with di . 
For what Aave you brought us—old man, hark ye !— 
Save Parnewt and pain, Ranpom Cavgcui.t and rain, 
Gales, Braptaves, Obstruction, and Anarchy ? 


You don’t look a cheery old dear, 
But the sourest of sinister sly foxes ; 
As they range ~~ up there with the gathering queer 
Of Ogres, and Bogies, and Guy Fauxes. 
With two or three more of your sort, 
What a Chamber of Horrors the Show were, Sir ! 
If you asked us your place in true "s race, 
ne were tempted to answer you, ‘‘ Nowhere, Sir!” 


We're tempted—but let us be fair. 
You have brought us some show of felicity, 
A Land Bill, abatement of blare and of scare, 
_Some wisdom, and much electricity. 
Your successors at least will have light, 
_ (We'll hope it will lead to enlightenment, ) 
So let us rejoice, Mother Surpron’s harsh voice 
Of fulfilment has failed, though to frighten meant. 





Or will Progress and Peace so abundantly bless, 
Their people, their homes, and their Parliament. 

That when each old year is put by, 
He will pose like a saint fresh beatified ? 

Well, if our next comer brings luck and a summer, 
How greatly we 2! shall be gratified ! 





SAWS FOR THE SEASON, 


For Everybody. Time and Yule-tide wait for no man. 
For Dyspeptics. The proof of the pudding is in the —pill-box. 
For Cooks, What’s sauce for the goose is—sage and onions. 
; _ a af Christmas Hampers. Never look a Gift-Turkey 
in the . 
For Bunglers. A bad carver quarrels with his knife and fork. 
For Caterers. There is raisin in the boiling of pudding. 
For the Provident. Never leave cold for to-morrow what you can 
eat hot to-day, ‘ c 
For Mature Maidens. There is many a slip between the mistletoe 
and the lip. 
For Visitors. A “tip” in time saves a lot of bother. 
For a Grog-lover. One *‘ swallow” does not make a ‘‘ rummer.” 
For a Connoisseur. Good wine needs no beating about the bush. 
‘or Lovers of Wine and Whist. They who stay over the bowl 
may expect a rubber to follow. é 
‘or the Thrifty Card-player. Penny (a corner) wise, pound (out 
of | ey foolish. 
‘or Young aeefule No time like the present —for the present. 
For Paterfamilias. Bills never come singly. 








Panapoxicat.—The Bond of Amity between Nations would be 
closer and firmer were it not for the Bond-holder ! 
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TIME’S WAXWORKS. 


(1881 JUST ADDED TO THE COLLECTION.) 
Mr. P. ‘HA! YOU’LL HAVE TO PUT HIM INTO THE CHAMBER OF HORRORS!” 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
WITH BIG BABIES ON BOXING-NIGHT. 
Am—“ The Clang of the Wooden Shoon,’ 


On! the Clown and the Pantaloon ; 
Oh! the “ rally” to merry tune ; 
Happy jingle of artful rhym 
ess revel of Posten? { 
When the red fire gleams, with a change to blue or green ; 
And the girls peep out, in the Transformation Scene! 
Note the of the Columbine, 
See the glitter of “‘ spangles”’ fine ; 
Oh! the ~~ to merry tune! 
Oh! the Glows and the Pantaloon ! 


ed ver oin with a hearty will 
and tumble and “pelt and spill”! 
Bone - neatness of trij and trap, 
Oh! bow deftly th _¥ take the sla ra. 
And a glad, ery resounds from near an 
As they 4 dine round, with shout of “‘ re we are!” 
! the ripple of childish glee ! 
Oh! such a joy it is good to see | 
Heads all nod to the merry tune, 
And the Clown and the Pantaloon ! 





MRS. LANGTRY AS “LADY MACBETH.” 
(Anticipatory of the notice which would probably appear in a Morning Paper.) 


MacserH is at best but a dreary, tragic play, full of ot ieee 
tencies, which only the test dramatic genius can 
explain away. Lady oo! is a woman at once i ta 
with an inextinguishable fire, scheming yet noble witha deli 

et robust, arch aan yet statuesque, feminine yet unwomanly, 
at like. these qualities should be united in Mags ps 
appears, at my sight, as paradoxical as this ois-tahiones play 
itself. Yet when Mrs. Lanerry tripped on to the stage the 

afternoon, with a curtsey which cannot be acquired aa an 
intimate knowledge of court etiquette, everyone felt instinetively, 
that there stood the human embodiment of these opposing ts. 

Mrs. Lanetry did not walk in the conventional manner did 
not even glide—she floated before foot-lights. The one hand holding 
the letter, the other toying carelessly with the pale blue Indian 
scarf he wore round her neck, she reminded one forcibly of the 
ba of Milo started into life by the spark of genius. The opening 
words :— 

‘‘ They met me in the day of success,”’ 


were rendered with a modesty which at once went home to every 
heart, and the following words directed with a sweet and meaning 
smile ‘straight at the critical element in the stalls— 


“ And I have learned by the perfectest report, they have more in them than 
mortal knowledge,”’ ert, Oey 


—was at once felt to gain an eke time th hitherto unexplained by 
Shaks commentators. By time these first few words were 
ut , Mrs. Lanerry’s success in the ter were beyond dis- 
pute, and the Piece was saved. 

wks f. Hardcastle she was surprising, as Lady Macbeth she was 
overw 

That brilliant undefinable something which surrounds this lady 
and which, for want of a better simile, we may describe as a Dado i 
Royalty * accomplished at one stroke what years of patient toil would 
have failed roduce with others oy ‘avour Her beauti 
form Sablese the willowy suppleness of a Kare VaveHaN with the 
_oae pertness of a Marre Witron, the fresh innocence of a Connie 

ILCHRIST, with the mature thoughtfulness of a GenzvizVE WARD. 
There was, above ali, a Society tone about this Lady Macbeth with 
which the part had never heretofore been invested. 

The fair oad s dresses (marvels of the milliner’s art) were voted 
charming. The pale pink satin, trimmed with yellow roses, 
décolleté with daring delicacy, sent a thrill of excitement t 
the audience, and evoked an improm 
lips of Mr. Oscan Wi~pz, who fain 
out by the attendants. 

SHAKSPEARE has been applauded by Fashion, and Art is satisfied ! 

Of the remainder of the cast, oie it to , aap that the Actors did 
their best to render the a worthy of the occasion, and that no 
Ss apology for their efforts is needed to the fair débutante. Mr. 
cmae a gentleman-like Macbeth, Mr. Veziw an intelligent 


* We per the — must have meant “ hele.” But of course the expe- 
rienced Dramatic Critic on a mornin r, who evidently writes only in 
the true interests of Art, must know best ED. ’ ’ 


sonnet from the trembli 
with ecstasy, and was carri 


hrough | your finger in our I 





Witch. Other characters 


were to Messrs. Too ROUGH, vanes, Ken CLar- 

tow, Mrs. Kewpar, and aa these 
an excellent foil to that of th, heroine of e day. 
wever, Mrs. Lanerny w'll shortly have an op: 


Fede en hon 


which she has pleased to descend to extend op eagpeciens 
hand to Fashion's pow relation and her i waees umble 

i which, it is to be hoped, 
hitherto baffled photo- 


[The London Correspondent of the Paris Figere says :—‘' Ceuxde mes con- 

BARL aux op ventot 

Gomme jolie fokeee, Buns. Lan ‘al stl wee a Seotonel 
“ me. GTRY, qui a une 

; mais comme actrice, elle a rudement 

" And this is the truth, end nothing but the truth, in « 

ry as handsome ws the Lady here y engaged by 


Rcbertaaion Wovivel and’in Mrs. Kexpat's part ‘a 
vival and in Sime 
for the enco 


HE 


rself, to appear in a 


ast ta Bigiocnany, © why talk 


THE SCHOOL OF COOKERY. 


4.7 To onder sock atthe Butch what is yur fost antion F 


Has it ever come within coer “a ce that there was such 
in your larder, rane Sislsasl exter to the 
sora Tae 


. Never 
¢ Has the foregoing hint ever been suggested to you? 
5 result ? 


the seoret fe tek sole ? 


fc id, howe to ‘4 unblacked. 
the fish be burnt ? 
a st cre be yoy scraped off. 
the successful cooking of 
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ould you serve an sauce with it ? 

course I would. ere is only one sauce, melted butter. 

t is your idea of a high-class bowl of melted butter ? 

- That it should be so thickened that a spoon would stand up- 
in i 


aig 


What is the seat qprnamical Gleb See 0 len rge family ? 
a joint, of course. What else would you have ? 
ae a small family ? 

There is no difference. ms . a joint all the world over. 
; Then there is no waste in a jo 
Of course there must be a li es ‘but it generally all gets used 
ua gmiae er cae 

Q. ing boiled potatoes is there——? 

A. Oh, bother bo boiled potatoes | Anybody can boil a potato. Let 


. One moment. What i is + rome opinion of the Guild of Cooks ? 

. What ?—those I read about who wish to teach girls Cookery, 
a say that Cooks are extravagant and wasteful, and don’t know 
their business? I consider them a set of interfering humbugs. 
Teach Cookery, indeed! I should uh. to ann cantels ty and teach 


me! Teach—— [ Exit, breaking crockery. 


shat 





TELEPHONIC COMMUNICATIONS, 
From the Lord Mayor to W. £. @. 
PLEASE give us the sanction of your name for our Property 
Defence in ireland Fund. Merry Christmas to you. 
From W. E. G. to the Lord Mayor. 


Merry Christmas aa means ; but why on earth are you putting 
stew? Mind your yes Co: scosion business, 
and get up your own Municipal Property Def 





Tue Foon vor Freemen.—Amongst works recently published 
there is a little we oe action of a medical lady, entitled 7he 
jae y~ nent Bd eatise advocating a Return to the Natural 

> hy To be sure. What can be he better 
than fare—roast beef and plum-pudding” ? 





Rocuerort is extremely satisfied to find that Ais eurses have come 
home to Roustan. 
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POET’S CORNER; 


Or, Nonsense Rhymes on well- 
known Names. 


(Classical. ) 


Says Lippe. to Scort, 
** What’s the Greek for tin- 
pot?” 
yg Scorr unto LIppELL, 
‘“*] give up the riddle.” 





| ( Musical. ) 
Says Marsprick to Davies, 
| “* You sing like a mavis ;” 
| Says Davirs to MayBRIcK, 
| ** And you like a gay brick.” 


| (Clubby.) 

| Says Boopies to Pratrts, 

| ** All your Members are flats ;” 
Says Pratts unto Boonies, 

ao You’re chokeful of noodles.” 


(With the Coroners.) 


Says Carrer to Hutt, 

** Examine this skull ; ”’ 
Says Hut unto Carter, 
** Oh, ain’t Ia martyr!” 


( Theatrical. ) 
Says Terry to Royce, 
‘**I’m back !—You rejoice ?” 
Says Royce to E. Terry, 
** So pleased ! ’’—polite, very. 








‘On, Mrs. RamsporHam,” 
exclaimed a learned Professor 
to whom that excellent lady 
had been relating one of her 
most extraordinary adven- 
tures — * Oh, a einen , SS S 
BOTHAM, you must be joking! ” hid 
“Indeed 1’m not, Professor,” Sh AUN Dae- 
she returned. ‘‘I assure you 
I was speaking quite seria- 
tim.” She liked to talk Latin 
to a Professor. 





EvIpENTLY APPROPRIATE 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 64. 





DR. CARVER. 


KELLY. 


We have received a copy of 
that inestimable work, KeEtiy's 
Post Office London Directory 
for 1882. There is not a line 
in it that can give offence to 
the most cular, nor a 

t can bring a 
the f 


and to the point. 
Though far from being Re- 
publicans, we are heartily 
glad to live in the time of 
the Directory, — Ketty’s, of 
course. Our Mrs. Ramspor- 
HAM, thinks that a memorial 
of the founder of the KELLY 
family stands in Hyde Park. 
** Of ” she remarked, 
“I’ve always understood that 


psley was a 
statue.” It would be cruel to 
undeceive her this Christmas. 





Board and Lodging. 
(By a Dweller in a Slum ) 
Scrence and lots of Sanitary 


Give aoe Board of Health, 
but not the Lodging / 


In uence of the recent 
decision of 4 udges BaGGaLLay, 
Brett, Corroy, and LrxpLEr, 
there may be seen in the Low- 
ther Arcade several specimens 
r i naman ready 

or occupation, where ever 
doll has 8 vote as the x 
lord never resides on the 


TO THE Festive Season. premises. 











SEASONABLE ENTERTAINMENTS. 


Ar Drury Lane, Covent Garden, Sadler’s Wells, and Surrey, 
Pantomimes of course. The estimable Managers of the Classic 
Lyceum and Haymarket Theatres are determined not to be out of it. 
And here is what the public may expect from them :— 


LYCEUM. 
HARLEQUIN TWO ROSES ; 


Or, Some James without a Thorn, and the Good Little Fairy 
of the Magic Returns. 


Columbine (who will not appear in the opening) Miss E. Terry. 


Pantaloon ° é ° . Mr. Howe, 
yprite Mr. Terpriss. 
Mr. D. James. 


Oar Mr. Jenkins (afterwards Clown) ; 
Digby Grant (afterwards Harlequin 
HAYMARKET. 
HARLEQUIN PLOT AND PASS‘ON; 
Or, The Fairy Beauty and the Bounding Bogie of the Blooming Boudoir. 
ee out 7 ee Mr. BrooxkFre.p. 
uis de Cevennes (afterwar t we 
ae the Comic Scenes) ° ° ° . 
Fouché (the ‘‘ Bounding Bogie,” afterwards 
Harlequin) ° : ° ° . . 
Sorite . wo tw Ct he: «C. e Me. Conway. 
aximilien Desmarrets (afterwards Clown) . Mr. A. Cxctt. 
D 


AN 
Columbine (who will not appear in the opening) Mrs. Lanorry. 


‘ Mr. Henry Irvine. 


Mr. Poxero. 


Mr. 8. Bancrort. 





For THe Fesrrve Szasow,—The very book for funny dogs— Witt 
Cur’s Almanack. sad y Y 





“AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM.” 


Tue United Telephone Company Limi gave a supper-party 
on Wednesday last at the Bristol Hotel, for the purpose of listening 
to the Mascotte through the Telephone. The experiment was suc- 
cessful. The Grand Hotel, Traf Square, is to be fitted up with 
a yey om ino, and connected with the principal theatres. 
** An Audience Chamber” will be set apart for this special ie 
where visitors will ask for two-shillingsworth of Aladdin, - 
shillingsworth of The Colonel, a shiliingsworth of Patience, and 
sixpenn’orth of Hengler’s Circus when Mr. Merriman is in the Ring, 
or whatever may suit the time, pocket, and taste of each. Those who 
are nervous about fires in theatres, in time be able to have the 
Telephone turned on to their own houses, and enjoy ‘* Half-hours 
with the best Actors,” without stirring from their arm-chairs. 
Bravo Telephone! Hear! Hear! 





A Seasonable Menu. 
(After Horace’s ** Persicos Odi.”) 
I ped Boy, the Chaistse splendour, 
vo and no oysters bring here ; 

No record of teed shalt thou render, 

Where plumpest the quail doth appear. 
I specially beg no addition, 

Beaieie to this turkey of mine ; 
For turkey becomes our position, 

And on it, egad, we can dine. 





Mem. ron Yours asovr to visrr Parts.— Les absinthes ont 
towjours tort—whether taken at five o’clock in the afternoon, or at 





any other hour of the day. 





GH TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 
Copies should be kept. 
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Meeting of the Emperors ( The), 137 

Meiningen Melodrama, 8 

Merry Christmas, 202 

Merry Go-rounder (A), 196 

Message of Peace (A), 226 

Mimi; or, the Gentle Gent, &c., 282 

Minister of Fine Arts (A), 208 

Modesty Rewarded, 800 

More Ghosts! 186 

More Irish Melodies, 261 

More Lights o' London, 181 

More Mud for Mudferd, 262 

More Truth about Ghos's, 204 

Mounted Infantry, 206 

Mr. Irving on Drametic Art, 267 

Mr. Irving on Himeaelf, 306 

Mr. Punch’'s Programme of the Royal 
Review, 9 

Mra. Langtry as “ Lady Macbeth,” 309 

Much Plot and Little Farsion, 266 

Manicipal Elections (The), 221 

My First Session, 117 

My Man! 18 

Nawrwicnu Police Celibates (The), 166 

National Blow-Coach League (The), 62 

Necklong, 250 

New Arm-Chair (The), of 

New Axe-hibition (A), 1 

New Departure in hatiwey Travelling 
(A), 262 

| New Hunting Come (Ad | a 

New Lord Mayor (The), 

arin. oy of nem free), 186 
Nineteenth Century (The), 226 

| Notes for River — ys 

Notes trom a Bagpipe 

| Notes ~_ the Diary of » Clty Walter, 33, 
49, 6 

| motes? Ay the Prem -Box, 218 

November Gocee berries, 264 

Numerals v. Territories, 216 

O Fain Trade! 153 

Official Programme of the Interpational 

68 


Medical Congress 
Old and the New (Phe) 260 
Old Parr’s Pars, 16 
Board the “ stortatihe,? 4, 100, 112, 




















312 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Decemszr 31, 1881, 








Royal Remed oe —- (A), 193 
Rules of the 4) 87, 58 

** Russ” in Urde. ry 

Saoow Carriages, 

Satire at — + ll 


School Board and Washing, 249 
School of Cookery (The), £09 
Scientific Souchet, 109 

Bea-side Reverie (A), 101 ! 
Beasonable eee 


Seasonable ments, 8 
** Becond Thoughte are Best ” rn 24 

** She Btoops”—&c., 297 

Short Catechism, 84 

Shot Off, 36 

Bigns of the Season, 145 

Sir William Gullivernon Harcourt in the 
Hands of the Lilliputians, 207 

Smike's Story, 230 

Smoke, 49 

Soldier's Black noe =. 258 -— 

Solving a Diploma ifficulty, 

Some ‘uggestions for Theatrical Adver- 
tisementa, 

Something like a roy Holiday, 59 


— of *‘ Sortes” (A), 228 
jpectrum Anal , 
“Spencer, spare that Tree!" 26 
Spirit of French (The), 41 
= a la Mode, 205 

anzas for the Stout, 7. 
Storage of Forced Labour, 


Story of a Stowaway The), 197 
——- Performance (A), 23 

Strictly According to Precedent, 244 
Summer Nuwbers, 97 

Summery ae in the Army, 77 


Sunday 
Sunderland brary The), = 
Sweets of (The), 75 


Swinburne and Water, 26 
Taes by a Stout Trevalier, 147, 158 
a son at ere. 89 
at Trading Chinee ! 

Theatrical, 114 
Theatrical Notes, 34, 173 
Theoretikos, 242 
‘Three Bob and a Kick 
Three Fish Selesmen Teh 8 
Three Jovial 
ze Dolly, 213 

‘© my Annie Roid, i06 
Too-to0 Awful ! 84 
Tourist’s Alphabet (The), 60 








One of these Fine Days, 276 Silipiee Sutetcemant and the Trout (The), 258 
On the la _ P| Trying ton 6 exhibiting a 
wn. it i ‘ his New Horse, 123 
Oranges and Lemons in the City, 35 Umcarny Neweastle, 250 "Arry's J: Fan and Sunshade, 41 
Our Amateur Army, 34 heey Srwey Artist and as Basel, +6 
oa Biblioman Unequal Matoh An), 162 Artists at the oll 
ur ptr y he ovel Series, 204 nforsaken (The), 54 erg pew pad ern! Spectacles, 74 
— a aid | Ae | Bermoeid and Stale 7 
Ow hone an mission, 225 227 Battue in a Farmyard (A), 100 
Our Police 49 = = &e. Very like a 254 Beatrice’s Royal * 
Our Whether We like it or not Chart, 120 | Voice from the Box, 240 Beautiful Miss Belsize ( 42 
* Out of the Wood!” 98 WwW. Examiners, 10 Todeson (The), 270 
Overheard at the Horticultural, 12 ge, Bismarck and Gambetta, 1 
PaRaLune, 109 for Walberswick (A), 231 E Returns, 243 
Pathetics for the Platform, 297 veg eed Black ‘e Success (The), 150 
Penny Post 5 , 150 Boating —' ! 
Phantom (The), 179 igs they Dowse i Dowse it in Tociand (Te), 226 Boat-Load of Um (A), 126 
Philanthropic Music-Halls, 254 (The), 2 Boy's Papa's Cigar (A), 206 
Phylloxtra, 183 Brown 286 
Pic-nic of the Period (The), 182 A Worthen (A), 99 Brown meeting by de Tomkyns, 72 
Piscator's Pman, 264 and the Crops (The), 105, 113 Bullfight (A), 159 
Playgoer’s Diary for 1882, 6 ee eee Commission, | Buttoned Boots in the East, 218 
. Lo "167 Buying Inoculation 230 
Plea jogton Park, 17 et shall we Do with Him? 235, 274 Buying the Lease of the House, 22 
Pleasures of “ Youth” (The), 76 we Do with It? 191 Cabby’s W: on Lawn-Tennis, 95 
Poet's Corner, | 202, 214, &. we Drink? 46 Calling the Bergeant Names, 2) 
Police Bullies, 156 Comes First? 17 Captata Prettyman’s F; Accent, 114 
Police Precautionary Regulations, 6 Fite Cock Pigeon? 281 0. E. Howard Vincent, 
Political 258 Change of Hair and 145 
Politics in the Nu , 905 Bequests, 81 Charles Robert D.,F.RS., 190 
“Poly” (The), 27, 1 Man from the East (The), 71 Children’s Seaside H. (The, 2 
Portents at Westminster, 287 of Alderman im Wiggins, 234 Clyde Scenery—and , 5 
Preparative Balu, ot | War rr iat ae Csndaan tndg te Ply dec 
ri v7 166 man iy 4a 
Prisoner Interviewed (Tbe), a ord of Warning “Croquis” by Dumb-Crambo Junior, 84 
Protest ¢ ) plepadbeneo-enphee yh loon ti Dost Ol Led ‘and Young 8 a had 
"i os erns bo. y well, 5 
Queen Anne ’s Dead, &c., 208 ** Your Song and Sentiment !” 141 Dean one of Jemima’s Followers (ef 5 
Ques’ ted Newly-Married Coupl 
Quite a Little 4 LARGE ENGRAVINGS. Distressed Farmer at Work (A), Li 
Rear Good (A), 229 * Av Revoir!” 65 a a aed or, “’Tis an [ll Wind,” 
Real Pattee Saves Bill-Sticker (The), 19 be., 18 
Reverse the 46 Po Collared 11” 387 Dogs Rag the Railw&y-Porter, 167 
Reward of Merit (The) 72 Qube Bersow (A). 161 Dr. Carver, 810 
Riddle for beg ee Po Court of E Bu (The), 298 Duchess ig Chansonnettes, 174 
Robert at the G Banquet, 140 } eat be gh wor a Duke of ton, K.T., 179 
Robert at the Sea-side, 161 "= Ob: Stockin 295 Duke of Sutherland (The), 10 
Robert ou Municipal Reform, 278 rab H ay 8, Dumb-Crambo Drawings, 96 
Roscius B. ise Academy, 276 “ T/Etat c'est Moi |” 247 Egypt Unified, 142 
Round About Town, 25 eri Example of “ Dilapidated Husbandry,” 
“Round the World Yachting.” 268 Old Horse (The), 235 181 


Rayeeten the Earth's eerag ry 251 
ee Dette and Patient, 124 


Poli 8, Fellow. — the World, 198 
n ‘oacher, 1 
[oma Fish, Meat, and Vogetabe Market, 181 
y Quartet (A 
eee > Fiy-Fisberman in Difficulties, 109 
and Shadow, 211 Foreign Waterie ng | 156 

se! 43 . Fred’s French 
Tiff (A), 115 George and Mary's Homence, 162 
Time's Waxworks, 307 George Augustus Sala, 94 


German Professor and Our Tenor, 96 
Going to see “‘ La Dame aux Camélias,” 6 
Goschen at Rugby Junction, 267 
Growing Wheat in a Churchyard, 208 
Guy Fawkes, 216 

| Hansom Cabby and a Half-a-Crown, 29 

| Harcourt and the Lilliputians, 207 

| Herr Professor's Opinion of “ Adelaida,” 


194 
| H_RB.H. the Duke of Combridge, 208 
| Hunting Sketches, 245, 257, 285, d&c. 


Trying it on ; or, Reviving the Mummy, 


Two! Forces, 
What We sh should Like to See, 139 
Unequal Match (An), 163 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 


Arter the Battue, 191 
Alderman Gobbins and Turtle Soup, 48 
Algernon on Woman's Rights, £06 














Ro 
: uae emp eete 
Irate Uncle and Unpunctual iT 
[rie Motel Raspes wetiing ll 
enkins introduced to Miss Jones $8 

Jen rt ” 
jouer Soy ty he : 

‘s “e 
Jones at the a fo Appearance 
Ladies who had not been Invited, 54 

Lawn-' 


ra a 
Lord Readeipt Cheeebill, 99 


Mabel visits the Sussex 83 
Madame Albani, 130 Bonbaary, 





2 
of Bui 186 
old a Meobeave “ Infernal last 
Gea © Beeens, 119 


Our 


240 
Pair of Hi Anti-Vivisectionists, 258 
Pencil 





Punch and the 1 

Punch’s Christmas 275, 

Punch’s Prize M 221, 229, 244, &c. 

_— and Scottish Volunteers, 87 
buestion for a Wi Astronomer, 210 

Quips the 

Reindeer North London, 294 

Result of of Age (A), 234 

Rev. Geo. Granville D.D., 154 


Revised Education Code (The), 165, 173, 


Rignt Hon. G. Joachim Goschen, M.P., 71 
Round co ell 169 

Salubrity of Ham: (The) 

Saving Thirty Miles , 106 


's Translation 
School Board before Judge Pu’ 
Serious Pianist and Comic Voontish, 99: 291 
Settling the tes Onn eeart Salary, 59 
Shoeblack'’s Extra Sixpences (A), 241 


Sir 

bee] John Holber’ 96, 3 M. ia os 
etches by Dum ibo Junior, 129 

from the Moor, } 

Small Boy’s Aunt, 227 

Saippe and Snappe at tbe chub, 170 

Spanish en and Hed (A), et 

Sportsmen 

Soldier’s Chest and (A), 277 

Stout Deerstalker’s Dilemma(A), 299 


Tailor and Dissatisfied 97 
Taking Care of “ Number One,” 218 
Tipping a v 5 
= oe Dende ~=f 107 

‘omkins pursu a ’ 

bis eight, 10 

Vulgar Boy and the Jelly Fish, 63 
War-horse (A 
orn te Ay paar prmalaed 
Lg > Sunday at a Welsh Watering-place, 


eee are 


185 
LD i 6 
W. Romi L cugit to Steer (A), 192 


Young Ladies at Lond, 
Young Total ‘Abetainer (A), 188 


a 











LONDON : BRADBURY, AGNEW, & CO., PRINTERS, WHITEFRIARS. 











ema ne: . : 
, — perme A RE RE RR pare ate il 


